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LOVE 1 ALL.

sT Jon% rRAZER-

I'oor 7-nay, net poor-tho joy of wnris aumne;
The beauty and the oealth of land and tsea

The splendour of the darkness. and the shine,
Are alil for rme.

The ever-rhiftieg glory of tho sky,
Thopale w-an rmron with al her starry train.

Doep rivers triaking glad greatt tfrids of rye
And golden grain.

Srig, bringing snini-birit.i and glad green eaves:
Sot't sa mter. .treing rosebud at miy Ceet:

lloIr anrtrmun. garinering is lat ripo heaves
With odouri swet.

The musi eof the woodlan. anI thejo
In ail things fair and n-ly and divine.

Dim tormrsur f1fancies icherih'ii i.mhen a toy-
All these are urine.

The w-eslth ofall the ages that have tied,
'Th hope of all the éaes yet to coume,

Imiortal mem'olrtos of the nighty dead.
For ever dtuib.

Sour, that have charnm'd the agers in their ilight;
Fair fa.esF. that have mnade aUt ien their slave:

Legends of' nameeshere. that Iake bright
Forgetten graves.

Wealrh of great minds. tre.aures of antique tIore.
WitIh veight whreof the weanied agce roan.

Thie irthricht of the eonturies-yea iuore-
Are att rine own.

Yea inre-sweet girl !-in those dear eyes of thine
I readI a love that iakes all thesie et niall;z

O heart that beats ru uni4on witi mine.
More thoir thn al!

For tv- ruade siooth the rouirhet eteer I trod.
And love mnade swretrhat eoe wroe -our iwite-i.

And love went eve'r withi rie bIke a id
In hour of need.

(For Ce Caaün liV d 4.e

THE GUOST OF THE ETCHEMIN.

A few miles above Quebec on the Levis side, the sparkling
little river Etchemin (after having faithifully performed its
allotted labour of bringing logs to the saw mill) falls quietly
into the great St. Lawrence, and ise born towards the ocean.
It is not very much ofa river, this littIe Etchemin. with regard
to size, but it is very useful and very beautiful. Where it
rises I really do not know, but from where I drst caught a
glimpse of it at St. Henri village til lost in the St. Lawrence
there L scarcely a bundred yards but whait bas some special
beauty of its own. Here iowing on smoothlycalmly, so wide
as to almost merit the name of a lik', there dashing along
between high rocks, foaming, splashing, so that not even an
Indian's canoe could live through it ; further on againcalm,
silent, black, from its immense dept, for the simple Cana-
dians round declare no line conld ever be spun of sufficient
length to reach the bottom.

But it is not for its picturesque beauty that the Etchemin
finds its way into print, but because of the veritable ghost
which for a while haunted a bouse on its banks. About ten
miles from its mouth is the very prettiest of the many pretty
spots along the river, and there, just at the head of a minia-
ture fall, lived old Alphonse Leduc, his son Pierre, and his
adopted daughter Thürèse. A few houses were clustered
around the fall, for the grist mill was erected there, likewise
a saw uill, which gave employment to a great mant Thérèse
therefore, who was the handsomest girl for miles around, had
no lack of admirers, but ta all she turned a deaf ear, and

rwould have noue of them.'
No one but the old man Alphonse Leduc zuessed why

Thérèse so persistently refused ber lovers, and be encouraged
her decision, for nothing would have pleased the old man bet-
ter than to see ber the wife of his son ; indeed he one day got
her ta promise that she would marry Pierre if he ever asked
ber. Thérèse was now about nineteen, Pierre twenty-two, and
as he had shown latterly a decided preference for bis cousin's
society, the old man thouigit his cherisheid plans were about
being accomplish-d.

One day coming home tired from bis work in the field, he
sat down ta rest in the cheerful kitchen which overlooked the
swiftil gliding stream. Thérèse iwas singinggaily at ber work
-a work but little known in cities, but whichr ait one time
had ta be earned by every farmer's datighter. I mean fullin7
clth. This was doue by soaking in a stream (if living suffi-
cientiy near one,) and then drying in the sun. The work was
heavy, for the thick homespun soaked up a large amout of
water; however, as the young Canadian girls generaIly con-
tri ved t have a corn/e for jt, the work progressedl rapidly amid
shouts of laughter at the different witticimn bwhich emanated
from one or other of the group.

Thêrèse, at the moment when ber uncle and foster-father
was seated at the window, was standintg ankle-deep in the
water, which danced gaily over the bare white feet. It was
her turn to hold a piece of cloth so as to prevent the current
from carrying it away, and as shre he-d it she sang a gay little
chanson, to which all united in chorus.

l Ah " sighed the cld man, -if Pierre only knew what wais
good for bim, ie would nat leave my little Thérse unmarried."

