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PREFACE.

E

IT has been somewhere said by John-
son, that, merely to invent a new story, is
no small effort of the human understand-
ing. How much more difficult it is to
construct stories suited to the early years
of youth, and, at the same time, conform-
able to the complicate relations of me-
dern society—fictions, that shall display
examples of virtue, without initiating the
young reader into the ways of vice—and
narratives, written in a style level to his
capacity, without tedious detail, or vulgar
idiom! The author, sensible of these
difficulties, solicits indulgence for such
errours as have escaped her vigilance.

In a former work, the author has
. endeavoured to add something to the in-
creasing stock of innocent amysement
and early instruction, which the laudable

exertions of some excellent modern wri-
;b



i PREFACE.

ters provide for the rising generation: and,
in the present, an attempt is made to
provide for young people, of a more
advanced age, a few Tales, that shall
neither dissipate the attention, nor inflame
the imagination.

In a work upon education, which the
public has heen pleased to notice, we
have endeavoured to show, that, under
proper management, amusement and in-
struction may accompany each other
through many paths of literature ; whilst
" at the same time, we have disclaimed and
reprehended all attempts to teach in play.
" Steady, untired attention is what alone
produces excellence.  Sir Isaac Newton,
with as much truth as modesty, attributed
to this faculty those discoveries in science,
which brought the heavens within the
grasp of man, and weighed the earth in a
balance. To enure the mind to athletic
vigour is one of the chief objects of good
education; and we have found, as far as
our limited experience has extended, that
short and active exertions, interspersed
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with frequent, agreeable relaxation, form
the mind to strength and endurance, better
than long continued, feeble study.

Hippocrates, in describing the robust
temperament, tells us that the athlete
prepare themselves for the gymnasium by
strong exertion, which they continued till
they felt fatigue; they then reposed till
they felt returning strength and aptitude
for labour : and thus, by alternate exercise
and indulgence, their limbs acquire the
firmest tone of health and vigour. We
have found, that those, who have tasted,
with the keenest relish, the bheauties of
Berquin, Day, or Barbauld, pursue a de-
monstration of Euclid, or a logical deduc-
tion, with as much eagerness, and with
more rational curiosity, than is usually
shown by students, who are nourished with
the hardest fare, and chained to unceasing
labour.

« Forester” is the picture of an eccentric
character—a young man who scorns the
common forms and dependencies of civi-
lized society; and who, full of visionary
' ‘b2
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schemes of benevolence and happiness,
might, by improper management, or un-
lucky circumstances, have become a fanatic
and a criminal.

The scene of “The Knapsack” is laid
in Sweden, to produce variety; and to
show that the rich and poor, the young
and old, in all countries, are mutually ser-
viceable to each other; and to pourtray
some of those virtues, which are peculiarly
amiable in the character of a soldier.

“ Angelina” is a female Forester. The

_nonsense of sentimentality is here aimed

at with the shafts of ridicule, instead of
being combated by serious argument. With
the romantic eccentricities of Angelina are
contrasted faults of a more common and
despicable sort. Miss Burrage is the pic-
ture of a young lady, who meanly flatters
-persons of rank; and who, after she has
.smuggled herself into good company, is
ashamed to acknowledge her former friends,
to whom she-was bound by the strongest
ties of gratitude.

« The Bad Governess” is a sketch of
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the necessary consequences of imprudently
trusting the happiness of a daughter to
the care of those, who can teach nothing
but accomplishments.

% The Prussian Vase” is a lesson
against. imprudence, and exercise of judg-
ment, and an eulogium upon our inesti-
mable trial by jury. This tale is designed
principally for young gentlemen, who are
intended for the bar. ,

“ The Good Governess ” is a lesson to -
teach the art of giving lessons.

In “The Good Aunt,” the advantages,
which a judicious early education confers
upon those, who are intended for public
seminaries, are pointed out. It is a
common errour to suppose, that, let a
boy be what he may, when sent to Eton,
Westminster, Harrow, or any great
school, he will be moulded into proper
form by the fortuitous pressure of num-
bers; that emulation will necessarily
excite, example lead, and opposition polish
him. But these are vain hopes : the solid
advantages, which may be attained in






"FORESTER,.

——

FORESTER was the son of an English
gentleman, who had paid some attention
to his education, but who had some sin-
gularities of opinion, which probably in-
fluenced him in his conduct toward his
children. '
Young Forester was frank, brave, and
generous ; but he had been taught to dislike
politeness so much, that the common forms
of society appeared to him either odious or
ridiculous; his sincerity was seldom re-
strained by any attention to the feelings of
others. His love of independence was car-
ried to such an extreme, that he was in-
~ clined to prefer the life of Robinson Crusoe
in his desert island to that of any individual
in cultivated society. His attention had
. been early fixed upon the follies and vices -
of the higher classes of people; and his
contempt - for selfish indolence was so
strongly associated with the name of gen- .
tleman, that he was disposed to choose his
friends and companions from amongst his
inferiors: the inequality between the rich
VOL. I. B



2 FORESTER.

and the poor shocked him: his temper
was enthusiastic as well as benevolent ; and
he ardently wished to be a man, and to be
at liberty to act for himself, that he might
reform society, or at least his own neigh-
bourhood. When he was about nineteen
years old, his father died, and young Fo-
rester was sent to Edinburgh, to Dr. Camp-
bell, the gentleman whom his father had
appointed his guardian. In the choice of
his mode of travelling his disposition “ap-
peared. The stage-coach and a carrier
set out nearly at the same time from Pen-
rith. Forester, proud of Dbringing his
principles immediately into action, put
himself under the protection of the carrier,
and congratulated himself upon his freedom
from prejudice. He arrived at Edinburgh in -
all the glory of independence, and he desired
the carrier to set him down at Dr. Camp-
bell’s door.

« The doctor's not at home,” said the
footman, who opened the door.

«“ He is at home,” exclaimed Forester,
with indignation ; “ I see him at the win-
dow.”

« My master is just going to dinmer, and
can’t see any body now,” said the footman;
“but if you will call again at six o’clock,
may be he may see you, my good lad.”

« My name is Forester—let me in,” said
Fox'ester, pushing forwards.
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¢« Forester ! — Mr. Forester!” said the
footman ; “ the young gentleman that was
expected in the coach to-day ?”

Without deigning to give the footman
any explanation, Forester took his own
portmanteau from the carrier; and Dr.
Campbell came down' stairs just when the
- footman was officiously - struggling with
the young gentleman for his burthen. Dr.
Campbell received his pupil very kindly ;
but Forester would not be prevailed upon
to rub his shoes sufficiently upon the mat
at the bottom of the stairs, or to change
his disordered dress before he made his
appearance in the drawing-room. He en-
tered with dirty shoes, a threadbare coat,
and hair that looked as if it never had been
combed; and he was much surprised by
the effect which his singular appearance
produced upon the risible muscles of some
of the company.

«“ ] have done nothing to be ashamed
of,” said he to himself; but, notwithstand-
ing all his efforts to be and to appear at
ease, he was constrained and abashed. A
young laird, Mr. Archibald Mackenzie,
seemed to enjoy his confusion with malig-
nant, half-suppressed merriment, in which
Dr. Campbell's son was too good-natured,
and too well-bred to participate. Henry
Campbell was three or four years older
than Forester, and though he looked like

B2



4 - FORESTER. o
a gentieman, Forester could net help being
pleased with the manier in which he drew
him into conversation. The secret magic
of politeness relieved him insensibly from
the torment of false shame. _

“It is a pity this lad was bred up a
gentleman,” said Forester to himself, ¢ for
he seems to have some semse and good-
ness.” : :

Dinner was announced, and Foréster
was provoked at being interrupted in an:
argument concerning carts and coaches,
which he had begun with Henry Camp-
bell. Not that Forester was averse to
eating, for he was at this instant raven-
ously hungry; but eating in company he
always found equally repugnant to his
habits and his principles. A table covered
with a clean table cloth; dishes in nice
order; plates, knives, and forks, laid at
regular distances, appeared te our young
Diogenes absurd superfluities, and he was
ready to exclaim, “ How many things I do
not want !” Sitting down to dinner, eat-
ing, drinking, and behaving like other
people, appeared to him difficult and dis-
agreeable ceremonies. He did not perceive,
that custom had rendered all these things
perfectly easy to every one else in com-
pany ; and as soon as he had devoured his
food his own way, he moralized in silence
upon the good sense of Sancho Panza, who
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g:femd. eahnﬁ an egg behind the door to
feasting in public; and he recollected his
favourite traveller Le Vaillant’s*®* enthusi-
astic acepunt of his charming Hottentot

dinners, and of the disgust that he after-
~ wards felt, on the comparison of European
etiquette and African simplicity.

“ Thank God the ceremony of dinner is
over!” said Forester to Henry Campbell, -
8s soon as they rose from table.

All these things, which seem mere matter
of course in society, appeared to Forester
strange ceremanies. In the evening, there .
were cards for those who liked cards, and
there was conversation for those wha liked
epnyersation, Forester liked neither; he
preferred playing with a cat; and he sat
-all night apart from the company in a cor-
‘ner of a sofa. He took it for granted, that
the conversation could not be worth his
attention, because he heard lady Catherine
Mackenzie’s voice amongst others; he
had conceived a dislike, or rather a con-
tempt for this lady, because she showed
much of the pride of birth and,rank ip
her manners. Henry Campbell did not
think it necessary to punmish himself for
her ladyship’s faults, by withdrawing from
entertajning conversation: he knew that .
his father had the art of managing the

* Le Vajllaat's Travels into Afvica, vol. i. p. 114.
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frivolous subjects started in general com-
pany, so as to make them lead to amuse-
ment and instruction; and this Forester
would probably have discovered this even-
ing, had he not followed his own thoughts
instead of listening to the observations of
others. Lady Catherine, it is true, began
with a silly history of her hereditary an-
tipathy for pickled cucumbers; and she
was rather tiresome in tracing the genea-
logy of this antipathy through several
generations of her ancestry; but Dr.
Campbell said, “ that he had heard, from
an ingenious gentleman of her ladyship’s
family, that her ladyship’s grandfather,
and several of his friends, nearly lost their
lives by pickled cucumbers;” and thence
the doctor took occasion to relate several
curious circumstances concerning the effects
of different poisons.

Dr. Campbell, who plainly saw both the
defects and the excellent qualities of his
young ward, hoped that, by playful rail-
lery, and by well-timed reasoning, he
might mix a sufficient portion of good
sense with Forester’s enthusiasm; might
‘induce him gradually to sympathlze in the
pleasures of cultivated society, and might
convince him, that virtue is not confined
to any particular class of men; that edu-
cation, in the enlarged sense of the word,
creates the difference between individuals
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more. than riches or poverty. Dr. Camp-
bell foresaw, that Forester would form a
friendship with his son, and that this at-
tachment would cure him of his prejudices
against gentlemen, and would prevent him
from indulging his taste for vulgar com-
pany. Henry Campbell had more useful
energy, though less apparent enthusiasm
than his new companion: he was always
employed ; he was really independent, be-
cause he had learned how to support him-
self either by the labours of his head or of
his hands; but his independence did not
render him unsociable; he was always
ready to sympathize with the pleasures of
his friends, and therefore he was beloved :
following his father’s example, he did all
the good in his power to those who were
in distress; but he did not imagine that
he could reform every abuse in society, or
that he could instantly new-model the
universe. Forester became, in a few days,
fond of conversing, or rather of holding
long arguments with Henry; but his dis-
like to the young laird, Archibald Mac-
kenzie, hourly increased. Archibald and
his mother, lady Catherine Mackenzie,
were relations of Mrs. Campbell’s, and
they were now upon a visit at her house.
Lady Catherine, a shrewd woman, fond of
precedence, and fully sensible of the im-
portance that wealth can bestow, had se-
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dulously inculcated into the mind of her
son all the maxims of wordly wisdom,
which she had collected in her intercourse
with society ; she had inspired him with
family pride, but at the same time had
taught him to pay obsequious court to his
superiors in rank or fortune: the art of
rising in the world she knew did not en-,
tirely depend upon virtue or ability ; she
. was consequently more solicitous about
her son’s manners than his morals, and
was more anxipus that he should form
high connexians, than that he should ap-
ply to the severe studies of a ip’lrofe,ssicm.
Archibald was nearly what might he ex-
pected from his education, alternately
supple to his superiors, and insolent to
his *inferiors; to insinuate himself intp
the favour of young men of rank and for-
tune, he affected to admire extravagance;
but his secret maxims of parsimony ope-
rated even in the midst of dissipation.
Meanness and pride usually go together.
It is not to be supposed, that young Fo-
rester had such quick penetration, that he
could discover the whole of the artful
Archibald’s character in the course of a
few days’ acquaintance, byt he disliked
him for good reasons, because he was a
laird, because he had laughed at his first
entrée, and because he was learning to
dance.




THE SKELETON.

ABOUT a week after our hero’s arrival at
Dr. Camphell’s, the doctor was exhibiting
some chemical experiments, with which
Henry heped that his yoyng friend would
be entertained; byt Forester had scarcely
been five minutes in the laboratory, before
Mackenzie, who was lounging about the
room, speeringly took notice of a large
hole in his shoe. It js easily mended,”
said the independent youth; and he im-
mediately left the laboratary, and went to
a cobbler’s, who hved in a narrow lane, at

_the pack of Dr. Campbell’s house. Fo-
rester had, from his hed-chamber window,
seen this cqbbler at work early every
morning ; he admired his industry, and
longed to be acquainted with him. The
gond- hamoured familiarity of Forester’s
manner pleased the cobbler, who was like-
wise diverted by the eagemness of the
young gentleman to mend his ewn shoe.
After spending some hours at the cobbler’s
stpll, the shoe was actually mended, and
Farester thought, that his morning’s work
was worthy. of adpiratien. In a court
(or, as such places are called in Edin-
burgh a close) near the cobbler’s, he saw

BS
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some boys playing at ball: he joined them;
and, whilst -they were playing, a dancing-
master, with his hair powdered, and who
seemed afraid of spattering his clean
stockings, passed through the court, and
interrupted - the ball-players for a few
'seconds. The boys, as soon as the man
was out of hearing, declared that he passed
-through their court regularly twice. a-day,
and that he always kicked their marbles

out of the ring. Without staying to weigh
~ this evidence scrupulously, Forester ve-
ceived it with avidity, and believed all that
had heen asserted was true, because the
accused was a dancing-master: from his
education he had conceived an antipathy
to dancing-masters, especially to such as
wore silk stockings, and had their heads
well powdered. Easily fired at the idea of
any injustice, and eager to redress the
grievances of the poor, Forester immedi-
ately concerted with these boys a scheme to
deliver them fram what he called the inso-
lence of the dancing-master, and promised
that he would compel him to go round by
another street.

