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THE LAWYER'S FIRST CLIENT.

BY PERCY B. 8§T. JOHN.

In the year 1782 there came from Paris a
lawyer to establish himself in Arras, his native
town. He was young, full of scholastic lear-~
ning, but fuller s:ill of Rousseau, whom he
worshipped, and Voltaire, whom he detested.
Very young, having, in fact, but little passed
the age of boybood, he assumed a very hum-~
ble appearance. Too poor toaflord a servant,
he took a young and aitached sister, an or-
vhan like himself, to reside with him as house-
keeper; and this done, while waiting for busi-
ness, he deviaad himself to study and compo-
sition, Smaliand even awkward was the lit-
tle room which served as the student’s cell,
until it should bacome the advecate’s chambers;
bot scrupulous was its neatness, as if to vie
with that of the person of its owner, whose
black shoes, shining silver buckles, unspotted
white stockings, and ruffled shirt, showed one
full of precision and method.

Early vne morning he sat in his stadio, an
open book in bis band, but not reading. He
was dreaming, ag those dream who, withoat
being  exactly mbitious, foresce the future
greatness of their part in the world’s history.
He was a small pale yeung man, of a bilious
complexion, with spectacles shading bis eyes,

and with a nervous twitching in his face und |

hands that seemed to denote a spirit restless
and uneasy within. Near nim sat his sister,
who having put away the breakfust things, and
placed a plate ol oranges on the table, had ta-
ken in hand some domestic work svited to her
ageand taste. The young man was at his third
orange, a fruit which was constantly devoured,
when there was heard a stamping of feet on
the landing without, followed by a ring of the
bell.

The young woman hastened to open.

There stood on the threshold a little old man
who, though poor in dress, and hungry and
wenry in look, wore the costume of a marquis.
There were the laced roffles and red heels, the
awerd, and every other necessary accessory,
even to the look of self-sufficiency and impor-
tance, which Moliere’s satire had not eradica-
ted. He seemed to hesitate, though the door

being righ:t.

¢ Knter,” said the voung lawyer, rising and
laying down both his book and his visions: ¢ 1
am very nappy to see¢ you Monsieur le Mar-
quis.’

¢ More than any of your profession hae said
for a long time,” replied the little nobleman,
bowing himself into a chair, and layiag his old
hat upon the ground; * for [ am poor, a bore,
and have rich and great men for my enamies.’

¢ Ah? said the young lawyer, with one of |

bia nervous twitches, ¢ and they like not to see
you?’ 2

¢ Certainly not,” he continued, shaking his
head, ¢ for though my cause be rich I am
poor.’

* You come to offer it to me,” said the young
man drily. G

¢ It’s not worth your acceptance, my dear
young sir,” said the other with a dolefal wix-
ture of bops and dign'ty.

¢ You are, Monsieur le Marquis, my first
client,” continued the lawyer. ¢ | know rot
what your case may bej but you vow, with the
frankness of a man, that you are poor, and’- -
here the speaker frowned und pressed his
teeth together-~* tiat you have nch and
great men for your enewies. 1 am your ad-
vocate.’

¢ My dear sir’—said the marquis, :

¢ Excuse me,” interrupted the yosng man,
who had been eyeing his client through his
spectaclas. ¢ But you have no doubt a long
story to tell.  You would not wish to deprive
ma of my breakfast?’

¢ Not «t ali," said thae other roefolly.

¢ Bat, Monsieurle Marquis, if 1 might pre-
sume to request you to }(m_’p me compiny, we
ean thus talk more freely. Sister let us have
breakfast? 4

‘The Marquis made a frigid excure, to which
no attention was paid, the sister smiled, and
felt sha could have kissed her brother, and
thea ran out to prepare the young lawyer’s se-
cond repnst,

* You have, [ ser, 2 wri'ten statement,” said
the juvenilt man of law, as the old nobleman
opened a roll which he held in his hand.

¢ Yes, a foll history. It izlong, voung man,
but so has been my existence, of which this is
the history;’ and speaking thus, he adjusted his
spectacles, and began te read. At the first
word the man of law started, £ir the name re-
vealed a case which had heen before the Cour
d’Artois eight vears, but which, from the pow-
erful position of the defandants, had never cone
te a final hearing, Lawyer after lawyer had
heen bought off. until the whol2 bar of the elat
was hribed against the poor old man. Hiscase
however, was very simple.

