
Instancesof persons posessedby devils are comparativelyrareinChristian countries, yet in heathen countries, as inChina, for
example,these instances areby nomeansunfrequent. Sonumer-
ous are they, andso wellandunmistakeablymarked, thateventhe
heathen inhabitants of China recognise them as real diabolical
possessions;and heathen parents,without knowledgeof or faith
in Christianity, but moved simply by parentalaffection, often
bring their children to Catholic missionaries to be baptized, in
order that theymaybeguarded andprotected from the dangerof
their falling intothe possessionof devils. The differencebetweenthe childrenwho are baptised and those who areunbaptised,asregards this, is so marked,inChina, that even theheathen cannot
butnotice it. They see thatthe baptisedchildrenarenot subject
todiabolicalpossessions,and they know that unbaptisedchildren
frequently are.

Ever since the worldbegan thishasbeenadisputedquestionjandever since the world began the majority of the peoplehave
generally misjudged. Thoroughly dissatisfied with any presenttime, thepeoplecast about for agolden age. We cannot finditinthe future,as thecloud ofuncertaintyhangs on the horizoninthatdirection. We are compelled, therefore, toexplorethepast. The
immediatepast,withitsfacts and disappointments, is too freshin
our memory to allow us to throw the requiredhaloabout it,and sowecontinueour journeyuntil we get to thepoint wherememorygrows dim and the imagination works actively, and we call that
the halehalcyon period of life. This distant future and distantpast areboth creations of the fancy. To say thatchildhoodis the
happiestperiodoflife is tooffer insult toProvidence. The child
is atbestbuta bundle of possibilities. He isa creatureof unre-
strained impulses, of undeveloped affections. His mind ia Hke a
grate in a wellordered-house. Thecoalis there, thewoodis there,
andthe whole thing will break into a blazewhen touchedwitha
match. Now, after the matchhastouchedit, whatis apleasanter
and moreprofitablesight thanahalf dozenlumps of coalenveloped
in a royalblaze,andfilling the roomso fulloflight andheat, that
one forgets the wintry sleet without? So childhood, with its
sugar plums andits toys,willbeinferior tomanhood with itsburn-
ing enthusiasm anditsburning ambition.

The little old theatre inAlbany,N.Y.,has been thesceneofmany curious theatrical stories. On one occassion Mr. EdwinForrest, then a young man,andmore famous for hismusclethanhis genius, gave a tremendous display of really powerful acting.
He wassupposedtorepresentaRomanwarrior,and tobe attacked
bysixminionsof adetested tyrant. Atthe rehearsal Mr. Forrest
found a great deal of fault with the supes who condescendedto
play theminions. They weretootame. They didn't lay hold of
him. They wouldn'tgo in as if it werea real fight. Mr.Forrest
stormed and threatened; the supes sulked and consulted. At
length the captain of the supes inquiredin his local slang, "Yer
want this to bea bully fight,eh?" "I do,"replied Mr. Forrest.
"All right," rejoined the captain,and the rehearsalquietly pro-
ceeded. Inthe evening the little theatre was crowded,and Mr.
Forrest was enthusiastically received. When the fighting scene
occurred the great tragedian took the centreof the stage, andthe
six minions entered rapidly and deployed in skirmishing order.
Atthe cue

"
Seize him!

"
oneminion assumedapugilistic attitude,

andstruck ablow straight from the shoulder upon theprominent
nose ofthe Eoman heroj anotherraised him about six inchesfrom
the stage by a well-directed kick,and the others madeready to
rush infor a decisive tussel. For a moment Mr. Forreststoodastounded, his broad chest heaving with rage,his greateyeslike
flashing fire, his sturdy legsplanted like columns upon the stage.
Then came the few moments of powerful acting, at the end. of
which onesupewasseen sticking head foremost in thebass drum
in the orchestra, four were having their wounds dressed in the
greenroom,and one, finding himself in the flies,rushedout upon
the roofof the theatreandshouted"Fire!