In his zeal for the liberty of his new com-
panions, our hero did not consider, that he
was infringing upon the liberties of a man,
who had never done him any injury, and
over whom he had uno right to exercise any
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Upon his return to Dr. Camphell’s,
Forester heard the sound of a violing;
and he found that his ememy, M. Pas-
grave, the dancing-master, was attending
Archibald Mackenzie: he learnt, that he
was engaged to give another lesson the
next evening; and the plans of the con-
federates in the ball-alley were arrcuged
accordingly. In Dr. Campbell’s rcom
Forester remembered to have seen a ske-
leton in a glass case; he seized upon it,
carried it down to his companions, and
placed it in a niche in a wall, on the land-
ing place of a flight of stone stairs down
which the dancing-master was obliged to
go. A butcher’s son (one of Forester’s
new companions) he instructed to stand
at a certain hour behind the skeleton,
with two rushlights, which he was to hold
up to the eye holes in the skull.

The dancing-master’s steps were heard
approaching. at the expected hour; and the
boys stood in ambush to enjoy the diver-
sion of the sight. It was a dark night;
the fiery eyes of the skeleton glared sud-
denly upon the dancing-master, who was
so terrified at the spectacle, and in such
haste to escape, that his foot slipped, and
he fell down the stone steps: his ancle
was sprained by the fall, and he was
braught back to. Dr.. Camphell’s... Forester
was shocked at this tragical end.of. his
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intended comedy. The poor man was lald
upon a bed, and he writhed with pain.
Forester, with vehement expressions of
concern, explained to Dr. Campbell the
cause of this accident, and he was much
touched by the dancing-master’s good na-
ture, who, between every twinge of pain,
assured him that he should scon be well,
and endeavoured to avert Dr. Campbell’s
. displeasure.  Forester sat beside the bed,
reproaching himself bitterly ; and he was
zet more sensible of his folly, when he
eard, that the boys, whose part he had
hastily taken, had frequently amused them-
selves with playing mischievous tricks
" ypon this inoffensive man, who declared,
that he had never purposely kicked their
marbles out of the ring, but had always
implored them to make way for him with
all the civility in his power.

Forester resolved, that, before he ever
again attempted to do justice, he would,
at least, hear hoth sides of the question.

THE ALARM.

ForesTER would willingly have sat up
all night with M. Pasgrave, the danmng‘-
master, to foment his ancle from time to
time, and, if possible, to assuage the pain:
but the man would not suffer him to sit up,
and about twelve o'clock he retired to rest.
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He had scarcely fallen asleep, when his
door opened, and Archibald Mackenzie
roused him, by demanding, in a peremp-
tory tone, how he could sleep when the
whole family were frightened out of their
wits by his pranks?

« Is the dancing-master worse >—What's
the matter ?” exclaimed Forester, in great
terrour.

Archibald replied, that he was not talk-
ing or thinking about the dancing-master,
and desired Forester to make haste and
dress himself, and that he would then soon
hear what is the matter.

Forester dressed himself as fast as he
could, and followed Archibald through a
long passage, which led to a back staircase.
“ Do you hear the noise ?” said Archibald.

“ Not I,” said Forester.

“ Well, you'll hear it plain enough pre-
sently,” said Archibald:  follow me down
stairs.”

He followed, and was surprised, when
he got into the hall, to find all the family
assembled. Lady Catherine had been
awakened by a noise, whlch she at first
{magined to be the screaming of an infant.
Her bedchamber was on the ground floor,
and adjoining to Dr. Campbell’s laboratory,
from which the naise seemed to proceed.
* She wakened Mrs. Campbell and.her son
Archibald ; and, when she xecoveled her
senses a httle, she “listened to Dr. C3 gmg,

L = w ". var o rremm -»V v @ G ~~‘
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bell, who assured her, that what her lady-
ship thought was the screaming of an in-
fant was the noise of a cat: the screams
of this cat made indeed a terrible nroise ;
and, when the light approached the door
of the laboratory, the animal flew at the
door with so much fury, that nobody could
venture to open it. Every body looked at
Forester, as if they suspected, that he had
confined the cat, or that he was in some
way or other the cause of the disturbance.
The cat, who, from his having constantly
fed and played with him, had grown ex-
tremely fond of him, used to follow him
often from room to room; and he now
recollected, that it followed him the pre-
ceding evening into the laboratory, when
he went to replace the skeleton. He had
not observed whether it came out of the
room again, nor could he now conceive the
cause of it’s yelling in this horrible manner.
The animal seemed to be mad with pain.
Dr. Campbell asked his son, whether all
the presses were locked. Henry said he
was sure, that they were all locked. It was
his business to lock them every evening;
and he was so exact, that nobody doubted
his accuracy.

- Archibald Mackenzie, who all this time
knew, or at least suspected the truth, held
bimself in cuoning silence, . The preced-

ing eveping, he,: for want- ofsametbing to

ummmmmﬂ
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with the pure curiosity of idleness, peeped
into the presses, and took the stoppers
out of several of the bottles. Dr. Camp.
bell happened to come in, and carelessly
asked him if he had been looking in the
presses; to which question Archibald,
though with scarcely any motive for tell-
ing a falsehood, immediately replied in the
negative. As the doctor turned his head,
Archibald put aside a bottle, which he had
Jjust before taken out of the press; and,
fearing that the noise of replacing the glass
stopper would betray him, he slipped it
into his waistcoat pocket. How much
useless cunning! All this transaction was
now fully present to Archibald’s memory;
and he was well convinced that Henry had
not seen the bottle when he afterwards
went to lock the presses; that the cat had
thrown it down; and that this was the
cause of all the yelling that disturbed the
house. Archibald, however, kept his lips
fast closed; he had told one falsehood ; he
dreaded to have it discovered; and he
hoped the blame of the whole affair would
rest upon Forester. At length the ani-
mal flew with diminished fury at the door;
it’s screams became feebler and feebler, till,
at last, they totally ceased. There was
silence: Dr. Campbell opened the door:
the cat was seen . stretched . upon: the
ground, apparently lifeless. . As..Forester
ooked peasmp.at the pook aaimal. ho-sawd

)
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twitching motion in one of it’s hind

Dr. Campbell said, that it was the ponvul-
sion of death. Forester was just going to
lift up his cat, when his friend Heury
stopped his hand, telling him, that he
would burn himself, if he touched it. The
hair and flesh of the cat on one side were
burnt away, quite to the bone. Henry
pointed to the broken bottle, which, he
said, had contained vitriolic acid.

Henry in vain attempted to discover by
whom the bottle of vitriolic acid had been
taken out of it's place. The suspicions
naturally fell upon Forester, who, by his
own account, was the last person in the
room before the presses had been locked
for the night. Forester, in warm terms,
asserted, that he knew nothing of the
the matter. Dr. Campbell coolly observed,
that Forester ought not to be surPnsed at
being suspected upon this occasion; be-. .
cause every body had the greatest reason to
suspect the person, whom they had de-
tected in one practical joke, of planning
another.

« Joke!” said Forester, looking down
ypon his lifeless favourite: ¢ 50 you
think me capable of such cruelty ? Do you
doubt my truth?” exclaimed Forester,
haughtily. “ You are unjust. Turn me
out of your house this instapt. "I do not
desire your, protectmn,,;f ’I baye forfelted
your esfeem?” -

] e wae w—mv .\0'-~ wour e ﬁ"““" U""V“
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“ Go to bed for to-night in my house,”
said Dr. Campbell; *“ moderate your en-
thusiasm, and reflect upen what has passed
coolly.”

Dr. Campbell, as Forester indignantly
withdrew, said, with a benevolent "smile,
as he looked after him, “ He wants no-
thing but a little common sense. Henry,
you must give him a little of yours.”

In the morning, Forester first went to
inquire how the dancing-master had slept;
- and then knocked impatjently at Dr. Camp-
bell’s door.

“ My father is not awake,” said Henry;
hut Forester marched directly up to the
side of the bed, and, drawing back the
curtain with no gentle hand, cried, with
a loud voice, * Dr. Campbell, I am come
to beg your pardon. I was angry when I
said you were unjust.”

“ And I was asleep when you begged
my pardon,” said Dr. Campbell, rubbing
his eyes.

“ The dancing-master’s ancle is a great
deal better; and I have buried the poor
cat,” pursued Forester: * and I hope, now,
doctor, you’ll at least tell me, that you do
not really suspect me of any hand in her
death.”
~ “* Pray let me go to sleep,” said Dr.
Campbell, “ and ¢jme your explanations a
little better.”
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THE dancing-master gradually recovered-
from his sprain; and Forester spent all his
pocket money in buying a new violin for
him, as his had been broken in his fall;
his watch had likewise been broken against
the stone steps. Though Forester looked
upon a watch as a useless bauble, yet he
determined to get this mended; and his
friend Henry went with him for this pur-
pose to a watch-maker’s.

Whilst Henry Campbell and Forester
‘were consulting with the watch-maker upon
the internal state of the bruised watch,
Archibald Mackenzie, who followed them

- Jor a lounge, was looking over some new
watches, and ardently wishing for the
finest that he saw. As he was playing
with this fine watch, the watch-maker
begged, that he would take care not to
break it.

Archibald, in the insolent tone in which
he was used to speak to a 7radesman, re-
plied, that, if he did break it, he hoped he
was able to pay for it. The watch-maker
civilly answered, *‘ he had no doubt of that,
but that the watch was not his property ;
it was sir Philip Gosling’s, who would call
for it, he expected, in a quarter of an
hour.”
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At the name of sir Philip Gosling,
Archibald quickly changed his tone: he
had a great ambition to be of sir Philip’s
acquaintance ; for sir Philip was a young
man, who was to have a large fortune
when he should come of age, and who,
in the mean time, spent as much of it as
possible, with great spiri¢ and little judg-
ment. He had been sent to Edinburgh
for his education; and he spent his time
in training horses, laying bets, paradmg
in the: public walks, and ridiculing, or in
his own phrase, guizzing every sensible
young man, who applied to literature or
science. Sir Philip, whenever he frequented
any of the professor’s classes, took care
to make it evident to every body pre-
sent, that he did not come there to learn,
and that he looked down with contempt
upon all who were obliged to study ; he was
the first always to make any disturbance in
the classes, or, in his elegant language, ¢o
make a row.

This was the youth of whose acquaint-
ance Archibald Mackenzie was ambi-
tious. He stayed in the shop, in hopes
that sir Philip would arrive: he was not
disappointed ; sir Philip came, and, with
‘address, which lady Catherine would per-
‘haps have admired, Archibald entered
into conversation with the young baronet,
if conversation that might be called, which
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consisted of a species of fashionable diglect,
devaid of sense, and destitute of apy pre-
tence to wit. ‘To Forester  this dialect
was absolutely unintelligible : after he had
listened to it with sober contempt for a few
minutes, he pulled Henry away, saying,
“ Come, don’t let us waste our time here;
let us go to the hrewery, that yon promised
to show me.”

. Henry did not immediately yield to the
.yough pull of -his indignant friend, far,
at this instant, the door of a little back
parlour behind the watch-maker’s shop
apened slowly, and a girl of about seven
years old appearved, carrying, with diffi-
culty, a ﬂower-pot, in which there was a
fine large geranium in full flower. Henry,
wha saw that the child was scarcely able to
carry it, took it out of her hands, and asked
her, “ Where she would like to have it

ut ?”

d “ Here, for to-day!” said the little girl,
sorrowfully ; “ but to-morrow, it goes away
for ever!” :

The little girl was sorry to part with
this geranium, because ¢ she had watched
it all the winter,” and said, “that she
was very fond of it; but that she was
willing to part with it, though it was
just come into flower, because the apo-
thecary had told her, that it was the cause
of her grandmother's having been taken




THE GRRANIOM. 21
il. Hei prandiiother lodged,” she said,
¢ in that little room, and the room was
very close, and she was taken ill in the
" riight—so ill that she could hardly speak
or stir; and when the dpothecary came, he
said,” contihued the little girl, «it was no
wondér any body was ill, who slept in such
a little close room, with such a great ge-
ranium in it, fo poison the air. So my
getanium must go!” concluded she with a
sigh : “but as it is for grandmother, I shall
never think of it again.” ‘
Henry Campbell and Foresterr were both
struck with the modest simplicity of this
child’s countenance and manner, and they
were pleased with the unaffected genero-
sity with which she gave up her favourite
geranium. . ‘
Forester noted this down in his mind, as-
a fresh instance in favour of his exclusive
good opinion of the poor. This little girl
looked poor, though she was decently
dressed; she was so thin, that her little
cheek bones could plainly be seén; her face
had not the round, rosy beauty of cheerful
health : she was pale and sallow, and she
looked in patient misery. Moved with
compassion, Forester regretied that he had’
no money to give, where it might have
. been so well bestowed. He was always
extravagant in his generosity ; he would
“oftén give five guineas where five shillings’
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should have been given, and by these means-

he reduced himself to the necessity some-
times of refusing assistance to deserving
objects. On his journey from his father’s
house to Edinburgh, he lavished, in undis-
tinguishing charity, a considerable sum of
money ; and all that he had remaining of
this money, he spent in purchasing the new
violin for M. Pasgrave. Dr. Campbell ab-
solutely refused to advance his ward any
money, till his next quarterly allowance
should become due. Henry, who always
perceived quickly what passed in the minds
of others, guessed at Forester’s thoughts by
his countenance, and forbore to produce his
own money, though he had it just ready in
his hand: he knew that he could call again
at the watch-maker’s, and give what he
pleased, without ostentation.

Upon questioning the little girl farther,
concerning her grandmother’s illness, Henry
discovered, that the old woman had sat up
late at night knitting, and that, feeling
herself extremely cold, she got a pan of
charcoal into her room; that, soon after-
wards, she felt uncommonly drowsy ; and
when her little grand-daughter spoke to
her, and asked her, why she did not come
to bed? she made no answer: a few mi-
nutes after this she dropped from her chair.
The child was extremely frightened, and
though .she felt it very difficult to rouse
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herself, she said, she got up as fast as she
could, opened the door, and called to the
watch-maker’s wife, who luckily had been
at work late, and was now raking the kit-
chen fire. With her assistance the old
woman was brought into the air, and pre-
sently returned to her senses: the pan of
charcoal had been taken away before the
apothecary came in the morning; as he
was in a great hurry when he called, he
made but few inquiries, and consequently
condemned the geranium without sufficient
evidence. As he left the house, he care-
lessly said, “ my wife would like that ge-
ranium, I think.” And the poor old wo-
man, who had but a very small fee to offer,
was eager to give any thing that seemed
to please the doctor.