Twenty years before, he had married his
enlv daughter and chi'd into a high and noble
family. The morerichly to endow her, he had
eiven as her marriaze ;:-;rti.m every acre of pro-
perty he had in the worla, hoases, castles, &e.
When the contract was drawn up, his homme
afiance insertad a clause by which the
whole returned to hin in case of his danghter’s
death hef re his; and bv which tree use of he
For twelve

who'e was given him during life,
years all wens \\“‘l“, um'i then the one link of
peace was broken, for his daughter died. Her
husband and husband 8 family at once resisted

.

the retarn of 1he property, and went to law with
their aged relative, who, after eight years of
weary and tedious existence, had resolved oa
tryir.g the talents and generous enthusiasm of a
mere boy, for his avocat was scarcely three-
and twenty.

Though he knew the case well, the young
man listened—it was ever his wont—without
interroption, except to place breakfast before
his cliant; but his mind was not always on the
word he heard. His spirit overleap2d the pre-
sent. He was at length a man; for one his
seniot 1n years leant upon him for advice and
support, ami his race of life had begun. But
vainly that strange boing sought to raise further
the thick veil  beyond:” he saw nothing but
void and night, filled, it is true, with sceanes,
actions, and moving creatures, but shupeless,
meaningless, and without form.

¢ There is a case!” said the marquis m con-
clusion, looking hopefuliy at his legal adviser. -

¢ There is!” eaclaimed the young lawyer,
starting;  and I will this day and night write
a memoire, which to-morrow shall be printed,
and in a few days all France shall ring with
your wrongs.

The little marquis rose and seized the ether’s
hand, for these few words showed his adviser
to be in earnest. The man who was capable
of printing such an aitack on a rich and pow-
erful family was not 1o be suspacted of retreat-
ing. Afier a few hurried words of thanks, he
took his hat to go leaving the manuscript on
the table.

¢ I will not stay, young mar,’ he said, with
a voice thick with emotion, ¢ for 1 shall hinder
you from stadying the matter. When wmay 1
retorn?’

< Stay,” said the other musing. ¢ By six
this afternoon I will have halfdone: I will then
pause to dine. If Monsieur le Marquis will
honour me, we can thenread it over together.’

The noble client of the young man looked
bard in the other’s face, as if to read some
meaning ia thisinvitation; but his advocat was
poring ever the huge statement which he had
given him, and he could detect nothing but le-
gal acumen in the expression of his fuce.

¢ 1 will dine with you, he said,” and then
he thought to himself, ¢ I will repay him when
Tgain my cause, if | can repay such servi-
ees.?

And with a ceremonious and courtly bow the
marquis went ont.

¢ A client at last,” excloimed the young

g 2 | man, with a smile which was almost savage;
was opon, as if he waited to be quite sure of | -1

W hat subjects for in-
against opression,

“and a grand case too.
vective against justice,
agaiust tyranny.’

¢ But Francois,” said his sister with a smile,
‘what am [ to get for dinner?’

¢ Nothing more than wsual, except in quanti-
ty; and vow my dear girl leave rie to my Ja-
bours.”

¢ With pleasare Francois. But though I
could kiss you for your noble conduct to that
worthy old man, do look out fra little busi-
ness too that will pay.’

‘Pay.” said the young man, in a voice which
was slightly shrille- than usual, becaunse it was
raised ; ¢ never, sister. I know not why, butl
do believe all my clients will be poor.’

And siezing pen and ink, he began to write
with that energy and perseverance which wers
ever the characteristics of the manjnor dia he
cease vntil a ring at the door announced the
return of his client, whose delight at the pro-
gress madn was sincere and energetic. 'I'te
sister, without delay or ceremony, at once ser-
ved dinner, and down they sat to refresh ex-
hausted nuture. ‘T'be old nobleman, long mu-
red to disappuintmert, and towhom » gleam of
sunshine was like the opening of a life-dunge-
on, was little bopeful, and even desponding;
but the earnest discourse of his advocat some-
what aroused bim, and ere dinner was couclu-
ded, and when a quiet bottie of wine bad
warmed the cld man, he began to sce a path
leadiug out of the desert, in which for eight
long years he had wandered.

