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About Superstitions. |i
•oooo-ooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo*

Not long since one of o.ur corres
pondents sent us an article on “Su
perstitious," in which the writer 
«ought to draw the line of demarca
tion between that which is really su
perstitious and that which is posi
tively supernatural. Since then we 
have come upon a contribution to 
the “Strand Magazine," from the 
pen of Leonard Larkin, which for de
lightful sarcasm surpasses anything 
we have read in a long time. By 
pure dint of poking fun at them the 
writer exposes some of the old-time 
superstitious in a manner calculated 
to give an eternal quietus. The read
ing of it will be well worth the

ÿpu superstitious?" a friend 
wilfrsometimcs ask me. Of course I 
am. With so many excellent super
stitions lying about to choose from; 
not to be superstitious would be a 
wicked waste of pleasant opportun
ities. I conform to ever superstition 
I can hear of, from rising to bed
time. I always spring out of bed. 
for instance, on the right side, for I 
know quite well that if I attempted 
to do so on the left misfortune would 
follow as certainly as day follows 
night. I know it, I repeat, and I 
can speak from experience; for on the 
only occasion on which, being more 
than half asleep, I disregarded this 
particular superstition misfortune 
ensued, swift and sore. For surely 
nobody will deny that it is a misfor
tune, and a sore one, to bruise knees 
and knuckles and nose all together 
against a solid brick wall, such as 
my bed stands agafnst on th* left 
side! Very well, then, I am super
stitious, and if you think 1 am un
reasonable, go and bounce against 
a wall yourself, by way of asserting 
your convictions.

That is the sort of thing the anti- 
superstitious are in the habit of do
ing, or were some years ago. There 
was a “Thirteen Club," which used 
to meet at dinner for the absurd 
purpose of outraging all the super
stitions that reasonable persons 
cherish. Instead of sitting down 
quietly and decently' and enjoying 
their dinner like sensible, supersti
tious people, they devoted most of 
their attention to spilling salt, cross
ing knives and forks, passing the 
wine round the wrong way, jumping 
up and walking under ladders, 
smashing looking-glasses, nn<j a 
score more of similar tricks. Of 
course, such conduct brought misfor
tune with it, and only a wild Thir
teen Clubber could fail to see it. For 
they must have had a most uncom
fortable dinner, which Is one or the 
greatest misfortunes I can tliink of. 
And there was pecuniary misfortune 
ns well, for all those looking-glasses 
must haw cost a good deal. But on 
consideration, perhaps, the Thirteen 
Clubbers were hot eo very different 

irum the rest oi us, after ai), For 
to meet solemnly byr appointment oil 
Friday evening, to sit punctiliously 
thirteen at table, to pass the wine 
the wrong way and spill salt wilful
ly, to go jumping about the room 
under ladders, and conscientiously 
and laboriously to work through all 
the rest of the unnatural perform
ance, purely in defiance of ill-luck, is 
—well, it is superstition, isn't it? 
Blank, dark, bigoted superstition!

If you have spilt salt by accident 
you avert misfortune from yourself 
by throwing a little over the left 
shoulder. This is a process I can 
earnestly recommend, especially in a 
crowded restaurant, with people 
close behind you. For if anybody 
gets it in the eye, or even down the 
back, that person will have enough 
misfortune for the whole room, and 
you may consider yourself safe — if 
you make no delay in getting out
side.

As for the ill-luck attendant on 
walking under a ladder, the thing is 
so perfectly obvious that nobody 
but a blind unsupevstituent (or un- 
euperstituator, or whatever the cor
rect term should be) could ever fail 
to perceive it. Walk down the street 
and observe the first half-dozen lad
ders standing against the houses and 
walls. From number one an over
flowing paint-pot swings gracefully 
in the breeze, and, standing over it. 
a light-hearted son of toil brandishes 
an equally overflowing brush in uni
son with the tune He is whistling. 
Sometimes he hits the wall, some
times the ladder, but all the while 
he dispenses a refreshing shower of 
paint that hits ex'erything. A little 
farther on ladder number two sup
ports an ascending laborer with a 
hod of bricks, and holes are thought
fully provided in the ladder for the 
brickayer to spit through; while the 
holes arc quite big enough to. let a 
bfick or two through as well, on oc
casions of miscalclulated equilibri
um. To ladder number three clings