Forester, when he heard this story, burst
into a contemptuous exclamation against
the meanness of this and of all other apo-
thecaries. Henry informed the little girl,
that the charcoal had been the cause of her
~grandmother’s illness, and advised them
never, upon any account, to keep a pan of
“charcoal again in her bed-chamber; he told
her, that many people had been killed by
this practice. ¢ Then,” cried the little girl
joyfully, «if it was the charcoal, and not
the geranium, that made grandmother ili,
I may keep my beautiful geranium:” and
she ran immediately to-gather some of the

.
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* flowers, which she offered to Henry atid to

Forester. Forester, who was still absorbed
in the contemplation of the apothecary's
meanness, took the flowers, without per-

. ceiving that he took them, and pulled them

to pieces as he went on thinking.. Henry,

-~ when the little girl held the geraniums

up to him, observed, that the back of her
hand was bruised and black ; he asked her
how she had hurt herself, and she replied
innocently, * that she had not hurt her-
self; but that her school-mistress was a
very strict woman.” Forester, . roused
from his reverie, desired to hear what the
little girl meant by a s¢rict woman, and
she explained herself more fully : she said,
that, as a favour, her grandmother had
obtained leave from some pgreat lady to
send her to a charity-school : that she
went there every day to learn to read
and work, but that the mistress of the
charity-school uised her scholars very se-
vercly, and often kept them for hours,
after they had done their own tasks, to
spin for her; and that she beat them
if they did not spin as much as she ex-
pected : the little girl's grandmother then
said, that she knew all this, but that
she did not dare to complain, because
the school-mistress was under the patron-
age of some of * the grandest ladies
i Edinburgh,” and that, as she could °
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not afferd to pay for her little lass’s school-
ing, she was forced to have her taught as
well as she could for nothing.

Forester, fired with indignation at this
history of injustice, resolved, at all events,
to stand forth immediately in the child’s
defence; but, without staying to consider:
how the wrong could be redressed, he-
thought only ef the quickest, or, as he said,
the most manly means of doing the busi-
ness; he declared, that, if the little girl
would show him the way to the school, he
would go that instant and speak to the wo--
man in the midst of all her scholars. Henry
ia vain represented, that this would not be.
a prudent mode of proceeding.

Forester disdained prudence, and, trust-
ing securely to the power of his own elo«
quence, he set out with the child, whe
seemed rather afraid to come to open war
with her tyrant. Henry was obliged te
return home to his father, whe had usually
business for him to do about this time.
The little girl had staid at home on ac-
count of her grandmother’s illness, but all
the other scholars were hard at work,
spinning in a close room, when Forester
arrived.

He marched directly into the school-
room. The wheels stopped at once on his:
appearance, and the school-mistress, a

raw-boned intrepid lookmg woman, eyed
VOL. L
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him with amazement ; he broke silence in
the following words :—

. “Vile woman, your injustice is come
“to light! How can you dare to tyran-
« nise over these poor children? Is it be-
“ cause they are poor? . Take my advice,
« children, resist this tyrant, put by your
 wheels, and spip for her no more.”

The children did not move, ‘and the:
school-mistress poured out a torrent of
abuse in broad Scotch, which, to the Eng-
lish ear of Forester, was unintelligible. At
length she made him comprehend her prin-
cipal questions—Who he was? and by whose
authority he interfered between her and her
scholars ? “ By nobody’s authority,” was
Forester’s answer “ I want no authority to
speak in the cause of injured innocence.”
Nosooner had the woman heard these
words, than she called to her husband, who
was writing in an adjoining room ; without
farther ceremony, they both seized upon our
hero, and turned him out of the house.

. The woman revenged herself without
mercy upon the little girl, whom Forester
had attempted to defend, and dismissed her, .
with advice never more to complain of being
obliged to spin for her mistress,

. Mortified by the ill success of his enter-
prise, Forester returned home, attributing
the failure of his eloquence chiefly to his
ignorance of the Scotch dialect,
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THE CANARY BIRD.

. AT his return, Forester heard, that all
Dr. Campbell’s  family were going that
evening to visit a gentleman, who had an
excellent cabinet of minerals. He had
some desire to see the fossils, but, when
he came to the gentleman’s house, he
soon found himself disturbed at the praises
bestowed by some ladies in company upon
a -little canary bird, which belonged to
the mistress of the house. He began to
kick his feet together, to hang first one
arm and then the.other, over the back
of his chair, with the obvious expression
of impatience and contempt in his coun-
tenance. Henry Campbell, in the mean
time, said, without any embarrassment,
Jjust what he thought about the bird. Ar-
chibald Mackenzie, with artificial admi-
ration, said a vast deal more than he
- thought, in hopes of effectually recom-
mending himself to the lady of the house.
The lady told him the history of three
birds, which had successively inhabited
the cage before the present occuplexf.
“They all died,” continued she, “in a
most extraordinary manner, one after
c2
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andther, in a short space of time, in con-
vulsions.”

“ Don't listen,” whispered Forester, pull-
ing Henry away from the crowd, who
surrounded the bird cage, “ how can you
listen, like that polite hypocrite, to this
foolish woman’s history of her estraordi-
nary favourites? Come down stairs with
me, I want to tell you my adventure with
the school-mistress; we can take a turn
in the hall and come back, before the ca-
binet of minerals is opened, and before
these women have fmished the ceremony
of tea—come.”

“ I'll come presently,” said Henry; «I
really want to hear this.”

Henry Campbell was not listening te
the history of the lady’s favourite birds
like a polite hypocrite, but like a good-
natured sensible person; the circumstances
recalled to his memory the conversation
that we formerly mentioned, which be-
gan about pickled cucumbers, and ended
with Dr. Campbell’s giving an account of
the effects of some poisons. In conse-
quence of this conversation, Henry’s at-
tention had been turned to the subjeet,
and he had read several essays, which had
informed him of many curious facts. He
recollected in particular to have met with
the account* of a bird, who had been

- # Falconer on the Poison of Lead and Copper.
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poisonied, and whose c¢ase bore a strong
resemblance to the present. He begged
Jeave to examine the cage, in order to dis-
cover whether there were any lead about
it, with which the birds could have poi~
soned themselves. No lead was to be
-found : he next examined whether there
were any white or green paint about it; he
inquired whence the water came which
the birds had drunk; and he examined
the trough which held their seeds. The
lady, whilst he was pursuing these inquic
ries, said she was sure that the birds could
not have died either for want of air or ex-
ercise, for that she often left the cage open
on purpose, that they might fly about the
room. Henry immediately looked round
the room, and at length he observed, in an
inkstand, which stood upon a writing table,
a number of wafers, which were many
of them chipped round the edges; wupon
. sweeping out the bird-cage, he found a
few very small bits of wafer mixed with
the seeds and dust; he was now persuaded
that the birds had eaten the wafers, and
that they had been poisoned by the red-
lead which they contained; he was con-
firmed in this opinion, by being told, that
the wafers had lately been missed very
frequently, and it had been imagined that
they had been used by the servants, Hen-
ry begged the lady would try an experi.
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ment, which might probably save the life
of her new favourite; thelady, though
she had never before tried an expetiment,
was “easily prevailed upon. - She promised
Henry, that she would lock up the wafers,
and he prophesied, that her bird would
not, like his ‘predecessors, come to an un-
timely end. Archibald Mackenzie  was
vexed to observe, that knowledge had in
this' instance succeeded better, even with
a lady, than flattery. As for Forester, he
would certainly have admired his - friend
Henry’s ingenuity, if he had been attend-
ing to what had passed ; but he had taken
a book, and had seated himself in'an arm-
chair, which had been placed on purpese
for an old gentleman in company, and was
deep in the history of ‘a man, who had
been cast away some hundred- years ago
upon a desert island.

He condescended, however, to put down
his book when the fossils were produced,
and, as if he had just awakened from a
dream, rubbed his eyes, ‘stretched himself,
and joined the rest of the company. The
malicious Archibald, who observed that
Forester had seated himself, through ab-
sence of mind, in a place which prevented
some of the ladies from seeing the fossils,
instantly made a parade of his own polite-
ness, to contrast himself advantageously
with the rude negligence of his com-
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panion: but Archibald’s politeness was
always particularly directed to the persons
in company, whom he thought of the
most importance. “ You can’t see there,”
said Forester, suddenly rousing himself, and
observing that Dr. Campbell’s daughter,
miss Flora Campbell, was standing behind
him, “ had not you better sit down in this
chair? I don’t want it, because I can see
over your head; sit down.” Archibald
smiled at Forester’s simplicity, in paying
his awkward compliment to ‘the young
lady, who had, according to his mede of
estimating, the least pretensions to notice
of any one present. Flora Campbell was
neither rich nor beautiful, but she had a
happy mixture in her manners of Scottish
sprightliness and English reserve. She
had an eager desire to improve herself,
whilst a nice sense of propriety taught
her never to intrude upon general notice,
or to recede from conversation with the
airs of counterfeit humility. Forester ad-
mired her abilities, because he imagined
that he was the only person who had ever
discovered them; as to her manners, he
never observed these, but, even whilst he
ridiculed politeness, he was anxious to find
out what she thought polite. After he
had told her all that he knew concerning
the fossils, as they were produced from
the cabinet, and he was far from ignorant,
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he at length perceived, that she kmew full
as much of natural history as he did, and
he was surprised that a young lady should
know so much, and should not be conceited.
Flora, however, soon sunk many degrees
in his opinion; for, after the cabinet of
mineralogy was shut, some of the company
talked of a ball, which was to be given in a
few days, and Flora, with innocent gaiety,
said to Forester, “ Have you learned to
dance a Scotch reel, since you came to
Scotland ?”—¢ 1 /” cried Forester with con-
tempt, < do you think it the height of
human perfection to dance a Scotch reel ?—
then that fine young laird, Mr. Archibald
Mackengie, will suit you much better than
I shall.”

And Forester returned to his arm-chair
and his desert island.
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IT wes unfortunate, that Forester retired
from company in such abrupt displeasure
at Flora Campbell’s question, for, had he
borne the idea of a Scotch reel more like
a philosopher, he would have heard of
something interesting relative to the in.
tended ball, if any thing relative to a ball
could be interesting to him. .It was a
charity ball, for the benefit of the mistress
of the very charity.school* to which the
little girl with the bruised hand belanged.
“ Do you know,” said Henry to Forester,
when they met, “ that I have great hopes
we shall be able to get justice done to the
poor children. I hope the tyrannical school-
mistress may yet be punished. The lady,
with whom we drank tea yesterday, is
one of the patronesses of the charity-
school.” .

“ Lady patronesses!’”” cried Forester,
“we need not expect justice from a lady
patroness, depend upon it, especially at a
ball ; her head will be full of feathers, or
some such things. I prophesy you will not
succeed better than I have.”

% There is no charity-school of this description
in Edinburgh; this cannot, therefore; be - mistaken
for. private satire, L S

co
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The desponding prophecies of Forester
did not deter Henry from pursuing a scheme
which he had formed. The lady, who was
the mistress of the canary bird, came in a
few days to visit his mother, and she told
him, that his experiment had succeeded,
that she had regularly locked up the wafers,
and that her favourite - bird was in perfect
health. “ And what fee, doctor,” said she;
smiling,  shall I give you for savmg hxs
life ?”

“ 1 will tell you in a few minutes,”
plied Henry; and in a few minutes the
little girl and her geranium were sent for,
and appeared. Henry told the lady all
the circumstances of her story with so
much feeling, and, at the same time, with
so much propriety, that she became warmly
interested in the cause: she declared, that
she would do every thing in her power to
prevail upon the other ladies to examine
into the conduct of the school-mistress,

‘and to have her dismissed immediately,
if it should appear, that she had behaved
improperly.

Forester, who was present at this decla-
ration, was much astonished, that a lady,
whom he had seen €aressing a canary bird,
could speak with so much decision and
good sense. Henry obtained his fee: he
asked and received permission to place the
geranium in the middle of the supper-
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table at the ball. Henry begged, that the
lady would also take an opportunity, at
supper, to mention the circumstances which
he had related to her; but this she de-
elined, and politely said, that she was sure
Henry would tell the story much better
than she could.

“ Come out and walk with me,” said
Forester to Henry, as soon as the lady was
gone. Henry frequently left his occupa-
tions with great good nature, to accom-
pany our hero in his rambles, and he
usually followed the subjects of conversa-
tion which Forester started. He saw, by
the gravity of his countenance, that he
had something of importance revolving in
his mind. After he had proceeded in si-
lence for some time along the walk, under
the high rock called Arthur’s Seat, he sud-
denly stopped, and, turning to Henry, ex-
claimed, “ I esteem you; do not make me
despise you !”

I hope I mever shall,” said Henry, a
little -surprised by his friend’s manner:
“ what is the matter ?”

“ Leave balls, and lady patronesses, and
petty artifices, and supple address, to such
people as Archibald Mackenzic,” pursued

Forester with enthusiasin,
- “ Who noble ends by noble means pursues——"

« Will scorn canary birds, and cobble shoes.”
replied Henry, laughing : « I see no mean-
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-mess in my conduct : I do not know what it
is that you dlsapprove.

~ “1do not approve,” said Forester, « of
.your having recourse to mean address to
.ebtain justice.”

~ Henry requested to know what his
severe friend meant by address; but this
was not easily explained. Forester, in
his definition of mean address, included
.all that attention to the feelings of others,
.all those honest arts of pleasing, which
make society agreeable, Henry endea-
voured to convince him, that it was pos-
sible for a person to wish to please, nay,
even to succeea in that wish, without be-
ing imsincere. Their argument and their
.walk continued, till Henry, who, though
.very active, was not quite so robust as his
friend, was completely tired, especially as he
perceived that Forester’s opinions remained
unshaken.

“ How effeminate you gentlemen are!”
cried Forester: ¢ See what it is to be
brought up in the lap of luxury., Why 1
am not at all tired ; I could walk a dozen
‘miles farther, without being in the least
fatigued !”’

Henry thought it a very good thing to
be able to walk a number of miles with-
out being fatigued, but he did not consider
it as'the highest perfection of human na-
ture. In his friend’s present mood, nothing
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less could content him, and Forester went
on to demonstrate to the weary Henry,
that all fortitude, all courage, and all the
manly virtues, were inseparably connected
with pedestrian indefatigability. Henry,
with good-natured presence of mind, which
perhaps, his friend would have called
mean address, diverted our hero’s rising
indignation by proposing, that they should
both go and look at the large brewery,
which was in their way home, and with
which Forester would, he thought, be en-
tertained.

The brewery fortunately turned the
course of Forester’s thoughts, and, instead
of quarrelling with his friend for being
tired, he condescended to postpone all
farther debate. Forester had, from his
childhood, a habit of twirling a key,
whenever ‘he was thinking intently : the
key had been produced, and had been
twirling upon its accustomed thumb dur-
ing the argument upon address; and it
was still in Forester’s hand, when they
went into the brewery. As he looked and
listened, the key was essential to his power
of attending ; at length, as he stooped to
view a large brewing vat, the key unluckily
slipped from his thumb, and fell to the
bottom of the vat; it was so deep, that
the tinkling sound of the key, as it touched
the bottom, was scarcely heard. . A young
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man, who belonged to the brewery, im- -
mediately descended, by a ladder, into the
vat to get the key, but scarcely had he
reached the bottom, when he fell down
senseless. Henry Campbell was speaking
to one of the clerks of the brewery, when
this accident happened; a man came run-
ning to them with the news, « The vat has
not been cleaned, it’s full of bad air.”—
¢ Draw him up, let down a hook and cords
for him instantly, or he’s a dead man,”
cried Henry, and he instantly ran to the
place. What was his terrour, when he be-
held Forester descending the ladder! He
called to him to stop, he assured him that
the man could be saved without his hazard-
ing his life; but Forester persisted ; he had
one end of a cord in his hand, which he
said he could fasten in an instant round the
man’s body. There was a sky-light nearly
over the vat, so that the light fell directly
upon the bottom.