« Monsieur le Marquis,’ said the young man
st length, ¢ Uwil now read my wmewmoire.’

T'he client bowed his head to listen, with ears
more charmed than those of lovers waiting the
first fond nvowal of returned affection. The
lawyer read. His prodaction, though sligutly
tinged with coliegiate pedamry, “with that
balf learned Greek and Lutin lore that made
bastard Roman of the French of the |ast centu-
ry, was vigorous, and,abave ;\ll,uuducinus; and

! saven yzurs before the Revolution, he made

use of many of those arguments which after-
wards brought it aboat.  "T'herivn and power-
ful family which heid the property was most
unsparingly handled: no epithet which indigna-
. st BEEY
tion and g:nerous hate of wrong could invent
was spured.

* And you will printand sign yoar name t3
this?” said the client with a doubtful shake of
his head.

¢ Why not,” replied the other drily.

I'hen my ease is won, for it will reach the
throne,  As for you, young man, [ need not
promise yYou wiy sepport when reinstated: yuou
will not requira it

Not quite thiree months after thiv intorview

o . . - B
the Marquis de Lioncourt L:w\vnuprm took pos-
session of the whole of his property

2 »
pressors was disgraced at court, and the
young lawyer fo:nd busiress erowd upon him
qufhie ¥ 5 " 73 &
suffy |:=_.|Kly rapid to warraut the pn)uh.,-u_y of his
hrst chient, 3

More thin eleven years had passed
far different scene presented igself, ;

at the same time tae head

tke op-

and
Puris was

and the highest tribunal of jastice, |
.'n.'i_ executive. Withou:, “umpe‘w;m n arng
against lh».a Ravolution, which nmd»-.\su nerhu-
man exertions to cefend itself’ Its i“lv,; or-
duined thai every French citizen wug'pernln~

azislative,

l

|

~quarters of an army |

nently in requisition for the army, and that an i"l‘hmxgh carriages were generally abokished a8
§ signs of aristocracy, yet a vehicle stood at the

extraordinary quantity of arms should be made,
The young men were sent to the army, the
married men were employed in transporting
and preparing materials of war, women made
clothes, and attended to the hospitals, children
made lint, the old men roused others to enthu-
siasin by harangues in the public places. Pa-
laces were turned into barracks, and churches
into warehouses. All horses were placed at the
disposal of government, and in fact every mea-
sure taken by the terrible committee which go-
verned France, to repel the invader. To pun-
ish the treacherous, the inimical, the indifle-
rent, the suspected ; the fearful guillotine was at
work'day and night, while a mass of prisons
were filled by those denounced by the venge-
ance of the laws.

It was early morning at the Luxembourg—
one of the many prisons of the gloomy Reign of
Terror—that era when, for causes oot te be in-
quired into here, the air was thick with blood,
when the atmosphere seemed crimson, and
when grass grew in all the rich quarters.of the
city. The mass of prisoners—aristocrats, Fe-
deraliste, Girondists, Brissotins, Fayettistes,
and others, congregated together in their palace
made prison-—were dispersed io knots, conver-
sing or reading the public prints. In one cor-
ner were a batch about to appear before the re-
volutimmr_v tribunal, in whose pale faces there
could be traced a ray of satisfaction at the pros-
pect of being removed by death from wearisome
corfinement; others, whose fute was less near,
spoke carelessly of the events of the day, eriti-
cised the leading men of the hour, or expressed
their hope of the triumph of this or that party
—cautiously, because no one krew but that his
neighbour was a spy pleced in the prison by
Herbert or Marat 1o seek the discovery of plots.

Apart from the rest was a group of touching
Interest.

On a rude bench, in a dark and gloomy cor-
ner, sat an old man, very old und very feeble.
He was seventy, and his spure gray hairs see-
med to remove all idea of his having been cu-
pable of conspiring aganst the Republic. And
yet he was a secret agent of the exiled Bour-
bons, and had been caught in the act of organ-
izing a rising against the Convention. In those
days, when death was the penalty of fulling for
those in power, there could be no shadow of
hope for this old man.  He was guilly of con-
spiring agamnst the government, and bad he
succeeded in his end, would have led all who
then ruled to thescaffold. He complained not,
for as he would feebly say, ¢ Itwere they or
I: had 1 gained, they had fallen.  Viciory is
with them, they are right to use it.’