" What li that, father ?" said Pierre, who had eitered un-
perceived, " would ynn really wishn me to marry Thérèse ?"

"Ah, my son, I conld then die happy,"
Remember we are cousins, andi Monsieur le Curé might

object."
No, no, Pierre, you are not within the forbidden degree

then it would make me so happy to have ny little Thérèse
provided for without dividing the farm."

Further conversation passed between father and son, resulting
in a promise on the part of the latter that lie would propose
to bis cousin that evening A coid indifferent lover Master
Pierre most decidedly was, but the old man never noticed it,
and as for poor Thérèse, the blind god had tuer too entirely In
bis power for ber ever tW notice aught amiss in the behraviour
of Master Pierre.

II The American word ;I beeI" explains a coraie better tban
any English word.

1 Father," sh whispered that night to the old manI, yoit
will be doubly so to me now; ah i what care I shall tako of

you.?
" You could not do more than you bave, my child, yet still

i feel a happy man to-uight." Then, after a silence of a few C
moments, ho said in a half-playful tone, "Promise me,
Thérése, you will be sure to marry Pierre."

"fMais assurénent oui," she replied, rather sirprised at the

request.
l If you do not, my ghost will haunt you when I die." l'ho

words came slowly, distinctly, though even thon death stood
near, for within an hour good old Alphonse Leduc was seized
with paralysis, which ended in death within forty-eight houre.

The wedding, of course, was now put off, It being against
the rules of the church to marry ithin a year from the timo 
of a relative's deccase. Thérèse, therofore, lived on at the
farir, and Pierre deprted for the "tcove," where work could
always be had in abundance.

A vear went by, Pierre was expected home, and Thérèse
mas in high spirits, ber wedding dress ready, herfilla d'hoaneur
invited, ail prepared, and only awaiting the arrivai of the
bridegroom elect.

This took place before the days of steamers and railroads,
so that no melodious whistle frorm ,the iron horsO heralded the
wished-for arrival, but foot-sore aud weary the traveller gained
his home.

Thérèse rose a happy girl that day; she went to ber bed a
hieart-broken woman, for Pierre, lier Pierre whom she loveid so
long and so well, had asked her to release hini fro isil spro-
mise, and sihe bad done so, though she know it would break
lier heart.

" You will live with us, 'Thért'se," Pierre said, before startit
to claii the Marie who had stolen rway his heart, "' you twill
still be my sister, I have ailway loved your as one, and it wvoul
have pleased the father."

l The father ! pale turned the poor girl's cheek, as she re-
metrbered that fatther's uaIst worils-: 'lIf voir do not marry
Pierre my ghost shall haunt yoi," but she tried hard to bring
plain common sense to bear upon the subject and to feel trhat
one could not haiunt another mereiy Iecause thev willed it.

Anrother six months passed over, Pierre came bone, bring-
ing with him his wife, who was a kind, sprighîtly little wo-
rnu, and who felt she owed an eternal debt of gratitude to
Thérèse for resigning Pierre in ber favour ; but from that nigubt
when first the marriei lpair slept under the olt roof tree lIeganu
the martyrdom of poor Thérèse. No blue lights, no cIanking
chains, no horrible cries, disturbed the sliumbers of the bouse-1
hold, tbut every thing belonging to the poor girl was nigitly
displaced, insomuch that it would take hours to repair tie
mischief, whilst she woiid lie shivering in lier bed, and feel-
ing that old Alphonse Ledu had been permitted to ru-ke his;
promise good.

Vain were ail etTorts to stay this most implacableof ghosts;
nightly visits were paid, spite of bell, book and candle, and
each visit seemed to take more and more away from the life of
the innocent girl, till at length she was unable to leave lier
bed. Town relatives were apprised of the illuess, and, natural-
ly enouli, they disbelieved the cause.

" She walks in ber sleep," said one of the uncles, a smart,
energetic man, whomn a ghost would have liard work to un-
dertake.

" I will spend a night at the farm," he said, "and soon shouw
you how absurd your fears are."

True to his promise, the city merchant arrived at the farm,
and as Thérèse was rather better than usual that day, and
exerted herself so far as to rermain up for supper, he sipposedI
the clue tO the mystry wrould soon be solved.

Night drew on, Thbrèsne, tired out, withdrew t-o ber little
closet oT the kitchen, and the rest of the family sat talking
togethe±r.

" Wel, Pierre, ton ami," said the uncle, I tthink yorlr
ghost ill not visit vou to-night I have barred thu way,'î
pointing to the door of Thërèse's closet.

" It is too early yet," ansIwered the wife of Pierre ; " he
never comes till twelve'"

An incredulouîs laugh followed the re inark of the young wo-
man, and conversation took a genneral turn, titl in the midst
of a long tale which% was being told by a neighbour who hart
dropped in, a strange noise was eliard overhead.

