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NELLY.

la May, when meads were studded with fair
Bowers,
Qur baby came !
@od's gift, an angel sent to cheer the hours ;
Nelly her name.
Hearts throbbed to greet the little stravger’s
birth ;
All nature wore
A brighter aspect ; and seemed round our hearth
A riocher store.

Winter! his fingers held in icy grip
The wee white hand;
His cbilly breath passed o'er the rosy lip,
And the firm band
Tuat knlt three loving souls together snapped.
'Tis miue to teil
T..0 biow Death dealt when in his robe he
wrapped
Our darling Nell,

UNDER THE BAN.

I shut my eyes—am I dreaming? I open
" them again., Oh, no, it is a bright reality. The
close-cut grass ~tretching out from my window
down to the overgrown plantations is the same
ucross which my ancestors tripped in their high.
Leeled shoes before the red tide of the revolu-
tion swept them away. The old stone fountain,
with its broken Triton uud mouldering dolphin,
then threw its silver spray far into the sunny
air; now a few drops trickle among the mosses
that fringe 1ts edge,

llave you ever lived where there was not
romsething that reminded you of the dead?
This is the chair in which they were sitting
long years before I was Lorn., Yonder js the
ocouch where they werelylng when death opened
for them the door of life. Their eyes saw what
I am seelng; their curs heard the song of the
birds as I hear them now, Thé blue periwinkle
stars in the glass on my table—I gatbered them
this morning under the oaks in the plantation;
abd 80, hands thut have been dust for ages gath.
ered them ou suine sweet spring morning in
the past.

I am sitting in the little dark-panelled room
where, one sunny moraning, my grandmother
sat with her child in ber arms, when a courier
arrived, panting, breathless: ¢« The Queen s
guiliotined " There was no more hope; my
grandmother must fly. Clasping her babe to
her heart, she arose; horses were saddied; a
rapid flight to the coast; a tearful meeting with
ber husband, disgu.sed 48 & fisherman; trem-
bling haste; a crazy boat on a stormy sea; a
landing on the shore of Scotland—poor, friend-
less, with aching hearts, Such was the story I
bad often heard from my grandmother’s lipe,

L.eft an orphan in my babyhood, she was all
father, mother, all to me. Hour after hour 1
huave sat at her feet, listening to tales of « beau-
tiful France,” of the gay ocourt, the beautiful
Queen, the old chiateau where her happiest days
were spent. * You were not born there, pauvre
petite,” she would say, softly. ¢ Ah! that was
wrong; but you may die there—I think you
witl. You will be thankful for that, Mignon ?”
And her eyes would wander over the bleak
Sootch moor, seeing beyond them the blue sky
and flowery fields of her sunny France. Does
she know that her half-prophecy has been in
part fultilled ? Does she know that at last my
feet tread the grass-grown paths in the quaint
old garden ?—that for me the birds sing and the
trees fhake out thelr tender leaves? A new
generation of leavex, but still the same her eyes
saw and loved. There is little chunged. A
friend remembered us; the estates were saved,
and I inherited them. XNot much money; but
the grey walls, the trees, the fields are mine, I
look around; I say, “ My own.” Does she
know all this? I Lelieve she does. Her ploture
looks down upon me now, not as I remember
her, witheilvery hair shading her delicate high-
born fuce, but young, with laughing eyes and
ripe lips, just parted in & Joyous smile.

In the long salon beyond are rows of haughty
faces, blooming faces, stern, wicked, saintly
fces. One after another they lifted the burden
of life, bore it awhile, then laying it down crept
away lo the lung, dreainless sleep, away under
the stones in the little chapel. Now there is
only one weak woman's band to lift the bapner
of the name they bore so long and nobly.
siretch out your shadowy hands, that Its folds
trail not in the dust! Strengtheun me, shades of
the dead, that I bear it not unworthily !

The air is still with that stillness that speaks
of life, not death. Somewhere In the distunce
Jean is drawing water. The creaking of the
wheel becomes musionl through faintness. In
the farm-yard the busy hens are cackling, and
one loud-vosced cock Is crowing lustlly. Lisette
18 clattering about her Kitchen, singing a pluint.
ive Mutle song; the chorus reaches me—
« Marie ! Marie! je vous atme tovjours” 1 am
idly wondering who was Marie, and did the
singer love her always ?

