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THE COAL-IMP.

I was sitting one night by my lire-
'Twas a fire of Westmoreland coal

Witu a mixture of coke, which I recommend
As a comfort for body and soul.

My chamber was cosey and warm;
The curtains were elosed ail around;

And the snow at the windows rattled away
Wltb a soft aud tiukliug sound.

As I sat in my easy chair,
1 thiuk it bàd gaita be late;

And over the top of my book 1 saw
A face in the glowing grate.

An ugly old face, too, it was-
With wings and a tail-I declare;

And the rest was ashes. sud smoke and flame,
And ended-I don't know where.

Sa odd were the features, I said
"I must put you on paper, my friend;"

Aud I took my peu and jotted im down-
Face, wimgs, and wriggling end.

A queer old codger he seemed,
As vaguely he stared and shone;

But I fixed bimtlu outlue as wel as I could,Aud sdded a toucb of my awn.

He flapped his wings in the grate,
And struggled and puffed to be free,And scawled with his blaziug carbuncle eyes,As if be appealed ta me.

Then I said-but perhaps I dreamed-
Old fellow-how came you there ?"I'i not an aid fellow"-tbe face repiied,

" But a prisoned Imp 0ofthe air.

lu the shape of combustion and gas
My wings I begin ta Sud ount;

So I flap at the bars and grow red in the face,
And am ugly enough, no doubt.

I am made for a much better lot;
But I cannot escape, as you see;

Blistered and burnt, and crammed in a grate,-
What could you expect of me i

I once was a spirit of air.
A delicate fairy page

Long, long ago--in fac before
The carboniferous age.

"For centuries I was kept
Imprisoned in coal-beds fast,
When you kindled your fire this evening, you ses,

1 tbought I was free at last.

But it seems I am stil to wait;
No waonder l'n cross as a bear.

Make faces uan utter my wigs of fame,Aud strugoele ta reach ihe air.'

"My ruby-faced friend," I said,
"If you really wish to be free,.

PerbapsaI can give you a lift or two,
It is easy enough We'll see."

Then, taking the poker, I punched
A hole in the half-burnt mass-

When the fire leaped up, and the Imp flew off
Iu a lsngb of flamiug gas.

St. Nicholas for Feb.
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A TAL E OF THE BUSH.

FOUNDED ON FACT.

Greta and I were very young when we made
up our minds to unite our destinies. Not that
it mattered much, for we had known each other
long enough, being brought up together as
brother and sister might have been.

Not on the same equality, however ; for she
was the only child of a well-to-do farmer, while
I was an orphan, rescued froni destitution, andexpected to give my willing services in return
for the food and clothing I received.

I cannot recall the precise date when I first
realized my love for my pretty Greta. I suppose
the feeling stole insensibly upon me, as is usualin such cases. I do know, however, that Ishould never have had courage to avow mysentiments to my master's daughter, but for anuntoward event, which left her without another
friend in the world.

Her mother had been dead some years, andshe had long acted as her father's housekeepr-
and a neater, trimmer, prettier little boyitwould have been impossible to find in all thecountry ; at least, I thought so, and a goodmany others besides, for Greta had plenty ofbeaux-some with money, too, though she nevergave encouragement to any of them, so far as Icould see, and love made my eyes and ears
pretty sliarp.

One night, about this period, her father was
returuing late from market, on horseback, toopalpably in a state which testified that he hadencountered many friends, and had been unusu-ally solicitous respecting their health. Whethertuis was tie sole occasion of lis mishap we neyer
knew for he wasbrousi ome crushed insen-
sible, sud dying, havimg been thrown fromi lis
horse, sustaining severe injuries. Ho died,having recovered consciousness but for a fewmoments--not sufficient tinme ta mke narrangements for the future of hima weepin
orphan.