While none hoped, all pitied and sorrowed
for that grey headed old man, but none more
seriously and more effectually than the young
and lovely widow of a general afficer, who nad
been convicted of secreting a treasonable cor—
respondence.  No sooner did she see how
weak and exhausted the aged prisoner was,
than forgetting herself, she piously devoted her
whole thocghts to one who rewminded her of
happy hours, ot solt and gentle memories, ot
the delightful and sunny period of existunce,
when she knew no other care than to sce to a
beloved and invalid parent’s wants,  She
brought to him his food, assisted him in his
walks about the Common Hall, read to him
from the terrible chronicles of the day, and
more than all besides, talked to bim of a dear
and only child long lost to him, but whose face
was ever fresh before hiw, as whenin baby
prattle i ezlled him futher,

‘Butl will be your child,’ she would eay.
‘Onze out of this gloomy prison, we will fly
to the country; titl war ceases to desolate the
land, and infuriate and demoralise the people,

'

we will liva in secret retirerwent:nnd think you |

that you have refound your daughter—in me,
my good, guod fither,”

‘Amelie,’
never leave this place but to ride in the fatal
charrelte. 1 am n comspirator against the Re-
public—its encmy, Iam in its power: I must
die.’

b No, no,’ cried Amelie, on the day in ques-
tion, with a shudder, which plainly told how
litle confidence she had in her own words:
‘ never will they slay you.’

i Child, child! the en who govern France
sit on the summit of a dreadfn] voleano: whoe-
ver seeks to hurl them down and fails, must
perish. I am a dead man, * You child,” he
added, fondly gazing on her lovely fuce, ¢ you
way—nay, will escupe,’ b

‘I have no wrace of hope,’ said she mourn-
fully.

* ‘The Citoyan Liancourt,’ thundered a hoarse
yoiee,

I'he pair raised their heads, and saw six
men, whoss huge cutlasses, vast tri-coloured
cockades, loose coats, coarse hats and shoes,
with shining muskets, showed them to be some
of the national guard, Near them stood the
Jailor,

¢ Here,” replied the old man, rising and nd-

i vancing, leaning on the arm of his fuir and

trembling aid,

* Prepare for a removal, Citoyen,” said the
chief of the band, roughly, but not brutally,

¢ Withoot my child?’ exclnimed the old 1;1.1n,
clinging to his supporter, and calling her by
the name sne had adopted, ;

S Faithof a repablican,’ said the chief, ob.
gerving his feeble aspect; * the Citoyen Repre
sentant’—here ho glinced uta paper—-* guid
nothing of #_duaghter; bat thatean be eusily
corrected,  En roote.’ -

The old man pressed fondly on the nem of

i Amelie, who, 100 accastomed to the ra pid and

dramatic course of ovents in those days, fult
no surprise at ber sudden departure:
though she teft behind “er worldly wml,(h in
a small box of clothes, made no ohscrva'lmn

and !

Joor—one of those used by the leading men
the Connmitteee of Public Safety to retors
home in after lute debates at the Convention—
and into this the old man and his devoted
child of adoption entered. The sans colutt®
guard wounted their horses, and the corleg®
moved slowly tewards the Seine.

‘1 hope we are not to be taken to the hor-
rid Conciergeri?” said Amelie shuddering.

* Heaven only knows!” said the old man: ‘let
us be thankful we are not separatea.’

With these words all conversation ceas
both gazing out curiously at the streets of Paris,
to which they had been muny mnionths stran-

y

gers. Presently they started, for they were
crossing the  bridge which led to the
Place de la Revolution, and a sud-

den turn of the carriage made both close thei
eyes. The guillotine en permanence bad
struck them to stone. Next minuvte they were
sabbing on each other’s bosom. Escaping thus
the of knets idlers, and the degrading speclncl'
of the ferocious women called the* furies of the
guillotine,” who lurked round in waiting forf
prey to torture and insult, they roused them-
selves, when having crossed the Rue de la
Republigne (now Rue Rovale,) they hulted
before a house ef mean appearance 1. the Ru®
Si. Honore

Both gazed curiously at what they expected
to be their new prison; but ére they could €3~
amine much, two or three fanatical and som~
bre-looking men had rushed forward and open”
ed the carrizge door. The chief of the sanf
culotiesmade a sign to then to descend, which
Amelie did with alacrity to assis: the old man-
This done, they passed through a carpenter’®
yard, where lny huge piles of timber, ente:

a little court, und then ascending a stair, wa#
ushered into a large apartment. It was a bed-
room end study both. On the bed lay paperss
maps, open hooks; on the table a huge mas
of ugly scrawled manuscript, and of English
newspapers, which the ecccupant of the reom
was eagerly devouring, while every new an

then he muttered 1o himsell imputiently, * Pithy
allways Pit, and George, and me—'my ar-
mies, my troops, my resources! Miserable I
bellers—humpo!”