Present!y Lisette's heels click along the hall,
+ Mademolselle’s keys,” she says, with a flagh
of her white teeth. Jean has found them among
the periwinkle xiars. I take them from her
hand. One, smaller than the rest, has slipped
off the ring. A litule leather Lox, clasped with
tron, stands before me on the window seat. A
few days before her death my grandmother
gave It into iny keeping. ¢ Take 1t, mon enfant,

1 eontalns the life wcorets vf many of your race.

There are stories, too, from other lips as they
were told to me. You may llke to read them.
You wiil keep 1t for my sake.! My life has
been n busy one, and I have never opened it.
Now, as [ fit the key Into the rusty lock and
raise the lid, a cloud of dust salutes me, and a
musty, mouldy smell. The papers are mildewed
with age, the characters almost illegible. One
is tied with a black ribbon; choosing this, I un.
roll the closely written sheets, One falls out; it

i8 in mv grandmother’s clear, irm hand. Ah!
how long ago was that written! The date 18
17—.

« A strange thing h+s ocourred. I was 11—

very ill—a year ago. Dear Henri begged the
Moorish physician (so he is called) to see me,
He came, tall and grave. I was frightened. He
is always among the poor; he will receive no.
thing from any one. Henrioffered him money;
he refused. I gave him my hand; he touched
tt with his lips. No one knows whence he
comes, or who he 1&. The poor bless his name.
He never smiles. I was sure he had some great
SOTTOW.

¢ One day a man came to me and handed me
& letter:

“«Iamill. WIill youocome?

« I went with Henri, The roomx was hung
with black. The pbysician was by a window,
looking out upon the court; it was tull of people
~poor and many weeping., He stretched out
bis hands and smiled. ¢ I have sent for you,
madame, Lo say ¢ farewell,” and to ask your
husband to procure passports for my servant—
he is to take me home.”

« « Not now,’ I cried, ¢ youare ill.

¢ ¢« No, not now,’ he said, ¢ to-morrow.’

« I had flowers for him—-roses, delicate fuch-
sias, and pure white lilies. He took them eag-
erly, inhaled their perfume, fondled them, and
told me the legends of their birth,

« «This is my flower,” he said, lifting a lly
from the rest. ¢It has returned to us.,’ He held
it close against his heart, saying, sofily, ¢1s it an
omen of good?” He sat musing & loug time,
gazing up at the blue sky.

¢ Au revoir,’ I sald, as I bent over him,
looked up, brightly:

s+« No; adieu.’

« At the door I turned again; he waved his
hand, then raised the lily to his lips and smiled.
In the morning hLis servant came and gave a
packet ; it contained the manuseript I enclose.
On the outside was written :

¢ ¢« This is the story of my life.
know it but you. Adieu.’

“ The man was weeplug.
died in the night.”

I unrolled the yellow sheets. There was no
heading to the story it contained. I looked at
the end; there was no name. It commenced
abruptly :

«]1 come of A doomed race. A curse hung
over me from my birth, In consequence of a
horrible crime commijtted by one of my. ances-
tors, the guod genlus of our race deserted us,
and a demon, fierce and cruel, shadowed us with
his black wings.

« The first-born child of every generation was
déomed, if & boy, to an early and vioclent death ;
ifa gir], to a life of misery. Generation after
generation the ourse had fallen. By water, by
fire, by the sword, the tirst-born son had perish-
od; and a mother wept bitter tears when a girl
was placed in her arms. There was & legend
that the curse would cease when one was found
bold enough to foil the demon; thep, and then
only, would the guardian of our race return.

« There 18 Joorish blood in our veins. In the
third generation our remote ancestry shows it-
self. Men ocall me the ¢ Moorlsh physician.’
True to my instincts, I have devoted myself to
the study of Eastern lore. The volume of the
heavens has long been open to my gaze. Earth's
deepest mysteries have yielded to my touch.
The volces of the deep breathe mighty secrets
to my ear, und in the war of the elements, the
flash of the lightning, the roar and thunder of
the waves, when man shrinks back appalled,
myYy spirit inds its wings.