After the funeral, an unprincipled brother of
lis, stepmped in sud claimed everything, showing
piapers ta support his claim, which baffled eventhec astute lawyer I had engaged ta defend
Greta's interests. It was then I offered my orfriendless girl the support of my strong armesr
sud the sympathy of my true heart. To my
delight, and niay say my surprise, they werewillingly, Day, lovingly, accepted. It was then
she miade the confession, very sweet ta my ears,that lier affection was as lonîg cherished as my Iown ; but, wvoman-like, slie hiad awaited tIc iavertures I had been too miodest ta muake.

Tlier-e w'as no need ta stand au mour-ning
etiquette where the girl needed a protector, and iin less thani a mionthi we were married, sud look- c

ing to our future from a new standpoint. I had
some savings-very little-and some thingswhich had belonged to Greta's mother, realized
a little more. This small capital we desired to
invest to the best advantage. Greta whispered:

It would pay our passage to Canada."
Hint quickly acted upon-and another week

found us bowling over the blue Atlantic, as full
of wonder and delight as two children, and as
careleas ofhthe future as though our pockets had
been weigied down with gold.

Well, we landed at Point Levi, and I had justthree and sixpence in my pocket, while Greta
had her clothes, and a few trinkets rcmaiuing
froniber days of affluence. Some few of these
were disposed of, and a little more money real-
ized, sud tIen we struck off boldly for theEldorado we firmly expected to find.

We had heard of the land where bread was ta
be had for the growing, and meat for te h unt-
ing; whose woods were stocked with game, and
whseorivers teemed with fist; and what better
spot could be found, 1 questioned, for a yauthof my capabilities, sud a waînan of my wifcs
many estimable qualities?

On we jagged, aur rasy Englisi faces, sudstrange manners, eliciting wondering remarks
fron the kindly habitantsh, whosc ospitality we
frequently claimed.

And nobly was it dispenscd, these simple
people setting before us the best of everything
they possessed, sad making mycg of us, as if we
had came to enich theru, iiistead of decreasing
their oftimes scanty store.

At length we reached settlements where aur
own tangue was spoken ; and at one of the farm
houses where we sought a night's shelter, the
owner offered me work. I accepted it, acting
under Greta's advice, wio had begun ta weary
of lier jaurncy, sud who tiauglit it was time wesettled te samething, ahthough I wauld wiingly
have kept on for another month.

The farmer's wife employed Greta's skill with
the needle, while I was initiated into my duties,
which I found very different to what I had been
accustomed to in highly cultivated England.
But the experience did me good, and soon I was
quite an adept at felling trees, driving oxen,
making fences, boiling maple sugar, and other
pursuits peculiar to Canada.

After a few months, however, Greta and I
began to think of getting, by sonie means, into
a little house of our own ; but, how todo this,was the question. We were unable to buy afarm, even if there had been any to sell, which
there was not.

We took counsel of our host, our employer,
rather, who delivered himself of this oracular
observation :

"You might squat."
Seeing that his advice was lost upon miy igno-

rance, lie condescended to explain that 'back '
ten miles, there was a block of land, the owner
of which, if there was an owner, which, in itself,
was questionable, lived at such a distance that it
was morally impossible I should ever be dis-
turbed.

Should I settle upon it ? Acting upon this
hint, I left Greta w ere she was, and set off to
build me a home.

I found a "human habitation" within half a tImile of my future residence, the occupants of cwere likewise squatters ; but there was loom
enough for all, they assured nie, and kindly lent
me all the aid in their power. J

My late employer had presented me with an
axe, the first necessity of a settler, and with thisand the proffered aid of three or four stout c
fellows, I went to work. u