"
at the topofbisvoicej

while Mr. Forrest, called before the curtain, bowed his thanks
pantingly to the applauding audience, who looked uponthe whole
affair as part of the piece, and"had never seen Forrest act so
splendidly."

A letter from Marseilles gives details of a mysterious crimejust committedin a trainon the line from Marseilles to Nice. Ayoung man named Roses-Salles, aged twenty, a nativeof Auch(Gers),onhis way fromBordeaux tovisit his brother-in-law,Lieu-
tenantBoubec, at LaCiotat, was found deadina second-class car-riage. In the samecompartment was also lying in a state of in-
sensibility amanaged thirty, named de Bonyn,and whodescribedhimself as an operativeengineer atMarseilles. He related that
between the stations of Cassis andLaCiotat,a fellow traveller hadgiven them to drink somechampagne,of whichhehada samplein
a portmanteau. The stranger afterwards attempted to rob thetwoyoungmen, and, not succeeding, escapedfromthe train. A

fsingular fact, not yet explained,is that the watch of M. Roses-Salles, with the chainbroken, was found on de Bonyn, and thetravellingbagof the lattercontaineda hatchet, somephials of agreenish liquid, and someindia-rubber tubes. Apost-mortem exa-mination of thebodyof the deceasedwill bemadetoascertain theexact causeof death.— '
Galignani.'

At the openingof thebusinessinthe Nisi PriusCourtat theLiverpoolAssizes on Wednesday, it was found that one of the
jurymen,namedLouis Wilde, whohadbeensworn ina case com-menced the previous day, had not arrived. The case was pro-ceeded withinhis absence, and ina quarterof an hour he cameintoCourt. Inreplyto the learned judge (BaronBramwell), the
juror said hehadnoparticularexplanation to give for his delay.His Lordship— ThenIfine you £2; youknowIwarnedyou lastnight tobe intime. The Juror— Youcanhave the £,2 if Icangohome andnot come back. HisLordship—

ThenIfine you £5, andyou willhaveto remain inCourt. The Juror— Very well, sir, youcanhaveit. Bis Lordship— Be quiet,sir. Iadvise you tobehaveyourself,orIwill dosomethingelse besides fining you. The -juror
thenbecame silent.

A younggorilla has been brought over fromWest Africaby theGerman African Society's expedition. Itis ayoungmale, three feet
inheight, andin themost parfecb condition. Itis now romping androlling in full libertyaboutaprivate room in an hotel atLiverpool,whereitis staying, "nowlooking out of the window with allbecom-
inggravity andsedateness as though interested,butnot disconcerted,by the busy multitude and novelty without, then bounding rapidlyalongonknuckles and feet to examine and poke fun at some newcomer;playfully mumbling at his calves, pulling afc his beard (an
especial delight),clinging to his arms, examining his hat (not atallto itsimprovement),curiously inquisitive as to his umbrella,and so
onwith visitorafter visitor." "If," says Mr. Moore,of the Liver-poolMuseum, whohas paid the creature a visit, "hebecomesover-excitedby the fun, a gentlebox onthe ear would bringhim to orderhke a child, like achild only to be on the romp again immediately.Hepoints withthe index finger,claps with his hands, poutsout histongue, feedsona mixeddiet, decidedly prefers roaetmeats toboiled,eats strawberries,asIsaw, with delicate appreciativeness,andisex-
quisitely clean and mannerly. The palms of his hands and feet arebeautifully plump, soft, and black as jet. He has been eightmonthsanda half in the possession of the Expedition,has grownsome sixinches in that time, and is supposed to be between two and threeyearsof age." Itis a pity, says the