« I was the second son, My brother wus as.
sassinated by an unseen hand.

« I returned to my home and plunged deeper
and deeper into the abstruse atudies I delighted
in. Why could they not sufice! Alas! Iloved,
Ab, fatal power! When we willed it our love
must be returned. As I knelt betore the altar
Ilooked upon the fair creature who had yielded
her pure heart to me, 48 the priest may loek on
the victitn at whose throat he holds the knife.
I was pressing the cup of anguish to those ruby
lips ; those sweet eyes would suon overtlow with
bitter tears, And yet, madmau as [ was, with
eaper hasty I clasped the fair bosom oloser to
my heart, knowing that wy fatal clasp mnust
blight its bloom torever.

s For one short year, earth’s fairest hues
sprend out before me; and then, in darkness
and in tempest, our child wus born. There were
vague mutterings in the airas I took my infant
daughter in my arms. Do you wonder that [
could not answer back her mother's happy
smile? My rose and its sweel bud grew day by
day in lovelluess. [ suffered tortures.  Oh, that
she might be taken before her gentle heurt
should bleed for the sutferings of her chlld!

# Yeurs passed. Sbhe began 1 fade—my
beautiful flower. I watohed ber anxiously.
‘the wind and the wave S8aw iy sorrow; they
reveal no secrets. Her saweet life ebbed so
slowly—would it Le too late? With a sigh of
thankfulness I closed her beautiful eyes.

« [ wandered from land to land, taking my
child with ine. I watched her every step. In
agony I walled the time when the doom of our
dark race should fall on her innocent heart, In
Mudrid w spunish unoblesen saw her, Her

He

No oune will

His master had

beauly charmed him. Rumors of my wealth
had reached his ears. Artfully, selfishly, he
wove his chain round her. How I hated him!
From the first I knew him. The woe wasever
worked by & human hand; and as I watched
the baleful light in hls bard eyes—the close
pressure of his thin, cruel iips—I gnashed my
teeth in impotent fury. My darling! can you '
uot see how that strong, flerce band will crush |
all the sweetness out of your fresh, young life? .
Andshe loved him. He would turn to me with |
a smile of scornful triumph when her Innocent
eyes told him this. Madly jealous, if she dis- '
please bim, he wculd cast a cold, hard look upon |
her, whispering harsh, cutting words of anger,
till she paled and trembled, lifting pleading eyes
to his. And I was powerless !

#I took her home. The Spaniard foliowed
us. Our German winter chilled him, but he
persevered. The spring came. Step by step he
was forcing me back. In vain I nightly lifted
despairing eyes to the proud stars ; they smiled
down coldly on me, but no voice came.

« Again I read the mouldering parchment
which recorded the dire curse, and the myste
rious words of prophecy regarding its fultilment,
By fasting and watching I strove to read their
meaning.

« «The red hand shall do, while the white
hand shall fall.” -

¢« ¢« The cypress-crowned cup shall confer im-
mortality.’

« Both of these images foreshadowed death.

« Then followed a legend:

« «A flower bloomed in the cleft of aiock.
The flerce waves saw it; they coveted its beauty,
but the rock laughed down ou them as they
surged and foamed at its feet. The tempest
awoke, the waves arose, they dashed theirspray
far up the face of the rock. Then the rock cried,
¢« O Azrael ! take thou the lower, for I can shelter
it no longer.”” Then Azrael heard, and stretch-
ing out his strong right hand he plucked the
flower and bore it to sunuy plains, where long
it bloomed in peuce and beanuty.’

« In the watches of the night the meaning
was made clear to me. I knelt and cried, ¢+ O
Azrael ! I give my flower unto thy keeping. See
that thou bear her tenderly to sunuy plains
where angel hands shall welcome her.” Then I
called my child. Bhe came and laid her sunny
head upon iy shoulder, I gave the cup of
death into her hand ; I watched her drink it. I
spoke playful words to her; I told her it wasthe
elixir of life, and she smiled as she tuok it from
my hand. I drew her to the cusement; she lay
in my arms, and I spoke to her of the thingsshe
ioved—of the flowers and stars, and of the hea-
venly plains where her mother wandered. She
listened dreamily. I forced my lips to smile as
she clasped her arms about my neck. Her
breath fluttered a littie, and her startied eyes
sought mine. I turned away. Suddenly she
sald, ¢« My father, there is some one standing in
the mananlight, halding out to me a fuir, white
lily.; Th=nI knew this gnardian of our race had
come for this, his child. I bowed my head.