The man raised his head, and the lawyer
and bis first client were once more in pré
sence,

¢ Citoyen Robespierre!* cried the old man.

* Citoyon Liuncourt!?” replied the Dictator
of Fiance with a smile—¢ sit down, What
sayest thou to breakfusting with me !S‘i'{
My sister will serve us as uspul.’

The old man sank into a chair overwhel®”
ed with emotion. ;

¢ Citoyen,” said Robespierre after cansiff
Amelie to be seated, * | have, not, thou see’s
forgotten my first client, and my last; for
was la -t night thy adveeste for two hours
fore the committee. St. Just saia thon wast®
traitor; nd so thou art: but surely I mav
once olfend my colleagne by suving even
guilty against his country.’

¢ Agunst the Republic,” stammered the o
man scarcely recovered from his surprise. '

¢ Which 1e thy country and mine just no¥s
eaid the deputy of Arras, dryly. Bet let ¥
not dispate, We differ in opinion;thoa ser¥
one master, [ another; both hard to serve, 8%
thankless; but in serving thine thou hast forfe’
ted thy life!”

¢ Which you are about to save?’

¢ 1 am, my old,my first client,” said Ro.b"’
pierro sadly. *‘T'hat was a huppy day, et
Liancourt—a happy day; 1 hud not then
fate of thirty miilions of men on my Iw’d'i:gd
ull Europe leagued agninst me.  Ah, my ff o
little dost thou know the thankless office {
many envy me. 1 neither rest nor sleep”

! am no more myself—1 am weary,’ and he s/

would the old man reply,” we shall |
. volution one can but advance—or die.”

ped as usual some coinomile tea: ¢ but jnlt”
¢ You are fur from that citoyen,’ pat i w
ou ¢ E al citoyen,” pu
still wondering marquis,
‘1 know not. "The fearful torrent 10
apace, and must be stopped.’ E
¢ Men say not wrougly, then ’ eried the "’hy
alist, ¢ when they think you wish to sta)
fearful tide?’ (ot
“ 7o will and to do is different,’ said the P
¢ Just now it is in my 9¢

fig O

tering Dictator, v
me!
to save thee: no man knows how soon f"f

be the weaker of the two, Let us talk ©
salety and of that of thy friend,”
Robespierre then explained that he hd P

$ . S 10
vided a passport for the CitoyenSeipio ! 'nnﬂ
en mission for the frontier, to which he ho

{ added, without asking a single q\le'"opl'w.!

nume of his d=ughter, This, signed a8 * shlo
by himself, with a few assignats, woo d
the old man, he said, 10 g\]n the boraer
there end hie days in peace. W we
¢ And now my good old fni-end,ﬁnrvel ot
are embarked on different rosds, 1 W ot
for the old, T fur the new. Thorny .I.l be
path, and difficalt, and severely sha o
judged; but,” und ho took the kand “!’ v winh
wan, * let me have tne satisfaction of "dc,.,n
that amongst those who do not whelly o
me is me first client,” 2l f
fMy saviour and that of my C"’m'o mf
ed the aged royalist fervently, * fest %y
blame. 1 will do you justice at lﬂl!"f; A
not for me to judge your acts and um“l "
¢ And now my friends, once morss '"':’ ons
There wait without ambassadore, ""PUFd et
tke whole cro\ ¢

c

pro on9u's, suppiianls,

wait on power, and | must meet them o he
shall never weet sgain, Think uf"."" (
fow hours I have to live, not too il 'k
And Robespierre, after pwumz"'e ,|lb;
both, led them to a side door, where " .
ful sister awnied them with brenlfast: -vll‘

meal, gratefully accepied and despit
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