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ABOUT THE MOON.

E have all heard of the * Man in the Moon,” with a thorn-

bush and a dog, or as two children bearing a bucket of

water on a pole. In Ceylon it is said that as Sakyamuni was one
day wandering half starved in the forest, a pious hare met him,
and offered itself to him to be slain and cooked for dinner; where-
upon the holy Buddha set it on high in the moon, that future
generations of men might see it and marvel at its piety. In the
Samoan Islands these dark patches are supposed to be portions of
a woman’s figure. A certain woman was once hammering some-
thing with a mallet, when the moon arose, looking so much like a
bread-fruit that the woman asked it to come down and let her
child eat off a piece of it; but the moon, enraged at the insult,
gobbled up woman, mallet, and child, and there, in the moon’s
belly, you may still behold them. According to the Hottentots,
the Moon once sent the Hare to inform men that as she died
away and rose again, so should men die and again come to life.
But the stupid Hare forgot the purport of the message, and,
coming down to the earth, proclaimed it far and wide that though
the Moon was invariably resuscitated whenever she died, mankind,
on the other hand, should die and go to the Devil. When the
silly brate returned to the lunar country and told what he had
done, the Moon was so angry that she took up an axe and aimed
a blow at his head to split it. ~But the axe missed and only cut

his lip open; and that was the origin of the “hare-lip.” Mad-
dened by the pain and the insult, the Hare flew at the Moon and

almost, scratched her eyes out; and to this day she bears on her
face the marks of the Hare’s claws.
Again, every reader of the classics knows how Selene cast
ndymion into a profound slumber because he refused her love,
and how at sundown she used to come and stand above him on
the Latmian hill, and watch him as he lay asleep on the marble

steps of a temple half hidden among drooping elm-trees, over
Which clambered vines heavy with dark blue grapes. This

Tepresents the rising moon looking down on the setting sun;

In Labrador a similar phenomenon has suggested a spmewhat
he Sun is a maiden and

different st A the Esquimaux t
story. mong 1 by a wicked passion for

the Moon is her brother, who is overcome _ ]
at a dancing-party in a friend’s hut,

her.  Once, as this girl was

Some one t;ame ul;: g;)d took hold of her by the shoulder_s and

shook her, which is (according to the legend) the Esquimaux
She could not tell who it was in

Manner of declaring one’s love. )
the dark, and so she dipped her hand in some soot ar.ld smeared
one of his cheeks with it. When a light was struck in the hut,

she saw, to her dismay, that it was her brother, and, without
Waiting to learn any more, she took to her heels. He started in