« In the morning came the Spaniard. I bade
him follow me. We stood beside her. He wrung
his bandsand wept. I had folled the demen.

« Do you wonder that while others smile my
lips are grave? Do you marvelthat I keep vigil
by the couch of pain and sorrow ? I have no
remorse. 1did nowrong. Her pure, white soul
went up to God without one stain of earth to
mur its loveliness. But oh, my child, my child!
Faint voices call to me—a hand has beckoned
from the stars—iny time is short! My angel
ones, I come I”

I laid down the manuscript with a shudder.
Could this be? I looked around e fearfully.
There in her dress of green Gtod’s beautiful eaith
smiled up at the sky. The birds were singing
overhead ; in the Eitchen Jean and Lisette were
laughing; the bees humined in aud out of the
window. Life—busy, beautiful life—was all
around me. Tarning the key on the ghostly
story, I went out into the sunshine.

THE SMUGGLER MALGRE LUI.

There i8, perhaps, 0 more siogular anomaly
in the history of the human mind than the very
different light In which a fraud is viewed ac-
cording to the clrecumstances under which it is
praoctised. The singular revelations made to the
Chancellor of the Exchequer by a Inie deputa-
tion will probably be fresh in the remnembrance
of most of our readers. Even the learned gentle-
man himself could bardly maintain his profes.
sional gravity when informed of the ingenitous
contrivances adopted for defrauding the re-
venue. Advertisements tloating through the
air attached to balloons ; French gloves making
their way into the kingdowm in separatle detach.
meunts of right and left haids ; mutilnted clocks
traveling without their wlheels—such were some
of the divers modes by which the law was de.
clared to be evaded and the custom-house offi-
cers batlled. We ure by no means disposed
elther w think or speak with levity of this sys-
tem of things. However much a man may
succeed in reconciling any fraud to his vwi con.
science, or however leniently it may be viewed
by his fellowmen, it will yet assuredly help to
degrade his moral nature, and Its repetition will
slowly, but surely, deaden the slient monitor
within his breast. All we affirm is the well.
! known fuot that laws are in most cuses ineffec.
i tive exoept in so far as they harmonize with

the lunate moral convictions of mankind; and
that many a man who would not for worlds
cheat his next-door neighbor of a peunny, will :
own without a blush, and perhaps eveu with & |

pm——

smile of triumph, that he has cheated the g0V~
ernment of thousands ! It is not often, however
that 5o daring and successful a stroke of thi®
nature s effected as that which we find rela

" of a celebrated 8wias jeweler, who actually 509

ceeded in making the French director-gene
of the customs act the part of a smuggler!
Geneva, a8 must be well-known to all
readers, supplies half Europe with her watcheé
and her Jewelry. Three thousand workmen
kept in continual employment by her m

i goldsmiths; while seventy-five thousand oun

of gold and fifty thousand marks of silver 88°
nually change their form and multiply LB
value beneath their skillful hands. The mo®
fashionable jeweler’s shop in Geneva is unqués”
tionably that of Besutte; his trinkets are tho:"
which beyond all others excite the louging
the Parisian ladies. A high duty is char$
upon these in crossing the French frontier ; bo%
in consideration of & brokerage of five per 0B*
M. Beautte undertakes to forward them safoly
to their destination through ocontraband cW;
nel; and the bargain between the buyer 3%
seller is concluded with this condition as ope I
appended and avowed a8 If there were ho “w,
personages as custom-house officers in W
world.