an elevated bill-sticker, elevated be
yond the capacity of any earthly 
ladder, and much too elevated to 
perceive a single hole in this one. He 
wields, with uncertain swoop, a vast 
brush dripping with thick yellow 
grey paste, and ever and anon he 
plants an unmediated kick on the 
pail of similar paste that hangs be
low. Perhaps, ai ter heavily pasting 
a very large poster,, he attempts to 
hold it up by a corner which it 
doesn't possess, and while it descends 
with 4ui all-embracing flop gropes 
feebly for. it with the brush, which 
comes after it. On ladder number 
four a boy is spraying windows with 
an indiarublber hose. If on ladder 
number five somebody isn't trying to 
get a heavy and slippery piece of fur
niture into a high window or out of 
it, it will be on ladder number six. 
And now, having surveyed these lad
ders, I defy any Thirteen Clubster to 
put on a new park suit and a bril
liant tall hat, wall* deliberately un
der* all these ladders, and return un
converted, if alive. I have had my 
own streaks of ill-luck under ladders, 
and I know. Prob.vtura est, as they 
say in the old books of magic. And 
as for smashing a loo.king-glass, sev
en years’ ill-luck is less than I hate 
got for it. It must be more than 
thirty since I smashed one belonging 
to an aunt, with a cricket-ball that 
ought to have been left outside; and 

have been out of her will ever 
since, and she has been dead for 
ears. So that it was bad for both

A properly superstitious person 
(like myself) is never dull. He is al
ways playing a complicated game of 

what? Spook, shall I say?— with 
fortune. He sees his good and baa 
luck coming everywhere and every- 
when, and he has all sorts of expe
dients ready to invite the one and 
dodge the other. If he is absent- 
minded enough to put on some arti
cle of clothing inside* out in the 
morning, and strong-minded enough 
to keep it so all day, he knows he 
is in for good fortune. Personally,
I am just about absent-minded 
enough to have put on my socks in
side out quite frequently, and then 
to have forgotten all about it; at 
any rate, I am quite sure about the 
forgetting. But I have never yet 
been quite so absent-minded ns to 
put on my trousers or overcoat in
side out, or even my hat. But ab
sent-mindedness is an abiding char
acteristic of genius, and very likely 
I shall do it some day. When I do 
1 s-hall not neglect my luck, and I 
expect my reward, as I walk, along 
the Strand, in the shape of Fame 
and Popular acclamation.

I might feel some little diffidence 
in avowing myself a superstitious 
man were it not that 1 know most 
people are equally sensible. All 
ajbout Bond street and llegent street 
are many ladies in expensively fur
nished fdoms, earning noble incomes 
out of the sagacity of their fellow- 
citiz^ns. who have the intelligence to 
und . .tuxl that whether they are to 
die old or young, whether they are 
to come into money or stay out of 
it, whether they are to marry the 
right persons or the wrong ones, en
tirely depends on the shape of the 
wrinkles on thê insides of their 
hands. So the ladies of the expen
sive rooms sit in expensive tea- 
gowns on large arm-chairs and tickles 
the palms of the wise with little 
ebony pointers at a guinea a tickle. 
There was one lady I read of who 
could get a guinea from each by just 
taking her customers by the hand 
and gazing ecstatically over their 
heads, such was the acuteness of 
their minds. I wish I could afford 
to. pay a guinea for that sort of 
thing; because there aie such a lot 
of other things I should like to buy 
—first. I think, by the way, that 
the information about the guinea- 
gating lady came out in a police- 
court, or some such vulgar place.

Most of the ladies who charge a 
guinea for tickling your palms and 
gazing at the place where your hat 
would be if you were ill-mannered, 
are also ready, on equally trifling 
terms, to stare mighty hard at a 
glass bull; and the customers are 
equally ready to have them stare.
The theory is th^t a properly-quali
fied person—and all these ladies are 
properly qualified, else they would 
be cheaper—can stare herself into a 
state- in which she might sec any 
mortal thing and tell anybody all 
about it; a result which any nation
al creature would be glad to pay 
for.