" What is that ?" cried the uncle, startingfrom his seat.
"The ghost," was the solemn reply.

"Nonsense, it is Tiérèse herself who is walking In her
sleep," and crossing the kitchen, ie opened the door of his
niece's roon, fuliy exp"eting to find it empty, but ato is un-
bounded amazement the poor girl lay there wide awake and
treibling.

iAre you convinced now that it is a real ghost," asked
Pi' rr.-.

" I am convinced it is not Thérèse, as I suîpposed, yet still
I am equally convinced it is something human ;mwill you
corne with me till I search."

I Yer, though you will find nothing."
Taking thie light, the two men mountced the stairs lealing

to tue garret, which, as ail Canadians know, is in the country
a store-room for aitlwhich is not wanted in the living roons.
Half arn tour passed, during which thorounghr search was made
bUt nothling discovered, and they prepared to descend the
stairs.

Look round well, nncle," said Pierre, "note where those
things arc which belong to Thérèse, you wil ifid a charuge
among them by morninug."

George Leduc did not say " nonsenseI" this Lime, but lie
quietly did as his nephew desired. For an hour or more after
the party were once more seated In the kitchen the noise con-
tinued, after wich ainl was qutiet and they separatdu (The
old neighbour hald gone long ago>, though but littie sleep
visited the eyes of two P

Early next morning a rap at the uncle's door awakened him
and Pierre's voic:e said-

" I have to go to the garret this morning, and I thought
you might perhaps like to sec if there was anu change from
last night."

A few moment sufficed for toilet, and the tuncle and nephew
opened the door leading to the garret.

Il What us this?" exclaimed the elder man, as hestumbled
over sone dark object on the floor.

" Merely a piece of cloth woven by Thérèse," wan the reliy.
After ascending the stairs, a spinning wheel turned up side

down barred further progreas tili such tirne as it was removeci
thon, scattered over the floor, hunrg to the beans luact-
i herever was the most unlikely place, would be found the
belongings of Thérèse, and invarriably a something done to

then which, if it did not actriilly destroy, would alt least coù,
labour to right again.
Tho beautifully spun wool which iaid been carefully laid nawy

would be tangled, the cardid roleid lito ballis, the' sr p lin
done from the spinning-whci, or the shuttles rinrwounil or
reumovedl froi the loom1, indleedI notihilng belonlging to thîi iii-
fated girl was safe ;ond no matter how carefuilly ail might hi
stowed away in the niorning, twelve o'clock at niLht brougit
again the restiess spirit.

"VWhat do yon think now, uncle V said Pierre.
I cannot say, iit let us arrange ait arefully, aid perhaps

I may fin-1 out to-night."
But neither that night nor any other did George Ledue Soive

the muysterv, though lie tried hard to do si. The ghostly
visitIs contiin ued ai through the time he spent with Pierre
and seldom was the samle net repetatel twieu alike, and daily
Threèe faided before the eyes of throse who loved ber, for she
was indreed dear to the hearts of both PiOrre and his warn.
heurted little wNife,

Il Why is it that our Therése is tire oniy one troubled, anli
whrose spirit car ift ie ?" were questions daily asked, but none
couild answer, for the dving girl kept lier secret to the las-t.

Marie," sihe said onte day to lier cousin's wife, Il do yoi
love me wtell enough to keep ra secret, even from i'ierre, tilt
after muy death ?"

" Yes, chére Thirse, even froihii, thoiugh Gd knows i
love hirm dearl."

%Would youihave grieved miulcu har ypu becen separate-.1i
Urieved1 i ai, I should hiviwIe bîroîken rmy eiart."

A silence of iLIa' wrminutes, and theni, with mln a pause,
e tire story of Thérètses love for her coursini, lier uiromrise' to

ier adopteil fatherr, his last words, his death. and ier rela
of Pierre from his engagement.

Marie wvas de,'epy i v vel, ani tihroiwing hr irms aruil the
dying girl, as she sat prop urp by- p illow'r, sh' wept bitterl.

. Ah ! ma cre,r m chzr, shre nAis , I t hink of ailt yo
have sutered for us."

Nay, Marie, don't regret it, for Pierre loved vodi ady ;
and 1, ah !wll. I loved iimU to wel to ep himi from yo

SYII rire anngel, cried the iipii ve littl wurmin a fw
momnits after, a she liftcl a teart ined fa'e fron ir
cous n's shoulder, ant she ias right', or Thrse Ledu wa,
no longer niortal.

A few divs after Thrèse wras laid in th litt,'lechulrchyalr1,
whe're a siipliî white -rs marks the spot, iad tIver hi
hats ti qrietness of the inmt fs of l'err,'s home bn di-
turLediby thire appearan f a ghoIst.