All tbis went on smoothly for some Yoo
with M, Beautte; but at length it so haPPenod
that M. le Comte de Saint-Cricg, a genuemﬁ
of much ability and vigilance, was appol?
director-general of the customs. He heaf‘”‘_’
much of the skill evinced by M. Beautte in €
ding the vigilance of his agents, that he resol’%/
personally to investigate the matter and pPr°
for himself the truth of the reports. He c"'?:-if
quently repaired to Geneva, presented him
at M. Beautte’s shop, and purchased 30,000 frs?
worth of jewelry, on the express condition b8
they should be transmitted to him free of 4U4
on his return to Parls. M. Beautte accepted "::o
proposed oondition with the air of 4 man ¥
was perfectly accustomed to arrangemenw
this description. He, however, present oo
signature to M. de Saint-Cricq a private d
by which the purchaser pledged himself 10 P‘“{
the customary 5 per cent. smuggling dués 5
addition to the 30,000 franes’' purchase-108

M. de Saint-Cricq smiled, and taking tbe Pt:’
from the Jeweler’s hand, affixed to the deef! o0
following signature—« T.. de Saint-Cricg, DiF on
tor-General of the Customs in France.” He "hno
handed the dociment back to M. Beautter ¥ 4/
merely glanced at the signature, and repli®
with a courteous bow, « Monsieur le D% .5
des Douanes, I shall take care that the &fti0’
which you have done me the honor of purc
ing shall be handed to you in Paris directly
ter your arrival.” M. de Saint-Cricq, piau®d of
the man’s cool daring and apparent de! ‘:iw.
his author:ty and professional skill, immed: of
ly ordered post-horses, and without the d“‘:‘yﬂl
a single hour set out with all speed o2 L
to Paris. . . i - Gene”

On reaching the frontier, the Directof” who
ral made himself known to the employ e
came forward to examine his carriage-é“‘obad
ed the chief officer of the incident whicB 7,
just occurred, and begged of him to keep UP the
strictest surveillance along the whole of )
frontier line, as he felt 1t to be & matter of
utmost importance to place some check Y o
the wholesale kystern of fraud which ge-
some yeurs past been practised upon tbhe
nu: by the Geneva jewelers. He also proms ne
A gratuity of ifty lonis-d'or to whichever & yg
employés should be so fortunate as to seiz® ¢be
prohibited jewels—a promise which ba¢ (4o
effect of keeping every officer on the 1in® v
awake during the three succeeding days.  ed

In the meanwhile M. de Saint-Cricq reazmr
Paris, alighted at his own residence, 80 d
having embraced his wife and childreds ired
passed a few moments in thelr societys F¢" ng
to his dressing-room, for the purpose of l‘:{ipl
aside his t'aveling costume, The first tered
which arrested bis attention when he €8V g
the apartment was a very elegant.lookiné
ket, which stood upon the mantel-piec®
which he did not remember to have ever
seen, He approached to examine it; it "s‘ﬂoa.
dressed in full to M. le Comte de Saint,fw‘;y
Director-General of Customs.” He accol g6
ovened 1t without hesitation, and his &
and dismay may be conceived when, 2 “ipe
mining the contents, he recognized at O“W
beautiful trinkets he had so recently puré
in Geueva! nonl

The oconut rung for his valet and inqﬂ""d up®®
him whether he could throw any light
this mysterious occurrence. The valet log‘“,
surprised, and replied, that on opening bi8 "2
ter’s portmanleau, the casket in questio? 1
one of the first articles which presented | porel?
his sight, and Uts elegant form and el3 pab i
workmanship having led him to suppose ¥ g1
contained articles of value, he had caref“lwwn"
it aside upon the mantel-piece. The cousls ored
had full confidence in his valet, and felt "‘:‘wfv
that he was in no way concerned in me;&“""
derived but little satisfaction from this 877, gs-
which only served to throw u fresh veil dsol”a
tery over the transaction; and it was on 0%
time afterward, and afier long investE® o
that he succeeded In discovering the X
of the case, .

Beautte the joweler had a secret und‘”w] o
ing with one of the servants of the oao"‘
which the Comte de Saint-Cricq lodged ¥ pos
eva, Tbis man, 1aking advantage of ¢ e, 0
ried preparations for the count’s departt o0 of
trived to slip the casket unperceived N0 h“:
his portmanteaus, and the ingenious JeWeiy or¥

in
U]

| thus succeeded In makiuzs the Director”

of Customs one of the most sucoeysful S5

in the kingdom! \