Even after that you may have the 
about it; a result which any ration- 
fee; but this is a higher one, because 
you have something on paper to 
keep. The fee is three guineas, and 
the article you get is a horoscope —

surely cheap at such a price, even 
though it le not an optical Instru
ment, as some might expect, but on
ly a mysterious figure or diagram 
drawn on paper. It is an exact re
duction, to scale, of the royal and 
ancient game of hopscotch, with 
notes of the score by a Chinese 
shorthand-writer who is not a tee
totaler.. It ie based on tl^ obvious 
fact that the planets must have bfeen 
somewhere when you were born, and 
consequently were In a great state 
of concern about your destiny; and 
that you also, being now somewhere 
and also in a state of concern about 
your destiny, have so many points 
in common with the planets that 
you will easily understand their 
game of hopscotch, so long as you 
have been clever enough to give 
their representative her fee. I am 
told, however, that the astrology of 
these ladies is all “put out" at 
sweating rates to astrological 
“ghosts," who design the actual hop-- 
scotcheries; and, as a conscientiously 
superstitious person, I believe in 
those ghosts.

Also, of course, I believe in all 
sorts of other ghosts, though I have 
found it impossible to mave any 
ghost believe in me, even so far ns 
to show itself to me. But I. love to 
hear—and believe—of the sound old, 
long establithed ghost of the haunt
ed mansion, who begins by dragging 
a boot-jack across the floor and ends 
by driving head first through a brick- 
nnd a half wall with agoniz&I wail
ings (and no wonder). I should a.so 
dearly love the acquaintance of the 
ghost that the Germans so disre
spectfully cull the “.Poltergeist,'' 
which pulls away from under digni
fied persons, picks up thirsty peo
ple's glasses and drinks the contents 
—into the surrounding air — sots 
heavy tables dancing round the room, 
smashes glass, and spills salt, like 
some ghostlv member of the Thir
teen Club. There are many tales of 
these practical jokers among ghosts 
in Mrs. Crowe’s “Night Side of Na
ture," and I read their exploits a- 
g.Lin and again, with much enjoy- ' 
ment. But the ghosts do not recip
rocate my friendly feelings. I am 
tired to death of trying to keep a- 
wake in haunted houses. Even at a 
spiritualistic seance where I went 
once (charge one guinea—there is 
something weird about that univer
sal talismanic guinea) I saw noth
ing. more ghostly than the hostess, 
who was certainly thin, but rather 
hard x and bony than otherwise. The 
ghosts sent me messages, however, 
not in theis own voices, but through 
the lady, though, as they were the 
ghosts of my uncle John and my 
deceased sister, I didn’t see why they 
should be either bashful or distant, j 
But the messages interested me deep- ] 
ly, and certainly surprised me. chief
ly because I had never heard of an 
uncle John before and my only sis
ter was still alive and quite well 
when I returned home. But, as the 
lady explained, there’s no account
ing for the cheap adulterations in
troduced into guinea seances by ir
responsible wicked spirits—an assur
ance which consoled me almost as 
much as the return of the guinea 
might have done. I think there was 
some sort of hint that a strictly 
high-class seance, warranted free 
from adulteration, would cost more; 
but I have to be economical, even 
with my little superstitions.

I am all the more regretful of 
never having met a real visible ghost 
because I am convinced that the 
ghost, as a—well, not as a body cor
porate, but, let us say, as a class— 
has been much maligned and misun
derstood. There has never been a 
more harmless, well-intentioned soil 
of creature than a ghost, and 1 can
not remember even having heard of 
one injuring any living creature. 
That people are frightened is surely 
no fault of the ghost’s, but of their 
own. An affnble, well-meaning ghost 
tries to make friends with somebody 
and amuse him, and the favored per
son won’t have it, but goes rushing 
off and screaming to such an extent 
as to terrify the poor ghost out of 
sight. In just such a way you may 
see u nervous old lady in such fits 
of terror at the a@iable approaches 
of a big dog that the affectionate 
quadruped presently sneaks . awayt 
scared and abashed. Nothing could 
bo kinder or more considerate than 
the behaviour of the ordinary ghoSt.
Even those who come back to the 
world to make complaint of murder 
are much too l«ind to go and tell the 
police or a magistrate, like an' or
dinary vindictive human being. I 
never heard of any ghost complain
ing of murder to a policeman, or 
even applying to a magistrate for a 
summons. Instead, the ghost goes 
to some purely neutral person who 
never heard of the matter in tnn life, 
but who happens to sleep in some 
particular room, and gives a strik
ing little performance which leaves 
the human being something to tell 
ins friends about all the rest of his 
life. Sometimes it! even reveals the