Henry saw his friend reach the last rung
of the ladder. As Forester stooped to put
the rope round the shoulders of the man,
who lay insensible at the bottom of the vat,
a sudden air of idiocy came over his ani-
mated countenance ; his limbs seemed no
longer to obey his will; his arms dropped,
and he fell insensible.

The spectators, who were looking down
from above, were so much terrified, that.
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they could not decide to do any thing;
some cried, « It’s all over with him! Why
would he go down ?”’ Others ran to pro-
cure a hook—others called to him to take
up the rope again, if he possibly could:
but Forester could not hear or understand
them. Hem"y Campbell was the only
person who, in this scene of danger and
confusion, had sufficient presence of mmd
to be of service.

Near the large vat, into which Forester
had descended, there was a cistern of cold
water. Henry seized a bucket, which was
floating in the cistern, filled it with water,
and emptied the water into the vat, dash-
ing it against the sides of the vat, to dis-
perse the water, and to displace the me-
phitic air*. He called the people, who
surrounded him, for assistance; the water
expelled the air; and, when it was safe to
descend, Henry instantly went down the
ladder himself, and fastened the .cord round
Forester, who was now quite helpless.

“ Draw him up!” said Henry. They
drew him up. Henry fastened another
cord round the body of the other man, who
lay at the bottom of the vessel, and he was
taken up in the same manner. Forester
soon returned to his senses, when he was
carried into the air; it was with more dif-

* Carbonic acid gas.
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ficulty that the other man, whdse anima.
tion had been longer suspended, was re-
covered ; at length, however, by proper
applications, his lungs played freely, he
stretched himself, looked round upon the
people who were about him with an air of
astonishment, and was some time before he
could recollect what had happened to him.
Forester, as soon as he had recovered the
use of his understanding, was in extreme
anxiety to know, whether the poor man,
who went down for his key, had been
saved, His gratitude to Henry, when he
heard all that had passed, was expressed in
the most enthusiastic manner.

“ I acted like 2 madman, and you like
a man of sense,” said Forester. . “ You
always know how to do good: I do mis-
chief, whenever I attempt to do good.—~But
now, don’t expect, Henry, that I should
give up any of my opinions to you, because
you have saved my life. 1 shall always
argue with you just as I did before. Re-
member, 1 despise address. 1 don’t yield
a single point to you. Gratitude shall
never make me a sycophant.”

- sla aap  Meeevpen & @ Ceant T h sirw e Soe
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EAGER to prove that he was not a syco-
phant, Forester, when he returned home
with his friend Henry, took every possible
occasion to contradict him, with even mere
than his customary rigidity ; nay, he went
farther still, to vindicate his sincerity. °

Flora Campbell had never entirely reco-
vered our hero’s esteem, since she had un-
wittingly expressed her love for Scotth
reels; but she was happily unconscious -of
the crime she had committed, and was
wholly intent upon pleasing her father and
mother, her brother Henry, and herself.
She had a constant flow of good spirits,
and the charming domestic talent of mak-
ing every trifle a source of amusement to
herself and others; she was sprightly,
without being frivolous; and the uniform
sweetness of her temper showed, that she
was not in the least in want of flattery or
dissipation, to support her gaiety. But
Forester,asthefriend of her brother, thought
it incumbent upon him to discover faults
in her, which no one else could discover,
and to assist in her education, though she
was only one year younger than himself.
She had amused herself the. momning that
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Forester and her brother were in the brew-
ing vat, with painting a pasteboard cover-
ing for the ﬂower-pot which held the poor
little girl's geranium. Flora had heard
from her brother of his intention to place
it in the middle of the supper-table at the
ball, and she flattered herself, -that he
would like to see it ornamented by her
hands at his return. She produced it
after dinner. Henry thanked her, and her
father and mother were pleased to see her
eagerness to oblige her brother. The
cynical Forester alone refused his sympa-
thy. He looked at the flower-pot with
marked disdain. Archibald, who delight-
ed to contrast himself with the unpolished
Forester, and who remarked that Flora
and her brother were both somewhat sur-
prised at his unsociable silence, slily said,
“ There's something in this flower-pot,
miss Campbell, which does not suit Mr.
Forester’s correct taste; I wish he would
allow us to profit by his criticisms.”

Forester vouchsafed not a reply.

“ Don’t you like it, Forester?” said
Henry.

“ No, he does not like it,” said Flora,
smxhng ; “ don't force him to say that he
does.”

“ Force me to say I like what I don’t
like!” repeated Forester; ¢“no, Idefy any
body to do that.”
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“ But why,” said Dr. Campbell, laugh-
ing, « why such a waste of energy and mag-
nanimity about a trifle? - If you were upon
your trial for life or death, Mr. Forester,
-you could not look more resolutely guard-
ed, more as if you had ¢ worked up each
corporal agent to the terrible feat ?°” '

“ Sir,” said Forester, who hore the laugh,
that was raised against him, with the air of
a martyr, “ I can bear even your ridicule
in the cause of truth.” The laugh conti-
. nued at the solemnity with which he pro-
nounced these words. * I think,” pursued
Forester, ¢ that those, who do not respect
truth in trifles, will’ TDever respect it in mat-
ters of consequence.”

- Archibald Mackenzie laughed more
loudly, and with affectation, at this speech
and Henry and Dr. Campbell’s laughter in-
stantly ceased.

“ Do not mistake us,”” said Dr. Camp-
bell; “ we did not laugh at your principles,
we only laughed at your manner.”

“ And are not principles of rather more
consequence than manners?” said Forester.

« Of infinitely more consequence,” said
Dr. Campbell: “ but why, to excellent
principles, may we not add agreeable man-
ners? Why should not truth be amiable,
as well as respectable ? You, that have
such enlarged views for the good of the
whole human race, are, I make no doubt,
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desirous that your fellow-creatures should
love truth, as well as you love it yourself?”

¢ Certainly, I wish they did,” said Fo-
rester.

« And have your observations wpon the
feelings of others, and upon your own, led
you to conclude,. that we are most apt te
like those things which always give us pain?
And do you, upon this principle, wish to
make truth as painful as possible, in order
to increase our love for it ?”

“ I don’t wish to make truth pamful,
said Forester ; “ but, at the same tlme, it
s not my fault if people can’t bear pain. I
think people, who can’t bear pain, both of
body and mind, cannot be good for any
thing; for, in the first place, they will al-
‘ways,” said Forester, glancing his eye at
-Flora and her Hower-pot, “ they will al-
ways prefer flattery to truth, as all weak
people do.” ., .

At this sarcastic reflection, which seem-
ed to be aimed at the sex, lady Catherine,
-Mrs. Campbell, and all the ladies present,
except Flora, began to speak at once in
their own vindication.

. As soon as there was any prospect of
peace, Dr. Campbell resumed his argu-
ment in the calmest voice imaginable.

“ But, Mr. Forester, without troubling
ourselves for the present with the affairs of
the ladies, or of weak people, may I ask
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what degrée of unnecessary pain you think
it the duty of a strong person, & mora.l
Samson, to bear?”

« Unnecessary pain! I do not think it
is any body’s duty to bear ummecessary

“ Nor to make others bear it ?*

“ Nor to make others. bear it.”

“ Then we need argue no farther. I
congratulate you, Mr. Forester, upon your
becoming so soon a proselyte to polite-
ness.” '
“ To politeness!”’ said Forester, starting

“ Yes, my good sir; real politeness only
teaches us to save others from unnecessary
pain, and this you have just allowed to be
your wish.—And now for the grand affair
of Flora’s flower-pot. You are not bound
by politeness to tell any falsehoods; weak
as she is, and a woman, I hope she can
bear to hear the pamful truth upon such an
important occasion.’

- “ Why,” said Forester, who at last suf-
fered his features to relax into a smile, “ the
truth then is, that I don’t know whether the
flower-pot be pretty or ugly, but I was de-
termined not to say it was pretty?”

“ But why,” said Henry, “ did you look.
so heroically severe about the matter?” .

« The reason I looked grave,” said Fo.-
rester, ‘ was, because 1 was afraid your
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sister Flora would be spoiled by all the
foolish comphments that were paid to her
and her flower-pot.”

“You are very consnderate and Flora,
I am sure, is much obliged to you,” said Dr.
Campbell, smiling, “ for being so clear-
sighted to the dangers of female . vanity.
You would not then, with a safe conscience,
trust the completion of her education to her
mother, or to myself" » :

- ¢ ] am sure, sir,” said Forester, who now,
for the first time, seemed sensible that he
had not spoken with perfect propriety, « I
would not interfere impertinently for the
- world. You are the best judges; only I .
thought parents were apt to be partial.
Henry has saved my life, and I am inter.
ested for every thing that belongs to him.
So I hope, if I said any thing rude, you
will attribute it to a good motive. I wish
the flower-pot had never made it’s appear-
ance, for it has made me appear very im-
pertinent.”

Flora laughed with so much good hu-
.mour at this odd method of expressing his -
contrition, that even Forester acknowledged
the influence of engaging manmers and
sweéetness. of temper. He lifted up the
flower-pot, so as completely to screen his
face, and, whilst he appeared to be exam-
ining 1t, he said, in a low voice, to Henry,

% She is above the foibles of her sex.”
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« Oh, Mr. Forester, take care!” cried
Flora.

« Of what?” said Forester, starting.

“ It is too late now,” said Flora.

And it was too late:—Forester, in his
awkward manner of lifting the flower-pot,
and it’s painted case, had put his thumbs
into the mould, with which the flower-pot
had been newly filled. It was quite soft
and wet. Flora, when she called to him,
saw the two black thumbs just ready to
stamp themselves upon her work, and her
warning only accelerated it’s fate; for the
instant she spoke, the thumbs closed upon
the painted covering, and Forester was
the last to perceive the mischief that he
had done.

- There was no possnblhty of eﬂ'acmg the
stams, nor was there time to repair the da-
mage, for the. ball was to commence in a
few hours, and Flora was obliged to send
her disfigured work, without having had.
the satisfaction of hearing the ejaculation,
which Forester pronounced in her praise
behind the flower-pot.
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THE BALL.

HENRY seized the moment when Fores-
ter was softened by the mixed effect of Dr.
Campbell’s raillery and Flora’s good hu-
mour, to persuade him, that it would be
perfectly consistent with sound philosophy
to dress himself for a ball, nay, even to
dance a country-dance. The word reel,
to which Forester had taken a dislike,
Henry prudently forbore to mention; and
Flora observing, and artfully imitating her
brother’s prudence, substituted the weord
heys instead of reels in her conversation.
When all the party were ready to go te
the ball, and the carriages at the door, Fa-
rester was in Dr. Campbell’s study, reading
the natural history of the Elephant.

“ Come,” said Henry, who had been
searching for him all over the house, “ we
are waiting for you: I'm glad to see you
dressed—come !” :

«“1 wish you would leave me behind,”
said Forester, who seemed to have relapsed
into his former unsociable humour, from
having been left half an hour in his beloved
solitude ; nor would Henry probably have
prevailed, if he had not pointed to the print
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of the elephant.*  That mighty animal,
you see, is so docile, that he lets himself be
guided by a young boy,” said Henry; “and
so must you.’

As he spoke, he pulled Forester g'ently,
who thought he could not show less doci-
lity than his favourite animal. When they
entered the ball-room, Archibald Macken-
zie asked Flora to dance, whilst Forester
was considering where he should put his
hat.— Are you going to dance without
me? I thought I had asked you to dance
with me. 1 intended it all the time we
were coming in the coac

Flora thanked him for his kind inten-
tions; whilst Archibald, with a look of
triumph, hurried his partner away, and the
dance began. Forester saw this transac-
tion im the most serious light, and it afford-
 ed him subject for meditation till at least

half a dozen country-dances hid been
finished. In vain the Berwick Jockey,
the Highland Laddie, and the Flowers of
Edinburgh, were played; ¢“‘they suited
not the gloomy habit” of his soul. He
fixed himself behind a pillar, proof against
music, mirth, and sympathy: he looked
upon the dancers with a cynical eye. At
. length he found an amusement that grati-
fied his present splenetic humour; he ap-

" * Cabinet of Quadrupeds.
"YOL. I. D .
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plied both his hands to his ears, effectually
to stop out the sound of the music, that
he might enjoy the fidiculous spectacle of
a number of people capering about, with-
out any apparent motive. Forester’s at-
titude caught the attention of some of the
company; indeed it was strikingly awk-
ward. His elbows stuck out from his
ears; and his head was sunk beneath his
shoulders. Archibald Mackenzie was de-
lighted beyond measure at his figure; and
pointed him out to his acquaintance with
. all possible expedition. The laugh and the
whisper circulated with rapidity. = Henry,
who was dancing, did not perceive what
was going on, till his partner said to him,
“ Pray, who is that strange mortal?”

“My friend,” cried Henry, “ will you
excuse me for one instant?”—And he ran
up to Torester, and roused him from his
singular attitude. “ He is,”” continued
Henry, as he returned to his partner, “ an
excellent young man, and he has superior
abilities; we must not quarrel with him for
trifles.”

With what different eyes different people
behold the same objects. Whilst Forester
had been stopping his ears, Dr. Campbell,
who had more of the nature of the laugh-
ing than of the weeping philosopher, had
found much benevolent pleasure in con-
templating the festive scene. Not that any
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folly or ridicule escaped his keen pene-
tration; but he saw every thing with an
indulgent eye; and, if he laughed, laughed
in such a manner, that even those, who
were the objects of his pleasantry, could
scarcely have forborne to sympathize in
his mirth. Folly, he thought, could be
as effectually corrected by the tickling of a
feather, as by the lash of the satirist. When
lady Margaret M‘Gregor, and lady Mary
M:-Intosh, for instance, had almost forced
their unhappy partners into a quarrel to
support their respective claims to prece-
dency, Dr. Campbell, who was appealed
to as the relation of both the furious fair
ones, decided the difference expeditiously,
and much to the amusement of the compa-
ny, by observing, that, as the pretensions
of each of the ladies were incontrovertible,
and precisely balanced, there was hut one
possible method of adjusting their prece-
dency—by their age. He was convinced,
he said, that the youngest lady would with
pleasure yield precedency to the elder.
The contest was now, which should stand
the lowest, instead of which should stand
the highest, in the dance: and when the
proofs of seniority could not be settled,
the fair ones drew lots for their places,
and submitted that to chance, which could
not be determined by prudence.

Forester stood beside Dr. Campbell

¢ D 2
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whilst all this passed, and wasted a copsi-
derable portlon of virtyous mdlgnatlou
upon the occasion. “ And look at that ah-
surd creature!” exclauned Forepter, point-
ing .out to Dr. Campbell a girl who was
footing and pounding for fame at a prodi-
gious rate. Dr. Campbell turped from the
pounding lady to observe his own daugh-
ter Flora, and a smile of delight came over
his countenance : for, “ parents are apt
to be partial”—especially those who have
sych daughters as Flora. Her light figure
and graceful agility attracted the attention
even of many impartial spectators; but she
was not intent ypop admiration; she seem-
ed to be dancing in the_ gaiety of h_e_r heart;
and that was a species of gaiety, in which
every one sympathjzed, because it was na-
tural, and of which every one approved,
because it was innocent. There was a cer-
tain delicacy mijxed with her sportive hu-
mour, which seemed to govern, without
restraining, the tide of ‘her spirits. Her fa-
ther’s eye was following her as she danced
to a lively Scotch tyne, when Forester pull-
ed Dr. Cambell’s cane, on which he was
leaning, and exclaimed, “ Doctor, I've just
thought of an excellent plan for a tragedy !

