AYE WRITE


SUPERSTITIONS – A CONVERSATION 

“Are you going out today,”
asked Isa.

“I don't know yet.”
Said Bill.  -”Why? Do you need something?”

“No, No.  It's just that this is Friday the 13th.  I was just going to say be careful.”

“Oh!  Here you go again!  You and your superstitions!”

“I'm not really superstitious.  Just if I spill salt, I throw a little over my shoulder.”

“Well then, isn't that being superstitious?”

“No not really.  When I was little I saw my mum do this.  Mums and Grans always said and done these sort of things.  I remember when we got our new house gran said 'don't move on a Saturday, you know the saying Saturday flitting short sitting,' and 'Don't put new shoes on the table'.  And if my mother got a brooch as a present she would give a penny in return to the person who gave it to her.  And when it was raining, I remember being warned not to put the umbrella up indoors.  And never to cut my nails on a Sunday.  And if you break a mirror you'll have seven years bad luck.  You wonder where all these sayings came from.”

“Well,”  said Bill, “I was reading in yon library book I had, that Fridays have been considered an unlucky day since medieval times.  In Britain, Friday was the day for hanging and there were thirteen steps up to the noose.”

“You know Bill, I knew a woman who wouldn't go outside the door on black Friday as she called it.”

“I think I know who you're talking about.”

“She'll be in on three occasions this year then as there are three Friday the 13ths – February, March and November.”

“You mean she doesn't even go to Bingo?”

“No.”

“My, she does take them seriously.  Maybe that's where she is going wrong.  If she did go it might be lucky for her.  Of course, the amount she spends at that place she'll never get back, but you never can tell.  Anyway, enough of these old wives tales.  I'm off to put a horse on, and guess what?  The number is thirteen.  If I see a ladder I won't walk under it, I'll cross the road to avoid it.  Maybe I'll find a four leaf clover, and when I get back I'll use my key so I don't have to knock on the wooden door.  Supersitious?  Me?”
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