have an unjustly enraged human be
ing absolutely fall through one,
which is what usually happens on 
these occasions. But the ghosts 
never hits bqck— it usually vanishes 
inoffensively, with a sigh of regret 
at the misunderstanding. It has come 
with the most benevolent intentions, 
probably to offer a little exhibition, 
perfectly free, of wall-penetrating 
and personal transparency, and al
though received with ungrateful as
sault, and perhaps- a laceration of its 
inmost fogginess with a flying chair, 
it goes off exhaling meekness and 
forgiveness, to write humbly on a 
slate under a table, so as to enable 
some more appreciative human being 
to pocket the guinea the writing 
earns. No, a ghost is the kindliest 
and friendliest thing that floats. 
Think of the countless occasldtfs on 
which ghosts have risen from-*-wher- 
ever they are—and come all along to 
this uncomfortable world to shove 
up a table, just because it seemed 
the sort of thing that would amuse 
the company, or, perhaps, to bang 
a gentleman on the head with a tam
bourine, at a spiritualistic seance. I 
an afraid that their experiences am
ong human beings give the ghosts a 
low opinion of our intelligence, to 
judge by the things they think likely 
to amuse us. But I should like an 
opportunity of clearing up all these 
misunderstandings, and- of reciprocat
ing the friendly advances of a ghost 
in the proper way, and I shall be 
glad to meet any respectable ghost 
with those views. I think X should 
prefer the sort that comes and beck
ons colemnly and leads the way to 
a spade and a pick, and then to a 
place where a chest of sovereigns is 
buried—a large one, but not buried 
too deep—in the garden. It would 
amuse me more than seeing a table 
heaved up; and I should consider it 
far more friendly than a bang on 
the head with a tambourine or a 
fire-shovel.

The vampire superstition I am not 
so much attracted, by. I don’t like 
it. It is rather too horrible—and I 
never heard ex-en of a member of the 
'111irteen Club who went about to 
invite a x-ampire to suck his blood 
as he slept, even from the big toe, 
where the x'ampire bat operates. And 
I am firmly convinced that there is 
nothing but the vampire superstition 
to account for the habits of yorne 
gentlemen—not members of the Thir
teen Club—who go to bed with their 
boots on.

Still, I like to be iust in my 
superstitions—I like to g!x-e them^
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AMERICA’S INCOMPARABLE SCENIC AND PLEASURE ROUTE.

SUMMER HOTELS

THE MANOIR RICHELIEU
MURRAY BAY, OU*.

THE TADOUSAC——
TADOUSAC, QUtl

Owned and operated by the 
Company, and charmingly 
situated on the Banks of the 
St- Lawrence......................

Rochester, Kingston,
Leave Toronto for Clflvtnti andviajiun Intermediate Ports

Embracing a delightful sail across Lake Ontario. a trin 
through the fascinating scenery of the Thousand Islands!the 
Venice of America), and the exciting descent „f all tho marvellous rapids to e

MONTREAL (the Metropolie of Canada)
Where connection is made for cool and refreshing night 
ride to the famous old walled city of
QUEBEC (America’s Gibraltar)

Thence on to Murray ltaw Tadoumir and Points on the 
World s renowned Saguenay River (the scenery of this remarkable river is unequalled for wild 
grandeur and variety. Pur Further Particulars, Apply to

H FOSTER CHAFFER, W.P.A , JO< F. DO IAN, C.P A . L II MYUANIl,
2 King St. E., Toronto. Can 128 St. James St.. Montreal, Can Dalbousie St., Quebec 

Or to THUS. HENRY, Traffic Manager. Montreal.Can-

$l.50=$l.50
OUR D0NG0LA KID LACED BOOT FOR LADIES

at this low price is very neat, stylish and durable, 
made with Extension Sole and nice Military Heel. 
WARRANTED to give satisfaction.