“ A tragedy !” repeated Dr. Campbell,
with unfeigned syrprise;—* Are you sure
you don’t mean a comedy !”

Forester persisted that he meant a tra-
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gédy, and was proceeding tb open the plot.
% Don’t force me to youf ttagedy now,”
sdid Dr. Campbell, « or it Wwill infallibly be
condemned. I cannot say that I have my
buskin on; and I advise you to take yours
off.—Look, is that the tragic muse?”

Forester was astonished to find, that so
great a man as Dr. Campbell had so little
the power of abstraction; and he retired to
muse upon the opening of his tragedy, in a
recess under the music gallery. But here
he was not suffered long to remain undis-
turbed; for; near this spot, sir Philip Gos-
ling presently stationed himself; Archi-
bald Mackenzie, who left off dancing as
soon as sir Philip entered the room, came
to the half-intoxicated baroret; and they,
with some other young men, worthy of
théir acquaintance, began so loud a con-
test concerning the muinber of bottles of
claret which a man might, could, or
should drink at a sittirig, that even Fo-
rester’s powers of abstraction failed, and
his tragic muse took her flight.

“ Supper! Supper! thaik God!” éx-
claimed sir Philip, as Suppér was now an-
nouficed.  “I'd never set iy foot in a
ball-réom,” added he, with séveral suitable
oaths, “ if it was not for the supper.”

% Is that a rational being?”’ cried Fores-
ter to Dr. Campbell, aftér sir Philip had
passed them.
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“ Speak a little lower,” said Dr. Camp-
bell, “-or he will infallibly prove his title
to rationality, by shooting you, or by making
you shoot him, through the head.”

“ But, sir,” said Forester, holding Dr.
Campbell fast, whilst all the rest of the
company were going down to supper, “ how
can you bear such a number of foolish,
disagreeable people with patience ?”

“ What would you have me do,” said
Dr. Campbell. “ Would you have me get
up and preach in the middle of a ball-room?
Is it not as well, since we are here, to
amuse ourselves with whatever can afford
us any amusement, and to keep in good
humour with all the world, especially with
ourselves ?—and had we not better follow
the crowd to supper?”

Forester went down to supper ; but, as he
crossed an anti-chamber, which led into
the supper-room, he exclaimed, - ¢ if I were
a legislator, I would prohibit balls.”

“ And, if you were a legislator,” said
Dr. Campbell, pointing to a tea-kettle,
which was on the fire in the anti-chamber,
and from the spout of which a grey cloud
of vapour issued,—*If you were a legis-
lator would not you have stoppers wedged
tight into the spouts of all tea-kettles in
your dominions? ”

“ No, sir,” said Forester, & they would
burst.”
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“ And do you think that folly would not
burst, and do more mischief than a tea-kettle
in the explosion, if you confined it so tight ?”

Forester would willingly have staid in
the anti-chamber, to begin a critical dis-
section of this allusion; but Dr. Gampbell
carried him forwards into the supper-
room. Flora had kept a seat for her fa-
ther; and Henry met them at the door.

“ I was just coming to see for you, sir,”
said he to his father. ¢ Flora began to
think you were lost.”

“ No,” said Dr. Campbell, ¢ I was only
detained by a would-be Cato, who wanted
me to quarrel with the whole world, in-
stead of eating my supper. What would
you advise me to eat, Flora?” said he,
seating himself beside her.

“ Some of this trifle, papa;” and, as she
lightly removed the flowers, with which it
was ornamented, her father said, ¢ Yes,
give me some trifle, Flora. Some charac-
ters are like that trifle—flowers and light
froth at the top, and solid, good sweet-
meat beneath.”

Forester immediately stretched out his
plate for.some trifle. “ But I don’t see any
use in the flowers, sir,” said he.

“ Nor any beauty ?” said Dr. Campbell.

Forester picked the ¢roublesome flowers
out of his trifle, and até a quantity of it suf-

”»

\

ficient for a stoic. 'Towards the end of the -
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supper, he took some notice of Henry,
who had made several ineffectual efforts to
amuse him by such slight strokes of wit as
seeimed to suit the time and place. Time
and place were never taken into Forester’s
consideration. He was secretly displedsed
with his friend Henry, for having danced
gll the evening instead of sitting still; and
he looked at Henry’s partner with a scrati-
nizing eye. * So,” said he, at last, “ I
observe I have not been thought worthy
of your conversation to night : this is what
gentlemen, polite gentlemen, who ddhce
reels, call friendship!”

“If I had thought that you would have
taken it ill that T should dance reels,” said
Henry, laughing, “I would have made the
sacrifice of a reel at the altar of friendship :
but we don’t come to a ball to make sacri-
fices to friendship, but to divert ourselves.”
. “ I we can,” said Forester, sarcasticil-
ly :—Here he was prevented from re-
proaching his friend any longer, for a party
of gentlemen began to sing catches, at the
desire of the rest of the company.

Forester was now intent upon criticising
the nonsensical words that were sutig ; and
he was composing an essay upon the power
of the ancient bards, and the effect of ha-
tional music, when Flora’s voice intertupted
him : “ Brother,” said she; « I have won iny
wager.” The waper was, that Forester
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would not, during supper, observe the ge-
ranium that was placed it tHe middle of
the table.

As sdott as the company tere satisfied,
both with their supper and their songs,
Henry, whose mind was always present,
dnd who, in the midst of luxtity and festi-
vity, was awake to the feelings of benevo-
lence, seized the moment when there was
silence, to turn the attention of the com-
pany towards the object upon which his
own thoughts were intent. The lady-
patroness, the mistress of the canary bird,
had performed her promise; she had spo-
keti to several of her acquaintance concern-
ing the tyrannical school-tilstress; and
now, fixing the attention of the company
upon the geranium, she appealed to Henry
Campbell, and begged him to explain it’s
history. A number of eager eyes turned
dpon him instantly ; and Forester felt, that,
if he had been called upon in siich a man-
nér, he could niot have uttered a syllable.
He now felt the great advantage of being
able t6 speak, without hesftation or embar-
* rissment, beforé nambers. When Henry
refated the poor little girl’s story, his lan-
guage and manner were $o unaffected and
agreeable, that he interested every one, who
heard him, in fis cause. A subscription was
immédiately raised; évery body was eager
to contribute something to the child, who

D5
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had been so ready, for her old grandmo-
ther’s sake, to part with her favourite gera-
nium. The lady, who superintended the
charity-school, agreed to breakfast the next
morning at Dr. Campbell’s, and to go from
his house to the school, precisely at the
hour when the school-mistress usually set
her unfortunate scholars to their extra task
of spinning.

Forester was astonished at all this; he
did not consider, that negligence and in-
humanity are widely different. The lady- -
patronesses had, perhaps, been rather negli-
gent in contenting themselves with seeing
the charity-children show well in procession
to church ; and they had not sufficiently in-
quired into the conduct of the school-mis-
tress; but, as soon as the facts were pro-
perly stated, the ladies were eager to exert
themselves, and candidly acknowledged,
that they had been to blame in trusting so
much to the reports of the superficial visi-
tors, who had always declared, that the
school was going on perfectly well.

“ More people, who are in the wrong,”
said Dr. Campbell to Forester, “ would be
corrected, if some people, who are in the
right, had a little candour and patience
joined to their other virtues.”

As the company rose from the supper-
table, several young ladies gathered round
the geranium, to admire Flora’s pretty
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flower-pot. The black "stains, however,
struck every eye. Forester was standing by,
rather embarrassed. Flora, with her usual
good-nature, refrained from all explana«
tion, though the exclamations of *“ How
was that done ? "—“ Who could have done
that ?”—were frequently repeated

“ It was an accident,” said Flora; and,
to change the conversation, she praised
the beauty of the geranium; she gathered
one of the fragrant leaves: but, as she was

- going to put it amongst the flowers in her
bosom, she observed she had dropped her
moss-rose. It was a rarity at this time of
the year. It was a rose which Henry
Campbell had raised in a conservatory of
his own construction.

“ Oh! my brother’s beautlful rose !”—
exclaimed Flora.

Forester, who had been much pleased
by her good-nature about the stains on the
flower-pot, now, contrary to his habits,
sympathized with her concern for the loss
‘of her brother’s moss-rose. He even ex-
erted himself so far, as to search under the
benches, and under the supper-table. He
was fortunate enough to find it; and, eager
to restore the prize, he, with more than his
usual gallantry, but not with less than his
customary awkwardness, crept from under
the table, and, stretching half his body over
a bench, pushed his arm between two young
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ladies, into the midst of the groupe, which

surrounded Flora. As his arm extended,

his wrist appeared; and, at the sight of that

wrist, all the young ladies shrunk back,

with unequivocal tokens of disgust. They

whispered—they tittered—and many ex-

pressive looks were lost upon our hero,

who still resolutely held out the hand,

tpon which every eye was fixed. « Here’s

your rose ! Is not this the rose?’’ said he,

still advancing the dreaded hand to Flora,

whose hesitation and blushes surprised him. -
‘Mackenzie burst into a loud laugh; and, °
in a whisper, which all the ladies could
hear, told Forester, that « Miss Campbell
was afraid to take the rose out of his hands,
lest she should catch from him what he
caught from the carter, who brought him
to Edinburgh, or from some 6f his coms
‘panions at the cobbler’s.”

Forester flung the rose he knew. not
where, sprang over the bench, rushed be-
tween Flora and another lady, made to-
-wards the door in a straight line, 'pushing
every thing before him, till a passdge was
made for him by the astonished crowd,
who stood out of his way, as if he had been
& mad dog.

« Forester !” cried Henry and Dr.
Campbell, who were standing upon the
steps before the door, speaking about the
ladies’ carriages—“ What's the matter?
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~—where are you going ?—The carriage id
coming to the door.”

“T had rather walk—don’t speak to
me,” said Forester. * I've beéen insulted
—] am in a passion, but I can command
myself. 1 did not knock him down. Pray
let me pass !”

. Our hero broke from Dr Cainpbell and
Heﬂry with the strength of an enraped aii-
mdl from his keepers; and he must have
Toutid his way home by instinct, for he rdn
* on without considering how he went. He
snatched the light from the servant, who
opetied the door at Dr. Campbell’s—hur-
ried to his own apartment—locked, dou-
ble-locked, and bolted the door—fliing
himself into a chair—and takihg breith,
exclaimed, “ Thank God! I've dohe no
mischief. Thank God! I didn’t knock him
him down! Thank God! he is oiit of my

tght '—and I am cool now-—quite cool—
let the recollect it all.”

TUpon the coolest recollectlon, Forester
cvuld not reconcilé his pride to his present
circumstances. “ Archibald spoke the truth
—why dm 1 angry ?—why was I angry, I
mean ?” He reasoned thuch w1tﬁ himself
upon the ndture of true and false shame:
he repiesented to himself, that the disorder,
which dxsﬁgured his hands, was thouwht
shainefal only becatse it was vulgar ;
whiit was vulpar was hot therefore tnmoral‘
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that the young tittering ladies, who shirank
back from him, were not supreme judges of
right and wrong, that he ought to despise
their opinions, and he despised them with
all his might, for two or three hours, as he
walked up and down his room with unre-
mitting energy. At length, our peripatetic
philosopher threw himself upon his bed,
determined that his repose should not be
disturbed by such trifles: he had by this
time worked. himself up to such a pitch of
magnanimity, that he thought he could,
with composure, meet the diapproving eyes
of millions of his fellow-creatures ; but he
was alone when he formed this erroneous
estimate of the strength of the human
mind. Wearied with passion and reason,
he fell asleep, dreamed that he was con-
tinually presenting flowers, which nobody
would accept; wakened at the imaginary
repetition of Archibald’s laugh, composed
himself again to sleep, and dreamed that
he was in a glover’s shop, trying on
gloves, and that amongst a hundred pair,
which he pulled on, he could not find one
that would fit him. Just as he tore the
- last pair in his hurry, he awakened, shook
off his foolish dream, saw the sun rising be-
tween two chimneys many feet below his
windows ; recollected that in a short time
he should be summoned to breakfast; that.
all the lady-patronesses were to be at this
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breakfast; that he could not hreakfast in
gloves; that Archibald would, perhaps,
again laugh, and Flora, perhaps, again
shrink back. He reproached himself for
his weakness in foreseeing and dreading
this scene., His aversion to lady-patron-
esses, and to balls, was never at a more
formidable height: he sighed for liberty
and independence, which he persuaded him-
self were not: to be had in his present situ-
ation. In one of his long walks, he remem-
bered to have seen, at some miles’ distance
from the town of Edinburgh, on the road to
Leith, a gardener and his boy, who were
singing at their work. These men appeared
to Forester to be yet happier than the cob-
bler, who formerly was the object of his
admiration; and he was persuaded, that he
should be much happier at the gardener’s
cottage, than he could ever be at Dr.
Campbell's house. -

« T am not fit,” said he to himself, * to
live amongst idle gentlemen and ladies ; I
should be happy if I were a useful member
of society ; a gardener is a useful member
of society, and I will be a gardener, and
live with gardeners.”

Forester threw off the clothes, which he
had worn the preceding night at the fatal
ball, dressed himself in his old coat, tied
up a small bundle of linen, and took the
road to Leith. )
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WHEN Henry found that Forester was
not i his room in the morning, he con-
cluded, that he had rambled out towards
Salisbury Craigs, whither he talked, the
preceding day, of going to botanize.

«“1 anm &urprised,” said Dr. Campbeil,
¢« that the young gentleman is out so early,
for I have a notion he has not had much
$leep since we parted, unless he walks in
his sleep, for he has been walking over my
poor head half the night.”

. Breakfast went on—no Forester appear-
ed. Lady Catherine begah to fear; that he
bed broken his neck upon Salisbury Craigs,
and related all the falls she had ever had,
or had ever been near having, in carriages,
on horseback, or otherwise. She then en-
tered into . the geography of Salisbury
Craigs, and began to dispute upon the
probability of his having fallen to the east
or to the west. )

“ My dear lady Catherine,” said Dr.
Campbell,  we are not sure that he has
been upon Salisbury Craigs; whether he
have fallen to the edst or to thé west, we
cannot, therefore, conveniently settle.”

.
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But lady Catherine, whose prudential
imagination travelled fast, went on to in-
gtiire of Dr. Cainpbell, to whom the great
Forester estate would go, in case of any
acciderit having happened, or happening to
the young gentleman, before he should
coine .of age.