First, we selected several straight young ispruces, and while some of our number were ]trimming the branches, others were clearing off
the underwood, to leave a clear space for the p
house, or shanty, for it was little else. This nconcluded, we laid the spruce logs in a square, n
and saddling the corners, soon had an edifice of le
the required height. This was topped by some
rude beams and rafters, the whole roofed in with p
squares of bark, to provide which, some giant v
spruces and henlocks in the vicinity had to speel off their jacket literally. A rude, rude
dwelling, even when completed, but still thec
dearest spot on earth, for was it not home 1. tiToo much could not be said of the kinducas of
our widely scattered neighbors, who trieda ota
supply, as far as tîeir means lay, the articles we in
needed, whicl, in that backward eettlentent, cmwere only to be procured with difficultyeven, n
though you had money. Soe gave us thei niown labor ; some, the use of their lioes, or w]
oxen ; some lent such articles f fumniture as ar
tey coul spareh. My nit e in tuce s d

work out when I could spare tinte. It iswased- w]
less ta say that Bose so bec.m aur cnefd ni

caiot sdwsgrety pcte y Greta, whom tao
sulapperedove love dearly ; but tien, whio foi

Soon we had another pet, in the shap f anI
lusty young Canadian, who made th e gona l
aid woods resound with lis healthy c'es Witom he

at die uy dhl, my cow, a yoke of hardy inteers, su a few acres of clearing, I felt as inde-
pndesuId trapy asra prinee Indeed, pr

a e next yea r wc had adde t anyurme re.at
ings four fine sheep, sud Greta was ur'n taol owonders in tic wool busiesfor theom tî cai lai
coaeesud muslins of lier outntess, thmrl cah- les
lated to stand tic wear sud teare oor bus cie ocl

Lndsi wa bginning ta estimate the worth of mu
aohdhome-made gown.

morning, ta tic routine afour daily lifet fond Po;
îur best ewe miissintg. A tliorough searchi~ so,

instituted, but without success ; but my nearest

neighbor, of whomn I made enquiries, opined
that a bear was at the bottom of the mischief.
This view of the matter was confirmed, when on
searching the probable route pursued by the
captor, we found tufts of wool sticking on the
undergrowth, and spots of blood here and there,
where the bear had apparently rested his burden.
No search availed to find the carcase-the
hungry brute had taken care of that ; for,emboldenedby hunger lie must have been, to
venture so near our dwelling, and to carry off a
full-grown sheep.

This having been the first loss of the kind
we had sustained, we were inuch distressed, and
Greta became quite nervous. Partly to allayler fears, and partly from a love of adventure, Iborrowed a gun, and safe in the knowledge of
its possession, watched our sheep pen for several
nights, hoping to get a pop at the predatorymonster, and wipe out old scores with him. I
also procured a good dog, but he was carefully
kept within doors on these occasions, lest his
barking should frighten off my hoped-for target.Mr. Bruin, however, was not entirely ignorant

of these measures, or else had business elsewhere,for le failed to put in an appearance; and other
matters soon drove this one from my mind. I
trusted a good deal to my dog, and for a time all
went smoothly as before.

One day, it became necessary to take a grist
to the mill, which was distant about seven
miles. 1 set off at sunrise, hoping to get my
grain ground, and to return before night ; so I
yoked up ny lively steers (I had not arisen to
the dignity of a horse,) and set off, taking care,
as 1 thought, to leave the dog as a guard for
Greta and the baby, and not until I had arrived

at my destination did I discover that the wily
littie wretch liad skulked behiind me ahl theway, not daring to show himself while there was
any risk of being sent back. As I felt ashamed
to vent my anger on the attached brute, whonow came fawning up to me, I consoled myself
with the thought that I should be home before

Greta could begin to feel alarmed, for I knew
bears seldom venture out by daylight.

The day passed slowly and wearily on, andinever did poor prisoner receive his freedom with
more joy, than I felt as I turned the hornyheads of my cattle in the direction of home,
longing for the sight of my darling's bright face,
and the soft clinging arms of my little Willie. tI was much later than I had hoped or intended
to be, and my utmost endeavors did not suffice
to hasten our advance, for oxen are proverbially
slow, and seldom quicken the weary jo& whichis their delight. One by one the stars dropped
into the sky, and the woods around scintillated cpwith fireflies. The distant barking of dogs calone broke the stillness, but evoked no answerî
from Ponmpey, who now contentedly toddled at
my heels.