each thc-ir little corner. I never pass 
a piece of iron lying in the road 
without picking it up; gold I am 
not quite so certain about, but I 
should avoid neglecting it—I like be
ing on the safe side. I hope it 
nex’er be discovered—at any rate by 
the butchers—how much beef I have 
stolen to cure warts. It must be 
stolen beef, you see, and you must 
keep on till the xvarts go; so I am 
still persevering. And I always 
touch wood to avert danger of acci
dent. Indeed, if the danger were the 
danger of drowning I think I should 
grab the wood with both hands—the 
largest piece in reach; such is the 
strange influence of superstition on 
a yielding mind.

rhabolllei
Square.

RON AY NE BROS..
2027 Notre Dame Street.

$1.50: $1.50

STRUCK BY LIGHTNING.

Lightning struck the new $5,000 
church at Dedham, la., last week de
molishing the west and cast end, 
and setting the .same on fire, hut as 
discox’ery was made immediately the 
citizens- turned out at once. The fire 
was put out bc;ore much damage 
was done. It is estimated that the 
damage by the lightning will not 
exceed $2,000, and- it is covered by 
insurance.

existence of buried treasure. Nothing 
could he more amiable. A ghost
doesn't even resent actual assault, 
although it cannot be comfortable to

Premium
TO

Subscribers.
We offer as a premium 

to each Subscriber a neatly 
bound copy of the Golden 
jubilee Book, who will send 
the names and cash for 5 
new 3ubscrib;rs to thi r.*i 
Witness.

LADIES’
TAILORING.

We have never been in a position to 
talk about Ladies’ Tailoring as we are at 
the present time. Our Ladies’ Tailor is 
turning out work equal to what Ladies get 
in the best tailoring establishments in 
New York. “We can say this without 
ferlinu Egotistical.”

A good tailor without good help is very 
much handicapped We had that experi- 
ence ; in fact, we had to educate our work 
hands up to high-class tailoring, and have 
succeeded beyond a doubt.

We make a specialty of Ladies’ Riding 
Habits and Golfing Suits. N

THE CORSET JACKET so much 
in vogue in New York, we make to order ; 
als), show three different lines in stock. 
Price $22.50 up.

For well-tailored and perfect-fitting 
Costumes, leave your orders with

JOHN MURPHY A CO.

Ladies’ Parisim Drinking Dept.
Is gaining in popularity daily. Mmr. 
Drlplanqur, who has full charge, will he 
pleased to place her knowledge and skill at 
the service of our customers. This Depart
ment is full of orders, hut at the same time 
we are always ready to take more.

JOHN MURPHY A CO,

Atteetio* li Celled te Our

LACE DEPARTMENT.
This is a Lace Season par excellenc® 

We prepared for it, and without doubt we 
are showing'the best stoelp in the city of 
Montreal.

IRISH LACES and Irish Lacé Collars 
and Collarettes galore.

Plowen Laces and Lace Collars and Col
larette. Immense collection In every
thing that is new.

We cannot do the whole of the Lace 
trade in Montreal, but we are in a position 
to do the largest trade, and will be disap
pointed if we don’t, as. ’

We hare the T argent Stock of every1 
thing that ie New ii^Laoee, and we

interestip» chronicle of the ko»— »•*»*Price.... Right

SEASIDE AND 
COUNTRY SUPPLIES

The time is at hand to prepare 
for the Summer exodus from city 
life. There are a great many 
things to be thought of. Some 
Ladies buy fine Cream Damasks 
to wear and bleach while away, 
others buy a cheap Bleached 
Linen that will not matter much 
whether it ever comes back or not 
We artfwell prepared for both.

FINE CREAM TABLE DAMASKS 
72 Inches wide—

#1.00, #1,20, 91.30 per yd.

BLEACHED TABLE CLOTHS— 
56x 74 inches.... 68c up 
54x103 inches... .91 32 up 
68x 70 inches.... 75c up 
70 x 80 inches. .. 95c up 
68x 90 inches.... 05c up 
72x108 inches....91.65 up

BLEACHED COTTON BATH 
TOWELS, 22c, 25c, 30o, 35i up

GREY COTTON BATH TOWELS 
-lOo, 12c, L60 up.