Dr. Campbell wis preparmg to give her
ladyship satisfaction upon this point; when
a servant put a letter into his hands. Hen-
ry looked in great anxiety—Dr. Campbell
glanced his eye over the letter, put it iiito
hls  pocket, and desired the servant to show

dperson who brought the letter into hlS
stu

s It’s only & little boy,” said Archibald;

“ I saw him as I passed through the hall. n

“« Cannot a little boy go into my study ?”
said Dr. Campbell, coolly.
 Archibald’s curiosity was strongly ex-

cited, and he slipped out of the room a few
iniiitites afterward, resolved to speak to the
Boy, and to discover the | purpose of his ém-
bassy. Bit Dr. Campbell was behihd him
before he was aware of his approach, and
just as Archibald began to crosq-examme
the boy in these words, ¢ So you came from
a young man; who is about my size!” Dr.
Campbell pat both his hands upon his
stidulders, saying, “ He came from 4 young
man, who does not In the least resemble yod
believe e, Mt. Archibald Mackenzie.”
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Archibald started, turned round, and was
so abashed by the civilly contemptuous
look, with which Dr. Campbell pronounced
these words, that he retired from the stu-
dy, without even attempting any of his
usual equivocating apologies for his intru-
sion. Dr. Campbell now read the letter,
which he had in his pocket. It was as fol-
lows :---

“ Dear Sir,

“ Though I have quitted your house
thus abruptly, I am not insensible of your
kindness. For the step I have taken, I can
offer no apology merely to my guardian,
but you have treated me, Dr. Campbell, as
.your friend, and I shall lay my whole soul
open to you.

“ Notwithstanding your kindness, not-
withstanding the friendship of your son
Henry, whose excellent qualities I know
how to value, I most ingenuously own to
you, that I have been far from happy in
your house. I feel that I cannot be at ease
in the vortex of dissipation ; and the more I
see. of the higher ranks of society, the more
I regret that I was born a gentleman. Nei-
ther my birth nor my fortune shall, how-
ever, restrain me from pursuing that line of
life, which, I am persuaded, leads to virtue
and tranqmlhty Let those, who have no
virtuous indignation, obey the voice of
fashion ! and at her commands, let her slaves
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eat the bread of idleness, till it palls upon the
sense! I reproach myself with having yield-
ed, as I have done of late, my opinions to
the persuasions of friendship ; my mind has
become enervated, and I must fly from the
fatal contagion. Thank heaven, I have yet
the power to fly—1I have yet sufficient force
to break my chains—I am not yet reduced
to the mental degeneracy of the base mo-
narch, who hugged his fetters because they
were of gold.
« I am conscious of powers that fit me
for something better than to waste my ex-
-istence in a ball-room ; and I will not sacri-
fice my liberty to the absurd ceremonies of
daily dissipation. I, that have been the
laughing-stock of the mean and frivolous,
have yet sufficient manly pride, unextin-
guished in my breast, to assert my claim to
your esteem: to assert, that I never have
committed, or shall designedly commit, any
action unworthy of the friend of your son.

“ I do not write to Henry, lest I should
any way involve him in my misfortunes.
He is formed to shine in the polite world,
and his connexion with me might tarnish
the lustre of his character in the eyes of the
¢ nice judging fair. I-hope, however, that
he will not utterly discard me from his
heart, though I cannot dance a reel. I beg
that he will break open the lock of the
trunk, that is in my room, and take out of
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it iy Goldsmith’s Animated Naturef which
‘Tie seemied to like.

“ Ih my table-drawer there are my Mar-
tyn’s Letters on Botany, in which you will
find # fiumber of plants, that I have dried
for Flora---miss Flora Campbell; I should
siy. After what passed last night, I can
scarcely hope they will be accepted. I
-would rathier have them buined than te-
fased ; therefore please Lo burn theri, and
say nothing more upon the subject. Dear
sir, do not judge harshly of me ; I have had
-a severe conflict with myself, before I could
‘Tesolve to leave you. But I would rather
that ou should judge of me with severity,
thari that you should extend to me the same
-§peciés of iridulgence, with which you last
-night viewed the half-intoxicatéd baronét.

“ I can bear any thing but contempt.

¢ Yours, &c.
“ FORESTER.

“P. 8. Itrust that you will not ques-
tion the bearer; he knows where I am, I
therefore put you on your guard. I mean
to earn my own bread as a gardener; I
have always preferred the agricultural to
the comimercial system.”

To this letter, in which the mixture of
dense and extravagance did not much sur-
prise Dr. Campbell, he returned the follow-
ing answer :---

~
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“ My dear cobbler, gardener, orator, or
hy whatever other name you choose to be
addressed, I am too old to be surprised at
any thing, otherwise [ might have been ra-
ther surprised at some things in your elo-
quent letter. You tell me, that you have
the power to fly, and that you do not hug
your chains, though they are of gold! Are
you an alderman, or Dedalus ? or are these
only figures of speech? You inform me,
that you cannot live in the vortex of dissi-
pation, or eat the bread of idleness, and

that you are determingd to be a gardener.”

These things seem to have no necessary con-
nexion with each other. Why you should
reproach yourself so bitterly for hgving
spent one evening of your life in a ball-room,
which I suppose is what you allude to,
when you speak of a vortex of dissipation,
I am at a loss to discover. And why you

cannot, with so much honest pride, yet un-

extinguished in your breast, find any occu-
pation more worthy of your talents, and as
useful to society, as that of a gardenmer, I
own puzzles me a little. Consider these
things coolly ; return to dinper, and we will
compare, at our leisure, the advantages of
the mercantile and the agricultural system.
I forbear to question your messenger, as you

desire; and I shall not shew your letter to-
Henry till after we have dined. .1 hape,.
by that time, you will insist upon my byrge-
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ing it; which, at your request, I shall do
with pleasure, although it contains several
good sentences. As I am not yet sure you
have departed this life, 1 shall not enter
upon my office of executor ; I shall not break
open the lock of your trunk (of which I hope
you will some time, when your mind is less
exalted, find the key), nor shall I stirin the
difficult case of Flora’s legacy. When next
you write your will, let me, for the sake of
your executor, advise you to be more pre-
cise in your directions; for what can be
done, if you order him to give and burn
the same thing in the same sentence? As
you have, amongst your other misfortunes,
the misfortune to be born heir to five or
six thousand a year, you should learn a
little how to manage your own affairs, lest
you should, amongst your poor or rich
companions, meet with some, who are not
quite so honest as yourself.

« If, instead of returning to dine with
us, you should persist in your gardening
scheme, I shall have less esteem for your
good sense, but I shall forbear to reproach
you. I shall leave you to learn by your own
experience, if it be not in my power to
give you the advantages of minc gratis.
But, at the same time, I shall discover
where you are, and shall inform myself
exactly of all your proceedings. This, as
your guardian, is my duty. I should far-
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ther warn you, that I shall not, whilst you
choose to live in a rank below your own,
supply you with your customary yearly
allowance. Two hundred guineas a year
would be an extravagant allowance in your
present circumstances. I do not mention
money with any idea of influencing your
generous mind by mercenary motives ; but
it is necessary that you should not de-
ceive yourself by inadequate experiments.
You cannot be rich and poor at the same
time. I gave you, the day before yester-
day, five ten-guinea notes for your last
quarterly allowance; T suppose you have
taken these with you, therefore you cannot
be in any immediate distress for money.-
I am sorry, I own, that you are so well
provided, because a man, who has fifty
guineas in his pocket-book, cannot dis-
tinctly feel what it is to be compelled to
earn his own bread.

“ Do not, my dear ward, think me harsh;
my.friendship for you gives me courage to
inflict present pain, with a view to your
future advantage. You must not expect
to see any thing of your friend Henry, un-
til you return to us. f shall, as his father
and your guardian, request that he will
trust implicitly to my prudence upon this
occasion ; that he will make no inquiries
concerning you; and that he will abstain
from all connexion with you, whilst you

absent yourself from your friends. You:
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canpot live amongst the vulgar (by the
vulgar I mean the ill-educated, the igno-
rant, those who have neither noble senti-
ments nor agreeable manuers), and at the
same time enjoy the pleasures of cultivated
society. I shall wait, not without anxiety,
till your choice be decided.
¢ Believe me to be,
“ Your sincere friend and guardian,
“ H. CAMPBELL, sen.”?

As soon as Dr. Campbell had dispatched
this letter, he returned to the company.
The ladies, after breakfast, proceeded to
the charity-school; but Henry was so
anxious to learn what was become of his
friend Forester, that he could scarcely
enjoy the effects of his own benevolent
exertions. It was with difficulty, such as
he had never before experienced, that Dr.
Campbell obtained from him the promise
to suspend all intercourse with Forester.
Henry’s first impulse, when he read the
letter, which his father now found it pru-
dent to show him, was to search for his
friend instantly. ¢ I am sure,” said he,
“ I shall be.able to find him out; and, if I
can but see him, and speak to him, I know
I could prevail upon him to return to us.”

“ Yes,” said Dr. Campbell, “ perhaps you
might persuade him to return : but that is
not the ohbject : unless his understanding
be convinced, what shonld we gain? .
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. % It should be convinced. I could con-
vince him,” cried Henry.

“ 1 have, my dear son,” said Dr. Camp-
bell, smiling, * the highest opinion of your
logic and eloquence; but are your reason-
ing powers stronger to-day, than they were
yesterday ? Have you any new arguments
to produce ? I thought you had exhausted
your whole store without effect.”

Henry paused.

 Believe me,” continued his father,
lowering his voice, “ I am not insensible to
your friend’s good, and, I will say, great
qualities ; I do not leave him to suffer evils,
without feeling as much perhaps as you can
do; but I am convinced, that the solidity
‘of his character, and the happiness of his
whole life, will depend upon the impression
that is now made upon his mind by realities.
He will see society as it is. He has abili-
ties and generosity of mind which will make
him a first-rate character, if his friends do
not spoil him.out of false kindness, Henry.”"

Henry, at these words, held out his hand
to his father, and gave him the promise
which he desired.

« But,” added he, ¢ I still have hopes
from your letter—I should not be surprised
to see Forester at dinner to day.”

« I should,” said Dr. Campbell.

Dr. Campbell, alas! was right. Henry
looked eagerly towards the door every time

VOL. I. E
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it opened, when they were at dinner; but
be was continually disappointed. Flora,
whose gaiety usually enlivened the even-
ings, and agreeably relieved her father and
brother after their morning studies, was
now silent. ,

Whilst lady Catherine’s volubility over-
powered even the philosophy of Dr, Camp-
bell, she wondered—she never ceased won-
dering, that Mr. Forester did not appear
—and that the doctor and Mrs. Campbell,
and Henry, and Flora, were not more
alarmed. She proposed sending twenty
different messengers after him. She was
now convinced, that he had not fallen from
Salisbury Craigs, because Dr. Campbell as-
sured her ladyship, that he had a letter
from him in his pocket, and that he was
safe; but she thought that there was im-
minent danger of his enlisting in a frolic,
or, perhaps, marrying some cobbler’s daugh-
ter in a pet. She turned to Archibald
Mackenzie, and exclaimed, ¢ He was
at a cobbler’s; it could not be merely to
mend his shoes. What sort of a lassy is
the cobbler’s daughter; or has the cobbler
a daughter?”

¢ She is hump-backed, luckily,” said Dr.
Campbell, coolly.

% That does not signify,” said lady Ca-
therine; “ I'm convinced she is at the bot-
tom of the whole mystery; for I once
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heard Mr. Forester say, and I'm sure you
must recollect it, Flora, my dear; for he
looked at you at the time—I once heard
him say, that personal beauty was no
merit, and that ugly people ought to be
liked—or some such thing—out of hu-
manity. Now, out of humanity, with his
odd notions, it’s ten to one, Dr. Campbell,
he marries this hump-backed cobbler’s
daughter. I'm sure, if I was his guardian,
I could not rest an instant with such a
thought in my head.”

¢ Nor L” said Dr. Campbell, quietly;
and in spite of her ladyship’s astonishment,
remonstrances, and conjectures, he main-
tained his resolute composure,

E2
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THE GARDENER.

THE gardener, that lived on the road to "
Leith, who had struck Forester's fancy,
was a square, thick, obstinate-eyed, hard-
working, ignorant, elderly man, whose soul
was intent upon his petty daily gains, and
whose honesty was of that ¢ course-spun,
vulgar sort*,” which alone can he expected
from men of uncultivated minds. Mr.
M-‘Evoy, for that was the gardener’s name,
was both good-natured and selfish; his
views and ideas all centered in his own fa-
mily; and his affection was accumulated and
reserved for two individuals, his son and his
daughter. The son was not so industrious
as the father; he was ambitious of seeing
something of the world, and he consorted
with all the young ’prentices in Edinburgh,
who would condescend to forget, that he
was a country boy, and to remember that
he expected, when his father should die,
~ t0 be rich. Mr. M‘Evoy’s daughter was
an ugly, cross-looking girl, who spent all
the money that she could either earn or

® Mrs. Barbauld’s Essay on the Inconsistency of
Human Wishes.
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save, upon ribands and fine gowns, with
which she fancied she could supply all the
defects of her person.

This powerful motive for her economy
operated incessantly upon her mind, and
she squeezed all that could possibly be
squeezed for her private use from the fru-
gal household. The boy, whose place
Forester thought himself so fortunate to
supply, had left the gardener, because he
could not bear to work and be scolded '
without eating or drinking.

The gardener willingly cemplied with
our hero’s first request; he gave him a spade,
and he set him to work. Forester dug with
all the energy of an enthusiast, and dined
like a philosopher upon colcannon: but
colcannon did not charm him so much the
second day, as it had donme the first; and
the third day it was yet less to his taste;
besides, he began to notice the difference
between oaten and wheaten bread. He
however recollected, that Cyrus lived, when
he was alad, upon water-cresses—the black
broth of the Spartans he likewise remem-
bered, and he would not complain. He
thought, that he should soon accustom him-
self to his scanty, homely fare. A number
of the disagreeable circumstances of pover-
ty he had not estimated when he entered
upon his new way of life, and though at
Dr. Campbell’s table he had often said to

*
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himself, “ I could do very well without all -
these things,” yet, till he had actually tried
the experiment, he had not clear ideas
upon the subject. He missed a number of
little pleasures and conveniences, which he
had scarcely noticed, whilst they bad every
day presemted themselves as matters of
course. The occupation of digging was la-
borious, but it afforded no exercise to his
mind, and he felt most severely the want of
Henry’s agreeable conversation; he had no
one to whom he could new talk of the wa-
ter-cresses of Cyrus, or the black broth of
the Spartans; he had no ome with whom
he could dispute concerning the Stoic or
the Epicurean doctrines, the mercantile or
the agricultural system. Many objections
to the agricultural system, which had es-
caped him, occurred now to his mind; and
his compassion for the worms, whom he
was obliged to cut in pieces continually with
his spade, acted every hour more forcibly
upon his benevolent heart. He once at-
tempted  to explain his feelings for the
worms to the gardener, who stared at himy
with all the insolence of ignorance, and bid
him mind his work, with a tone of autho-
rity, which ill suited Forester’s feelings and
love of independence.