As I passed on, amid the wild, and often
picturesque scenes with which I had now become tfamiliar, I fell into a reverie, and thought carried .me back to sunny old England, and the early tdays when I was a poor laboring orphan, and amy Greta the petted darling of lier home; and awondered if God would bless my endeavors, so bhat in this new world I could restore to myherished wife the comforts she had once v
njoyed. Whilst thinking thus I got over my ,ourney, and was quite unknowingly entering Tny own clearing, when a loud growl from theclog awoke my attention, and caused me to dis- c
over where I was. The fireflies flashed contin-
ously, but that pale, steady light, just ahead,knew to proceed from the windows of my lowlyome. Just then, the dog, with a loud yelp,
prang past me, nearly upsetting me, and disap-eared into the darkness in front.
I was now quite close to the bouse. The

ight was very dark, but not so much but that
could perceive a dark form running, or rather,
eaping away from the door of my cottage, hotly wursued by the dog. A turn in its career re-
ealed its broadside, and I knew that theanguinary robber of my sheep pen was before we. I cheered on the dog, which, however, a 1ould do nothing save give chase-while, as to
.y getting a shot, that was now out of the ques- won. "
Hastening to the door I shouted for admit- FI

*nce. The door was opened by Greta, candlea and, and pale as a ecrpse. 1 had o sooner RE
ossed the threshhold than she fell insensible in ryy armis. Laying her upon a rough couch of re
y own manufacture, I hastily relit the candle,hich had fallen from her hand, and looked va
round me in surprise. ln the cradle lay our atohteen months boy, wide awake,an stayri

ith all the mighit of a pair of very blue eyes,
hile, hiuddled in one corner were our three re- frjaining sheep, standing with tlieir noses thrust bo
gether, as if for mutual protéction ad dm
rt. The door, I now perceived, ha been gre
arly carried.off its leather linges, which were Pu~
most worn in two, while the staples which Né
id it were stramned considerably. A hale, largeu
ougli to admit a small pig, had been grubbed ne
the soft earth beneath the sili. ne
I liad no time to ask myself what ail this ing
eant, for my fainting wife absorbed ail my fif
tention.
It was not till Greta liad passed through a bul
ng and severe illness, and another little Greta Mo
d1 usurped Willie's place in the cradie, that I %''arned the full particulars of all that had the
curred that niglit, although I had guessed ]ici. 

pe
[t appears she liad watched in vain for my uime coming, at the expected time, and missing pait

in fact, than the ocasion wrrantd As tli iv

darkess came on apace, and the distant, buteasiiy recognizable howl of a bear broke the

painful stilness, her fears reached their climax.

As regarded i er own safety, she had much faith

in the efficiency of er bazing stove, well know-

ing that sucf animals are usually afraid of fire.

But what of the sheep? In imagination, she

already saw the largest and finest of lier remain-
ing wooly treasures triumplantly carried off by
the relentless foe. 1-ere a happy thouglit, born
of the extreity of despair struck ier mmd.

With a glance assuring herself that our boy
lay peacefully sleeping in his cradle, she went
out and drove the docile sheep indoors, and firm-
ly, as she thought, barricaded the door; then not
a little proud of lier achievement, sat down to
await my return. Presently, what was lier ins-
tinctive horror to hear hoarse, stealthy breath-
ing without the door, which soon after received a
push that might have been delivered by theshoulder of an ox.