BROWN LINEN BATH TOWELS 
40o, 6O0, 60o and 70o up 

OOSTUMB CRASHES—36 inches 
wide, 17o and 20o per yard.

This is a splendid op. 
panunity to obtain a most

work of Irish Catholics 
Priests and laymen in 
Montreal during the past 
Fifty years, •

Buy Tour Dry Goods Here.

JOHN MURPHY*CO.
SS«a SI. Catherine Street, corner st 

Metealfe Street.
Tirmt Gath.............Telephone Up, 3740

MATTINGS FOR THE 
SUMMER HOUSE.

These make an admirable Floor 
Covering for Hot Weather. This 
1. the time to have your Bummer 
Cottage fltted up with New Mat- 
tinge for the coming eeaaon. We 
oan suit you with Mattings as 
well as with Çarpete. Our New 
Mattings are here.

JA8. A. OtilLVY & SOB, 
St. Catherine qnd Mountain Sts.
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Soroe fifty >'cars f
Florentine'» death, th
ebscure street m Ra 
Lee artists In tron - 
which the tdwns in It 
lull. You may see th 
‘tiU in Cathedral gate 
fretwork around a eh. 
.ratings around the, S 
Ls in episcopal chrn 
vou have not seen thi 
Lin any lingering do. 
,.„ur Buskin. and he 
Lamed- These were 
men ”orkcd sl°'"y
conscious that work w
that they were laborir 
turics, and not for 
bread. We cannot do 
toil in the workshops 
^nd neither games, nc 
,ive the inspiration oi 
„i art, called faith. V 
istis name was Jacop 
be had an only child, 
whose name was Beat 
ter the great poet vhc 
last home at Ravenna 
l0r he was now old, : 
apeaking to his child 
cxiie; and Bice never 
tioning her father nl 
anb the wonders of I 
heaven. Once a mon 
dark shadow would ft 
threshold; a brothe 
from Florence, who xv 
to see his niece, for 
but ehc did not love 1 
the midday meal, th 
of the two brothers i) 
ed upon Dante and 
Dante and Ravenna. 1 
it commenced, it veei 
round to the everlast 
on that they held dir< 
tory views.

The Florentine stou 
that Dante xvas in he 
ly damned.

“You say here," I 
pointing his long fmg 
ing the whole of Rav 
clc, “Eccovi l’uomo < 
Inferno! I say: Ecco 
sta all’ Inferno!"

“Corpo di BaccoV' 
would exclaim, “you 
thither yoUrself for 1 
God couldn’t send su 
hell. He could not g 
umph to Satan!

“Dante hath sent pi 
ops and cardinals t 
ther would reply. "I 
its gloomy cax’erns xvi 
He was vengeful an 
There is no place for 
en!"

“I saw him here in 
Jacopo, "when you, 
tines, drove him out 
walking our streets, 
tary man. My father 
out, and say: ‘Look 
look xvell ! That’s a 
will worship to the ei

“A had, gloomy fa< 
ness and malice to G< 
the Florentine xvould

“Presence of the d 
no!" cried Jacopo, 
solemn, marble face, 
with a point of fire, 
lie used to pass our 
looking forward and 
cloak slunig around 1 
folded beret on his h< 
kneel down and kiss 
where he had trod, 
angels and his Beatrn 
he died."

"Pah!" would cxcls 
"That’s a pious decei 
ly ten commandments 
and one of these the 1 
shall love!" Believe 
has read the Lascle 
once since he died!"

"Then where could 
shouted Jacopo. ‘ Bit 
other circle for him 1< 
no! God does not 61 
as Dante's! I allow 
in purgatory for a s’ 
cause we must all go 
sins and imperfection 
damned 1 All heaven 
against itl"

So the con trovers 
month after month, : 
listen with wonderinj 
But she hated her 
arid would refuse to 
he went away. And f 
would not be the 
swung to his work ir 
lent, abstracted way, 
he would pause and 
1rom his brow, and 

"Dante in hell! Yes 
all know that; but he 
it. He is noil"

And he woulff' bring 
mer furiously upon 1