“Is ignorance thus to command know-
ledge? Is reason thus to be silenced by
boorish stupidity ? ” said Forester to himself,
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as he recollected the patience and candour,
with. which Dr. Campbell and Henry used
to converse with him. He began to think,
that in cultivated literary society he had en-
joyed more liberty of mind, more freedom
of opinion, than he could taste in the com-
pany of an illiterate gardener. The gar-
dener’s son, though his name was Colin,
had no Arcadian simplicity,. nothing which
could please the classic taste of Forester,
or which could recal to his mind the Ec-
logues of Virgil, or the golden age, * the
Gentle Shepherd*,” or the Ayrshire Plough-
mant. Colin’s favourite holiday’s diver-
sion was playing at goff’: this game which
is played with a bat loaded with lead, and
with a ball, which is harder than a cricket- .
_ ball, requires much strength and dex-
terity. Forester used, sometimes, to ac-
company the gardener’s son to the Linkst,
where numbers of people, of different
descriptions, are frequently seen practis-
ing this diversion. Our hero was ambiti-
ous of excelling at the game of goff'; and,
as he was. not particularly adroit, he ex-
posed himself, in his first attempts, to the
derision of the spectators, and he likewise -
received several severe blows. Colin
laughed at him without mercy; and To-
rester could not help comparing the rude

* Ramsay. + Burns.
T A lee or common near Edinburgh,
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expressions of his new companion’s untu-
tored vanity, with the unassuming manners
and unaffected modesty of Henry Camp-
bell. Forester soon took an aversion to the
game of goff, and recollected Scotch reels
with less contempt.

One evening, after having finished his
task of digging (for digging was'now be-
come a task) he was now going to take a
walk to a lake near Edinburgh: when Co-
lin, who was at the same instant setting out
for the Links, roughly insisted upon Fores-
ter’s accompanying him. Our hero, who
was never much disposed to yield to the
taste of others, positively refused the gar-
dener’s son, with some imprudent expres-
sions of contempt. From this moment, Co-
lin became his enemy, and, by a thousand
malicious devices, contrived to show his vul-
gar hatred. ’

Forester now, to his great surprise, dis-
covered, that hatred could exist in a cottage.
Female vanity, he likewise presently per-
ceived, was not confined to the precincts
of a ball-room ; he found that Miss M‘Evoy
" spent every leisure moment in the contem-
plation of her own coarse image in a frac-
tured looking-glass. . He once ventured to
express his dislike of a hany-coloured plaid,
in which Miss M‘Evoy had arrayed herself
for a dance ; and the fury of her looks, and
the loud toned vulgarity of her conceit,
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were strongly contrasted with the recollec-
tion of Flora Campbell’s gentle manners and
sweetness of temper. The painted flower-
pot was present to his imagination, and he
turned from the lady, who stood before him,
with an air of disgust, which he had nei~
ther the wish nor the power to conceal.
The consequences of offending this high-
spirited damsel our hero had not sufficient-
ly considered : the brother and sister, who
seldom agreed in any thing else, now agreed,
though from different motives, in an eager
desire to torment Forester. Whenever he
entered the cottage, either to rest himself,
or to partake of those ‘ savoury messes,
which the neat-handed Phillis dresses,” he
was received with sullen silence, or with
taunting reproach.. The old gardener, stu-
pid as he was, Forester thought an agree-
able companion, compared with his insolent
son, and his vixen daughter. The happiest
" hours of the day, to our hero, were those
which he spent at his work ; his affections,
repressed and disappointed, became a source
of misery to him.

“Is there nothing in this world, to
which I can attach myself?” said Forester,
as he one day leaned upon his spade in a
melancholy mood.—* Must I spend my
life in the midst of absurd altercations? Is
it for this, that I have a heart and an un-
derstanding ?—No one here cumprehends

ES
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one werd I say—I am an object of

and hatred, whilst my soul is formed for the
most benevolent feelings, and capable of the
most extensive views. And of what ser-
vice am I to my fellow-creatures ? Even
this stupid gardeper, even a common la-
bourer, is-as useful to society as I am.. Com-
pared with Henry Campbell, what am I?
©Oh, Henry '—Flora '—could you see me at
this instant, you would—pity me.’”

Bat the fear of being an object of pity
wakened Forester’s pride; and though he
felt that he was unhappy, he could not. bear
to acknowledge, that he had mistaken: the
road to happiness. His imaginary picture
of rural felicity was not to be sure realized ;
- But he resolved to bear his disappointment
with fortitude, to fulfil his engagements with
his master, the gardener, and then to- seek
some other more eligible situation. In the
mean time, his benevolence tried to expand:
itself upon the only individual in this fami-
ly, who treated him tolerably well : he grew
fond of the old gardener, because there was
nothing else near him, to which he could
attach himself, not even a dog or a cat.
The old man, whose temper was not quite
so enthusiastical as Forester’s, looked upon
him as an industrious simple young man,
above the usual class of servants, and ra-
ther wished to keep him in his service, be-
cause he gave him less than the cwurrent
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wages. Forester, after his late reflections
upen digging, began to think, that, by ap-
plying his understanding to the business of
gardening, he ight perhaps make some
discoveries, which should excite his mas-
ter’s everlasting gratitude, and immorta-
lize his own name. He pledged a shirt
and pair of stockings at a poor bookseller’s

_stall, for some volumes upon gardening ;
and these, in spite of the ridicule of Colin
and miss M‘Evoy, he studied usually at
his meals. He at length met with an ac.
count of some experiments upon fruit-trees,
which he thought would infallibly make the
gardener’s fortune.

« Did you not tell me,” said Forester,
to the gardener, “ that cherries were some-
times sold very high in Edinburgh ?”

« Five a penny,”’ said the gardener; and
he wished, from the bottom of his heart,
that he had a thousand cherry-trees, hut
he possessed only one.

He was considerably alarmed, when
Forester proposed to him, as the certain
means of making his fortune, to strip the
bark of this cherry-tree, assuring him, that
a similar experiment had been tried and
had succeeded ; that his cherry-tree would
bear twice as many cherries, if he would
only strip the bark from it. * Let me try
one branch for an experiment—I wil/ try
one- branch.!” :
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But the gardener peremptorily forbade
all experiments; and, shutting Forester’s
book, bade him leave such nonsense, and
mind his business.

Provoked by this instance of tyrannical
ignorance, Forester forgot his character of
a servant boy, and at length called his
master an obstinate fool.

No sooner were these words uttered,
than the gardener emptied the remains of
his Watenng-pot coolly in Forester’s face ;
and, first paying him his wages, dismissed
him from his service.

Miss M‘Evoy, who was at work, seated
at the door, made room most joyfully for
Forester to pass, and observed, that she
had long since prophesied he would not do
for them.

Forester was now convinced, that it was
impossible to reform a positive old garden-
er, to make him try new experiments upon
cherry-trees, or to interest him for the pro-
gress of science. He deplored the perver-
sity of human nature, and he began, when
he reflected upon the characters of miss

M¢Evoy and her brother, to believe, that
they were beings distinct from the rest of
their species; he was, at all events, glad
to have parted with such odious companions.
On his road from Leith to Edinburgh he
had time for various reflections. .

. Thn'ty shnllmgs then, with hard bodxly
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labour, I have earned for one month’s ser-
vice?” said Forester to himself. ¢ Well,
I will keep to my resolution. I will live
upon the money I earn, and upon that
alone; I will not have recourse to my bank
notes till the last extremity.” He took
out his pocket-book, however, and looked
at them, to see that they were safe. “ How
wretched,” thought he, “ must be that
being, who is obliged to purchase, in his
utmost need, the assistance of his fellow-
creatures with such vile trash as this! I
have been unfortunate in my first experi-
ment; but all men are not like this selfish
gardener and his brutal son, incapable of
disinterested friendship.”

Here Forester was interrupted in his
meditations by a young man, who accosted
him with—* Sir, if I don’t mlstake, 1 be-
lieve I have a key of yours.”

Forester looked up at the young man’s
face, and recollected him to be the person
who had nearly lost his life in descending
for his key into the brewing vat.

“ I knew you again, sir,”’ continued the
brewer’s clerk, “ by your twirling those
scissars upon your finger, just as you were
doing that day at the brewery.”

Forester was unconscious, till this mo-
ment, that he had a pair of scissars in his
hand : whilst the gardener was paying him
his wages, to relieve his mawvaise honte,
our hero took up miss M‘Evoy’s secissars,
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which lay upon the table, and twirled them
upon his finger, as he used to do with a
key. He was rather ashamed to perceive,
that he had not yet cured himself of such
a silly habit. ¢ I thought the lesson I got
at the brewery,” said he, “ would have
cured me for ever of this foolish trick ; but
the diminutive chains of habit¥*, as some-
body says, are scarcely ever heavy enough
to be felt, till they are too strong to be
broken.”

« Sir!” said the astonished clerk—

¢« 0O, I beg your pardon,” said our hero,
who now perceived by his countenance, that
this observation on the peculiar nature of
the chains of habit was utterly unintelligi-
ble to him; * pray, sir, can you tell me
what o’clock it is ?”’

« Half after four—I am—sir,” said the
clerk, producing his watch, with the air of
a man, who thought a watch a matter of
some importance. “ Hum! He can’t be
a gentleman; he has no watch!” argued he
with himself; and he looked at Forester’s
vough apparel with astonishment. Fo-
rester had turned back towards Leith,
that he might return miss M‘Evoy her
scissars. The brewer’s clerk was going
to Leith, to collect some money for his
master. As they walked on, the young
man talked to our hero with good nature,
but with a species of familiarity, which
' # Dr. Johnson’s Vision of Theodore.
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was strikingly different from the respectful
manaer in which he formerly addressed
Farester, when he had seen him in a better
eoat, and in the company of a young gen-
tleman.

“ You have left Dr, Campbell’s then ?”
said he, looking with curiosity. Forester
veplied, that he had left Dr. Campbell’s,
because he preferred earning his own bread,
to living an idle life amongst gentlemen
and ladies.

The clerk, at this speech, looked ear-
nestly in Forester’s face, and began to sus-
pect, that he was deranged in his mind.

As the gravity of our hero’s looks, and
the sobriety of his demeanour, did not give
any strong indications of insanity, the
clerk, after a few minutes' consideration,
inclined to believe, that Forester concealed
the truth from him; that probably he was
some dependant of Dr. Campbell’s family;
that he had displeased his friends, and had
been discarded in disgrace. He was con-
firmed in these suppositions by Forester’s
telling him, that he had just left the ser-
vice of a gardener; that he did not know
where to find a lodging for the night; and
that he was in want of some employment,
by which he might support himself inde-
pendently.

The clerk, who remembered with gra-
titude the intrepidity with which Forester
had hazarded his life to save him the
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morning that he was at the brewery, and
who had also some compassion for a young
" gentleman reduced to poverty, told him,
that if he could write a good band, knew
any thing of accounts, and could get a
character for punctuality (meaning to in-
clude honesty in this word) from any cre-
ditable people, he did not deubt, that his
master, who had large concerns, might find
employment for him as an under clerk.
Forester’s pride was not agreeably soothed
by the manner of this proposal, but he was
glad to hear of a situation, to use the
clerk’s genteel expression; and he more-
over thought, that he should now have an
opportunity of comparing the commercial
and agricultural system.

The clerk hinted, that he supposed Fo-
rester would choose to  make himself
smart,” before he called to offer himself at
the brewery, and advised him to call about
six, as, by that time in the evening, his
master was generally at leisure.

A dinner at a public house (for our hero
did not know where else to dine), and the
farther expense of a new pair of shoes, and
some other articles of dress, almost ex-
hausted his month’s wages; he was very
unwilling to make any of these purchases,
but the clerk assured him, that they were
indispensable ; and, indeed, at last, his ap-
pearance was scarcely upon a par with that
of his friendly adviser.
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THE BET.

BEFORE we follow Forester to the brew-
ery, we must request the attention of our
readers to the history of a bet of Mr. Archl-
bald Mackenzie’s.

We have already noticed the rise and
progress of this young gentleman’s ac-
quaintance with sir Philip Gosling. Ar-
chibald,

¢¢ Whose ev'r dy frolic had some end in view,
Ne'er play’d the fool, but play’d the rascal too *,”

cultivated assiduously the friendship of this
weak, dissipated, vain young baronet, in
hopes that he might, in process of time,
make some advantage of his folly. Sir
Philip had an unfortunately high opinion
of his own judgment ; an opinion which he
sometimes found it difficult to inculcate
upon the minds of others, till he hit upon -
the compendious method of laying high
wagers in support of all his assertions.
Few people chose to venture a hundred
guineas upon the turn of a straw. Sir
Philip, in all such contests, came off vic-
torious; and he plumed himself much
upon the successes of his purse. Archi-

* Anonymous.
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bald affected the greatest deference for sir
Philip’s judgment; and, as he observed that
the baronet piqued himself upon his skill
as a jockey, he flattered him indefatigably
upon tbis subject. He accompanied sir
Philip continually in his long visits to the
livery-stables; and he made himself fami-
liarly acquainted with the keeper of the
livery-stables, and even with the hostlers.
So low can interested pride descend ! All
this pains Archibald took, and more—for
a very small object. He had set his fancy
upon Sawney, one of his friend’s horses;
and he had no doubt, but that he should
either mduce sir Philip to make him a pre-
sent of this horse, or that he should jockey
him out of it, by some well-timed.bet.

In counting upon the baronet’s genero-
sity, Archibald was mistaken. Sir Philip
had that species of good-nature, which can
lend, but not that which can give. He
offered to lend the horse to Archibald most
willingly ; but the idea of giving it was far
distant from his imagination. Archibald,
who at length despaired of his friend’s
generosity, had recourse to his other
scheme of the wager. After having ju-
dxcmusly lost a few gumeas to sir Philip
in wagers, to confirm him in his extrava-
gant opinion of his own judgment, Archi-
bald, one evening, when the fumes of wine
and vanity, operating together, had some-




THE BET, 91

what exalted the man of judgment’s ima-
gination, urged him, by artful, hesitating
contradiction, to assert the most incredible
things of one of his horses, to whom he
had given the name of Favourite. Archi.
bald knew, from the best authority—from
the master of the livery stables, who was
an experienced jockey, that Favourite was
by no means a match for Sawney; he
therefore waited quietly, till sir Philip Gos-
ling laid a very considerable wager upon
the head of his « Favourite.” Archibald
immediately declared, he could not, in
conscience—that he could not, for the
honour of Scotland, give up his friend
Sawney.

“ Sawney!” cried sir Philip; « I'll bet
fifty guineus, that Favourite beats him hol-
low at a walk, trot, or gallop, whichever
you please.”

Archibald artfully affected to be startled
at this defiance; and, seemingly desirous
to draw back, pleaded his inability to
measure purses with such a rich man as
sir Philip.

" % Nay, my boy,” rephed sir Philip, « that
excuse sha’n’t stand you in stead. You
have a pretty little poney there, that lady
Catherine has just given you ; if you won’t
lay me fifty guineas, will you risk your
poney against my judgment?”’ .