Again that horrid breathing, so close at hand,chilled poor Greta to the heart, palpitating
wildly, as low suspended growls broke on lier
ear. She knew then that fear was not likely todeter the terrible beast from seeking the prey liekeenly scented under lier roof. He nust have
been horribly pressed by hunger, or perhaps, forwho shall limit the instinct of these creatures,
he knew that he had only a defenceless woman
between him and a rich repast. After a few mi-
nutes, what was my poor girl's horror, to hear him
commencing to root beneath the door, and after
another interval his hog-like snout protruded be-
neath the frail barrier, which actually shook with
his tremnendous efforts.

With no definite idea of what she was going todo wlth it, Greta had held the poker in her
hand till now. At this juncture, scarcely know-
'ing what she did, aIe thrust it into the blazinglogs, in the stove, and withdrawing it red hot,made a desperate lunge with it at Bruin's nose.

A howl of pain, and it might be defiance, show-
ed that her effort, though directed at randon, hadbeen successful.

Again, and again, the action was repeated, but
only seened to madden, instead of intimidatingthe brute, who must soon have effected an en-
trance, but for my timely arrival as before des-
cribed, when the revulsion of feeling caused the
overwrought girl to faint in my arms.

After lier recovery, Greta declared we must re-

move to a more settled district, as she repelled
e thought of continuing in our present lonelyhabitation.
The way to this was opened sooner than we ex-

ected.
A neighbour kindly lent me a Quebec news

aper, in which lie observed, by a singular coin-
idence, an advertisenent setting forth that "if
argaret Hilder, wife of William Fowler, were

iving, she would hear of something to her ad-
antage, by communicating with Messrs Quill P.
Holdfast, of Chancery Lane, London."

1eed.I say that no time was lost in acquiringhis desirable information, which was to the effect
hat my wife's uncle, Benjamin Hilder, was dead,nd in dying had confessed the wretched forgery,nd deception of which lie had been guilty, andad restored her rightful inheritance to his niece,esides willing lier his own property, in the fer-
or of his death bed repentance ? With ampleneans at command, I purchased a well stocked
irm in a thickly settled part of the Eastern
'ownships, close to a thriving village soon to be-
ome a town, where Greta runs no risk of a repe-tion of her dreadful experience.

MARY J. WIsE.

MUSICAL AND DRAMATIC.

THE London Hornet believes that Mlle. Titiensiil find her chief triumph in New York.
MR. H. H. WooD, the actor who played the
ergyran, Julian Gray, in " The New Magdalen,"
Uen itl wasirst brought out, is to abandon the stage for

Jnitarianupit.
JENNIE LEE, the apple blossom of an actress,
,o bas so many admirers, piayed Polly Eccles inCaste "for ber benefli, ai the California There, Sanancisco, recently.

Mr. and Mrs. Seguin have withdrawn from the
ellogg troupe. Mrs. Seguin's roles have been sharedMiss Beaumont, and Miss Randall sang "Siebelcently, in Philadelphia.

NEvER, according to a London critic, have theried abilities of the Vokes Family bean displayed to

ater dvauage han Inthe pantomime of " Aladin'
; he Drury Lane Theatre.

MME NILssoN is established in elegant apart-nts in the Boulevard Malesherbes, Paris, and her
eruda sdwadmrers keep it converted into a perfect

t erNod, aVIOLIN, fea ''Stradivarius " of tlie
rchased by the eminen violînisi, Madame Nrman.rud, fromi Mr. David Laurie, of Glasgow, for lthe

£5o0.
A MUsIcAL journal of Milan gives a list of tlie
w operas brought ont lu Italy, duriug 1874. Thenber is thirty-five, being an increase an the preced-
year, wee ip wuaenly twenty-four, whilst in 1872,

AT the Italiens Theatre Bellini's "Sonat
a " has been produced for the dé~but of Maame
rin, a lady in good society lu Paris, as Amuina. a1mcr
roeses ""was, however, sa great that she could

re was a perceptible iprovmecodprfrtc

le. Broisot, a young Parisianactress, is very
lt a n, tr ed ta at tb p artef an heiress who is

nting the corners of er mouth so asto e har o

el ne strret rrhom necs


