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Vie seals, on thie othier hiand, are sup-
posed to be the transformied souls of
Phiarodx and hiis host, wlîo were
drowned vromiing the lied Sea, and
their nuniber is always being in-
ereased by tii. souls of those whio
drow~n themeselves. It is only on
Christias E.ve that thiey regain their
humitai shape.

Amnongst thie Jeýelanders, as amtiongsýt
il races, there are legends about the
duvil. Witi orie o! thiese 1 wiIl close.
Tl'le devil hiad a great hatred for al
Certain pr1ieýSt eald*e~ne and

wa8 always seeking to do himi lit in-
jury. Onie day hie turned into a fly
and hid under thec skin of a bowl, ot
mlilk, hioping thait ,ýaemua1der wo1ld
swalUow hirn, s0 that lie miiglit do hii
a» injury front within. Siaeminder
liowever, notieed bini at once, eauglit
hiil p in thep skin of thie miilk, and
earried lmi in a bladder to ehuirchi.
Thiere thef poer devil had to stay titi
the end[ of tlie service. It was a very
long sernion and, the historîan

patieicalyaddls, the devil never en-
j yed hinsrLelf leus in his Mie.

IN LACRYMAL, HORTO

By J. D, LOGAN

JWALKED in thie Garden of Weeping,
Wherr pastth train o! flearts Broken:

Wearily their way they wended,
With hdsbeuded,

Comipanions of Grief, seekingy some token
That Love somnewhere lay sleeping
In the Garden of Weeping.

But one there was, and one only,
0f that Lacryniose train,

Whose soul was darker thant ber dark tresses.
Alote sie iveit, and lonely,

Crooning in miner strain
This song of znelanerhol.y:

0 cruel Love-Love that bess
0 cruel Love-Love tluzt stresses!

Daïly in my swart hiair
Thêe Blacek Rose of Life I bind andi wear
Fpor him, Fond Heart! wko sousght me,
For him, False Heart! who forgot me.
O cruel Love that leaves me ever reaping

In Loneiness
The bitterness
Of tliy excess

Hre,~ unet in~ the Garden of _Weeping.