'
Observer/ that the animal can-not be secured for the Zoological Gardens. Ifc is the second ofitskind that has been brought alive to England, Mr.Wombwellhavingexhibiteda female some twenty years ago which diedin the courseof a very few months. IfMr.DvCbailluis any authority,the gorillacanbe tamed whenyoung, but as it advances in agebecomesexceed-ingly intractableand dangerous, so that theownersof this new acqui-

sition are likelyto have a lively time of it.
The proposed flooding of the SaharaDesert is "omethingmorethanmere talk. Mr. M'Kenzie, the projector, with an engineering

party, is about to leave London for Western Africa, to make thenecessary surveys for turning the waters of the Atlantic into thegreat desert. Heis confident that a canal eight or nine miles longwill accomplish the object,andenable tie flodding of the low landsto be accomplished, so that Timbuctoo will be brought within navi-gable distance to the sea. The opening up of a vast trade with theinterior of Africa is the inducement offered for carrying out theproject.
A man residing at Taunton, Mass., has had some hardshipsduring his life,as thefollowing willBhow :— Hehas been shipwreckedonce,narrowly escaped burning to death in a railroaddisaster, wasshotin theneck at Gettysburg, had a taste of thehorrors of LibbyJ?riT>n, fell overboard from a whaler, and before his rescuehad twofingers bittenoff by a shark;he wasdraftedtwice, hadhis rightarmbroken in twoplaces during the first New York riot, and stood on abarrel, withahalter round his neck,in anAlabamatown at the out-break of the Rebellion, from sunrise to sunset. In 1863, he wascrushed under a falling building during a Californiaearthquake,andwas without food or drink nearly fifty hours, and when homewardbound from the mines of the White Pine regionsnarrowly escapedlynching, havingbeen mistaken fora criminal.We wereinerror last weekin stating thatMr.ArchibaldForbeswas acting at Paratjin as correspondent of the 'Times.' We hadheard from Belgrade thathe was acting for the

'
Times

'
as wellastor the

'
Daily News,' with whichhis connection for several yearshasbeen unbroken. The representative of the 'Times,' with PrinceMilan, is Mr. Kelly. Mr. Kelly and Mr. Forbes were together atPrince Milans head-quarters, and their reports at first were verynearly identical with one another and with the Servian bulletines,whence probably our informant's mistake. The mistake could nothave beenmade this week. Mr.Forbes is not in thebestpositionforgettingat the facts, but he seems somehow to get at them. Heisstill without anequal as a war correspondent. There is nomistaking

his hand in the last reports to the 'Daily News.' The'Times's
'co--respondent,the other day, gravelyrepeated his assertion that therehadbeenno fighting on the Timokon the 15th, andassuredus thathe knew for certain, because he had been told by lovanovitch amemberof thePrince's staff. We owe Mr.Forbesauapolo»y if we
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have causedhim tobe creditedwithsuch a statementas that.

— 'Ulster
Examiner.'

A savageduelhasbeenfought in Belgium, betweentwo com-
munist refugees, Pindy and Charon. Both had. pieces of flesh
sliced off their faces.

WAIFS AND STRAYS.
In734 A.D.,in theneighborhood ofBelfast,a"horrible great

thunder"was heard, succeeded by a shower of hail-stones," the
likeof whichhad neverbeen known for size, and on the partial
clearing away of which a huge serpent was seen in the sky."
Coining downa hundredyearslater, in832,we find that

"
fire fromheavenburnt themountains of Connaught;thelakes andstreams

weredried up,and many people -were burnt by the fire." Again
in 950,in the midst of a "mighty greathailstorm," abolt of firepassedthroughLeinster,killing numbers of men,cattle, andburn-
ing mostofthehouses ofDublin." More disastrous still was the
thunderstorm of 1113 in which thirty pilgrims were killedby
lightning on Croagh Patrick,and the hailstones were asbig as
crab apples andprovedthedeathof "aninfinitenumber of cattle."
In June,1776, the neighborhood of Tralee and Abbeyfeale werestartledand deluged by the most tremendous thunderstorm,and
atClonmel"thehailstoneswere as largeasmusket balls/ Nineyears later, in 1785, Arklow, Coolgraney, and Redcross, County
Wicklow, werevisitedby a thunderstorm of

"
appallingvehemence,

accompaniedbya prodigious shower of hailstones,which killeda
number of lambs, and woundedmany persons."
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