S'ici is the tal a I tard it years agir. The' nIarrator irmilr
belie'ved it, and nid there were mny then living in the httle
village who could vouch for tie truth of it.

I iutt why," I aked, "did the giost trouble Thýréw; it
seems to ne that Pierr- <ugihit to have been the orne."

"Aih, madame, we nver attemptei to think why it w-
done: we ronly know it was so.' anrd the old ran tok; sv-nil
fierce whitTs from iis pipe.

1 Do vou thinrk," I asked, after a pause, that iierre lhad
any hand in it hiuself;i miglht lie not wisi to drive thim c(ouin
away, or even by hier death becomre pisîsor of the whli
farn."

I had barely asked thi lurstion when I terçcived I ha
done wrong, for the old anin ailnost glarcd rat ru as he au-
swered fiercely,

MoJfau non; wr r 'r Pierre loved her well, only rît
well enough for a wife ; and tei woild not let lier leave wn-l"
she wisied to; besidis tire farrm iras ail his own, for hris fttlher
died wittiorit a will.'

"I1 beg pardon," t said huubly, "I only witsh if posible t'
account for the appearance of Alphonse l;edue."

But there it is, mradam ;lie nvr appeare'd, no unei ,rr
sa him durring those ye-ars tuat he haiuted is nirce, v. only
hait her word for ir, that the rpirit wat; ier rrncle's, and yet
she never saw hitir thorgh sie twould deciarre that so so s
midnight came, lie would comle smin nights to sit b-ide i'r
bed, crying and wringing his handri- tiil iawn; th i nights
her elffects were left undisturbed, otherl he wouldJ pay ii
noisy visit to tie garret, leaving th traces of his virit bhirnd
hi, but nver was he seen."

low, theni," I askei, lid ihe kow it wasl her nnch ?
" She iet itf wira h,. vou see sie hadl loved hrimi tenly
The old tan answtr wras Mo fit ot feeling, and vet si nim-

ple and chiil-like in its perfecit belief, that I had iot tih
heart to say what i wished to; I' "hc was st'nsitive andi ir-
vous," so I co-nt-ented myself with a French .brug, learned
during muy three week4' st-aV, and a rather dri-eut " I catnnIt
uînderstandl it."

l'Nor can i1," anwered tir old man ; and was it rmagint
which brought no uy ear, fron far awray, a wailing ' Nor
can 1.

Moking Momiarî'.
Th're ruort elbratel tmi airu mioat'o in the arH

within tih Va rr tt'aiPalare. I ari osai k rmed r on-
bIt or opaqtr oorrdt ga'i oif n-r'ivartoisri ao g, t t
maid, t the almnostI ncredl. niiumbr ît r. dltd'rerent and d-
tin t s . Thte-,, are o aîrrigd' t îI-I form icur prft
In every rletil-.-In tiglit, had 'le, dli, nd ctiolir. Thie varm
pieces of coloureri an are pince- Iln a r-aran ed làrr ni i
tabie coverdt withI a sort of rnriz , ihre bring O>tti-n i
thouiand pi ercein one ptuire, and the srraco of this 1 ictre t'
thon -tnoothed and potse. Thie portrat of many ri thei0
pop"e hvo beon thus made at this manuretry.

Sone lmi-ortanît exaerim 4 to tlriewrvots t ir lverte
poiularly known i Il' bt tier.' iv i rr ntlty h dti r'In ' ttY
Dr. D)ecalIn cofParis.i HIe uani nitat whilte the copoith>nr.r r or f
theso beverages Isrr not unirrm. ilhey n raly coai n rithr r
vermou nt or a hte, in orm hi rir wth tih interior t'
of alcohot. Conciririg the erlrc of tih' eenrtial nil rf lltlh
on orgurnismr iihelilîl tun, quantIty for rmuolty a fuw ilr IIî o
It, dropped int a venel o water onIting. nshei destroy life
soonrer tharu prusic arri, e adiuces tire evire'nc of var.
and careful expierimnt to show that verrorh and abinr
proinepilopsy tin nIt mls, and helnves that eptlliirc t1 ti
many cus 'upervene fromn inxceusIve dlrinkin or hitters.
7'homeu Nvf ral Work.

mr. Toiis Na thas iet with narked sircces as a Iecturer.
un L otiNlttin,, whersr ie apiared a frw venIgting mince,
the people were deliglted withi hris spnaking as well "A IIs
sîketching. utlrithctire lecture lin freo n. ktceliidi in colour-
crayonsi upori a large screei hy htis ide. This ih did In a raitd
and, to the uavnrasuge itiserver, an .nomprehensible marnner. A
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