Archibald had now brought his friend
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exactly to the point at which he had been
long aiming. Sir Philip staked his hand-
some horse Sawney. against Archibald’s
sorry poney, upon this wager, that Favour-
ite should, at the first trials, beat Sawney
at a walk, a trot, and a gallop.

Warmed with wine, and confident in his
own judgment, the weak baronet insisted
upon having the bet immediately decided.
The gentlemen ordered out their horses,
and the wager was to be determined upon
the sands of Leith.

Sir Philip Gosling, to his utter astonish-
ment, found himself for once mistaken in
his judgment. The treacherous Archibald
coolly suffered hin to exhale his -passion
in unavailing oaths, and at length rejoiced
to hear him consoling himself with the
boast, that this was the first wager upon
horse-flesh that he had ever lost in his life.
The master of the livery-stables stared
with well-affected incredulity, when sir
Philip, upon his return from the sands of
Leith, informed him, that Favourite had
been beat hollow by Sawney ; and Archi-
bald, by his additional testimony, could
scarcely convince him of the fact, till he
put two guineas into his hand, when he
recommended kis new horse Sawney to his
particular care. Sir Philip,. who was not
gifted with quick observation, did not take
notice of this last.convincing argument.
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Whilst this passed, he was talking eagerly
to the hostler, who confirmed him in his
opinion, which he still repeated as loud
as ever, “ that Favourite ought to have
won.” ©~ This point Archibald prudently
avoided to contest; and he thus succeeded
in duping and flattering his friend at once.

“ Sawney for ever!” cried Archibald,
as soon as sir Philip had left the stables.
“ Sawney for ever!” repeated the hostler,
and reminded Mackenzie, that he had
promised him half a guinea. Archibald
had no money in his pocket; but he as-
sured the hostler, that he would remember
him the next day. The next day, how-
ever, Archibald, who was expert in par-
" simonious expedients, considered, that he
had better delay giving the hostler his half-
guinea, till it had been earned by his care
of Sawney.

It is the usual error of cunning people,
to take it for granted, that others are fools.
This hostler happened to be a match for
our young laird in cunning; and, as soon
as he perceived, that it was Archibald’s
intention to cheat him of the interest of his
half-guinea, he determined to revenge him-
self in his care of Sawney. We shall here-
after see the success of his devices.
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THE SADDLE AND BRIDLE.

ScARCELY had Archibald Mackenzie
been two days in possession of the long-
wished-for object of his mean soul, when
he became dissatisfied with his own saddle
and bridle, which certainly did not, as sir
Philip observed, suit his new horse. The
struggles in Archibald’s mind, betwixt his
taste for expense and his habits of saving,
were often rather painful to him. He had
received from lady Catherine a ten-guinea
note, when he first came to Dr. Camp-
bell's ; and he had withstood many tempta-
tions to change it. One morning (the
day that he had accompanied Henry and
Forester to the watch-maker’s), he was so
strongly charmed by the sight of a watch-
chain and seals, that he actually took his
bank note out of his scrutoire at his re-
turn home, put it into his pocket, when
he dressed for dinner, and resolved to call
that evening at the watch-maker’s, to in-
dulge his fancy, by purchasing the watch-
chain, and to gratify his family pride, by
getting his coat of arms. splendidly en-
graven upon the seal. He called at the
watch-maker’s, in company with sir Philip
Gosling, but he could not agree with
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him respecting the price of the chain and -

seals ; and Archibald consoled himself with
the reflection, that his bank-note would
still remain. He held the note in his hand,
whilst he higgled about the price of the
watch-chain.

“ O, d—n the expense!” cried sir Philip,

“ O, I mind ten guineas as little as any
man,” said Archibald, thrusting the bank-
note, in imitation of the baronet, with
affected carelessness, into his waistcoat
pocket. He was engaged that night to go
to the play with sir Philip, and he was
much hurried in dressing. His servant
observed that his waistcoat was stained,
and looked out another for him.

Now this man sometimes took the iiberty‘

of wearing his master’s clothes ; and, when

Archibald went to the play, the servant -

dressed himself in the stained waistcoat,
to appear at a ball, which was given that
night in the neighbourhood, by some
“ gentleman’s gentleman.” The waistcoat
was rather too tight for the servant: he
tore it; and, instead of sending it to the
washerwoman’s, to have the stain washed
out, as his master had desired, he was now
obliged to send it to the tailor’s, to have it
mended. '

Archibald’s sudden wish for a new saddle
and bridle for Sawney could not be grati-
fied without changing the bank-nate; and,
forgetting that he had left it in the pocket
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of his waistcoat the night that he went to
the - play, he searched for it in the scru-
* toire, in which he was accustomed to keep
his treasures. He was greatly disturbed,
when the note was not to be found in the
scrutoire; he searched over and over again;
not a pigeon-hole, not a drawer, remained
to be examined. He tried to recollect
when he bad last seen it, and at length
remembered, that he put it into his waist-
coat pocket, when he went to the watch-
maker’s ; that he had taken' it out to look
at, whilst he was in the shop ; but whether
he had brought it home safely or not, he
could not precisely ascertain. His doubts
upon this subject, however, he cautiously
‘concealed, resolved, if possible, to make
somebody or other answerable for his loss.
He summoned his servant, told him that
he had left a ten-guinea bank-note in his
waistcoat pocket the night that he went
to the play; and that, as the waistcoat
was given into his charge, he must be
answerable for the note. The servant
boldly protested, that he neither could nor
would be at the loss of a note, which he
had never seen.

Archibald now softened his tone; for he
saw, that he had no chance of bullying the
servant. “ I desired you' to send it to the
washerwoman’s,” said he.

« And so I did, sir,” said the man.

This was true, but not the whole truth.
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He had previously sent the waistcoat to
the tailor’s, to have the rent repaxred
which it received the night he wore it at
the ball. 'These circumstances the servant
thought proper to suppress; and he was
very ready to agree with his master in ac-
cusing the poor washerwoman of having
stolen the note. The washerwoman was
extremely industrious, and perfectly ho-
nest ; she had a large family, that depended
upon her labour, and upon her character,
for support. She was astonished and
shocked at the charge that was brought
‘against her; and declared, that, if she
. were able, she would rather pay the whole
money at once, than suffer any suspicion
to go abroad against her. Archibald re-
joiced to find her in this disposition; and
he assured her, that the only method to
avoid disgrace, a lawsuit, and ruin, was
instantly to pay, or to promise to pay, the
money. It was out of her power to pay
it; and she would not promise what she
knew she could not perform.

Archibald redoubled his threats; the
servant stood by his master. The poor
~woman burst into tears; but she steadily
declared that she was innnocent ; and no
promise could be extorted from her, even
in the midst of her terror. Though she
had horrible, perhaps not absolutely visi-
onary, ideas of the dangers of a lawsuit,

VOL. I, F
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yet she had some confidence in the cer-
tainty that justice was on her side. Archi-
bald said, that she might zalk about jus-
tice as much as she pleased, but that she
must prepare to submit to the law. The
woman trembled at the sound of these
words; but, though ignorant, she was no
fool, and she had a friend in Dr. Camp-
bell’s family, to whom she resolved to apply
in her distress. Henry Campbell had visit-
ed her little boy when he was ill, and had
made him some small present ; and, though
she did not mean to encroach upon Henry’s
good-nature, she - thought, that he had so
much learning, that he certainly could,
without its costing her any thing, put her
.in the right way to avoid the law, with
which she had been threatened by Archi-
bald Mackenzie and his servant.

Henry heard the story with indignation,
such as Forester would have felt in similar
circumstances; but prudence tempered his
enthusiastic feelings; and prudence ren-
ders us able to assist others, whilst enthu-
siasm frequently defeats its own purposes,
and injures those whom it wildly attempts
to serve. Henry, knowing the character
of Archibald, governed himself according-
ly ; he made no appeal to his feelings; for
he saw that the person must be deficient in
humanity, who could have threatened a
defenceless woman with such severity ; he
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did not speak of justice to the tyranmical
laird, but he spoke of law, He told Archi-
bald, that, bemg thoroughly convinced of
the woman’s innocence, he had drawn up
a state of her case, which she, in compli-
ance with his advice, was ready to lay be-
fore an advocate, naming the ﬁrst counsel
in Edinburgh.

The young laird repeated, thh a mix-
ture of apprehension anﬁusplcmn. “ Drawn
up a case! No! you can’t know how to
draw up cases; you are not a lawyer——
you only say this to bully me.”

Henry replied, that he was no lawyer;
that he could, notwithstanding, state plain
facts in such a manner, he hoped, as to
make a case intelligible to any sensible
lawyer ; that he meant to show what he
had written to his father.

“ Youw'll show it to me, first, won’t you?”
said Archibald, who wished to gain time
for consideration.

Henry put the paper, which he had
drawn up, into his hands, and waited with
‘a determined countenance beside him,
whilst he perysed the case. Archibald
saw, that Henry had abilities and steadi-
ness to go through with the business; the
facts were so plainly and forcibly stated,
that his hopes even from law began to fal-
ter. He therefore talked about humanity
—said, he pitied the poor woman; could

F 2
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not bear to think of distressing her; but
that, at the same time, he had urgent occa-
sion for money ; that, if he could even reco-
ver five guineas of it, it would be some-
thing. He added, that he had debts, which
he could not, in honour, delay to discharge.

Now Henry had five guineas, which he
had reserved for the purchase of some ad-
ditions to his cabinet of mineralogy, and he

‘offered to lend this money to Archibald,
to pay the debts that he could not,in honour,
“delay to discharge, upon express condition,
that he should say nothing more to the
poor woman concerning the bank-note.

To this condition Archibald most will-
ingly acceded; and as Henry, with gene-
rous alacrity, counted the five guineas into
his hand, this mean, incorrigible being
said to himself, “ What fools these bookish
young men are, after all! Though he can
draw up cases so finely, I've taken him in
at last; and I wish it was ten guineas
instead of five !”

Fatigued with the recital of the various
petty artifices of this avaricious and dis-
sipated young laird, we shall now relieve

-ourselves, by turning from the history of

" meanness to that of enthusiasm. The

faults of Forester we hope and wish to see
-corrected ; but who can be interested for
the selfish Archibald Mackenzie ?
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FORESTER, A CLERK.

WE left Forester, when he was just'

going to offer himself as clerk to a brewer.
The brewer was a prudent man; and he

sent one of his porters with a letter to Dr. .

Campbell, to inform him that a young
lad, whom he had formerly seen in com-
pany with Mr. Henry Campbell, and who,

he understood was the doctor’s ward, had .

applied to him, and that he should be

very happy to take him into his service, .

if his friends approved of it, and could
properly recommend him. In conse-
quence of Dr. Campbell’s answer to the
brewer’s letter, Forester, who knew no-
thing of the application to his friends, ob-
tained the vacant clerkship. He did not,
however, long continue in his new situa-
tion. At first, he felt happy, when he
found himself relieved from the vulgar
petulance of Miss M‘Evoy and her brother
Colin: in comparison with their rude ill-

humours, the clerks, who were his com--

panions, appeared patterns of civility.—
By hard experience, Forester was taught
to know, that obliging manners in our
companions, add something to the happi-
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ness of our lives. “ My mind to me a
kingdom is,” was once his common an-
swer to all, that his friend Henry could
urge in favour of the pleasures of society ;
but he now began to suspect, that, sepa-
rated from social intercourse, his mind,
however enlarged, would afford him but a
dreary kingdom.

He flattered himself, that he could make
a friend of the clerk, who had found his
key : this young man’s name was Richard-
sen; he was good-natured, but ignorant;
and neither his education nor his abilities
distinguished him from any other clerk in
similar circumstances. Forester invited
him to walk ‘to Arthur’s Seat, after the
monotonous business of the day was over,
but - the clerk preferred walking oh holi-
days in Prince’s Street ; and, after several
ineffectual attempts to engage him in mo-
ral and metaphysical arguments, our hero
discovered the depth of his companion’s
ignorance with astonishment.  Once,
when he found that two of the clerks, to
whom he had been talking of Cicero -
and Pliny, did not know any thing of
these celebrated personages, he said, with
a sigh,

¢ ¢ But knowledge to their eyes her ample page,
Rich with the spoils of time, did ne’er unrol;
Chill penury repress’d their noble rage,
And froze the genial current of their soul.” **
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The word penury, in this stanza, the
clerks at least understood, and it excited
their “ noble rage;” they hinted, that it
ill became a person, who did not dress
nearly as well as themselves, to give himself
such airs, and to taunt his betters with
poverty; they said, that they supposed,
because he was an Englishman, as they
perceived by his accent, he thought he
might insult Scotchmen as he pleased. It
was vain for him to attempt any explana-~
tion; their pride and their prejudices
combined against him ; and, though their
dislike to him was not so outrageous as
that of the gardener, gentle Colin, yet it
was quite sufficient to make him uneasy
in his situation. Richardson was as
steady as could reasonably be expected ;
but he showed so little desire to have * the
ample page, rich with the spoils of time,”
unrolled to him, that he excited our young
scholar’s comtempt. No friendships can
be more unequal than those between ig-
norahce and knowledge. We pass over
the journal of our hero’s hours, which
were spent in casting up and verifying
dccounts ; this occupation, at length, he
decided must be extremely injurious to
the human understanding, *“ All the higher
faculties of my soul,” said he to himself,
< are absolutely useless at this work, and
¥ am reduced to a mere machine.” But
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there were' many other circumstances, in
the mercantile system, which Forester had
not foreseen, and which shocked him ex-
tremely. The continual attention to petty’
gain, the little artifices which a tradesman
thinks himself justifiable in practising up-
on his customers, could not be endured by
his ingenous mind. One morning, the
brewery was in an uncommon bustle ; the
clerks were all in motion. Richardson
told Forester, that they expected ‘a visit
in a few hours from the gauger and the
supervisor, and that they were preparing
for their reception. When the nature of
these preparations was explained to Fo-
rester; when he was made to understand,
that the business and duty of a brewer’s
clerk was to assist his master in evading
certain clauses in certain acts of parlia-
ment; when he found, that to trick a
gauger was thought an excellent joke, he
stood in silent moral astonishment. He
knew about as much of the revenue laws,
as the clerks did of Cicero and Brutus; but
his sturdy principles of integrity could not
bend to any of the arguments, founded on
expedxency, which were brought by his
compamons in their own and their mas-
ter’s justification. He declared, that he
must speak to his master upon the subject
immediately. His master was as busy
as he could possibly be ; and, when Forester
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insisted upon seeing him, he desired that
he would speak as quickly as he could, for
that - he expected the supervisor every in-
stant. Our hero declared, that he could
not, consistently with his principles, assist .
in evading the laws of his country. The
brewer stared, and then laughed; assured
him, that he had as great a respect for the
laws as other people ; that he did nothing
but what every person in his situation was
obliged to do in their own defence. Fo-
rester resolutely persisted in his determi-
nation against all clandestine practices.
The brewer cut the matter short, by say-
ing, he had not time to argue; but that
he did not choose to keep a clerk, who was
not in his interests; that he supposed the
next thing would be, to betray him to his
supervisor.

“ T am no traitor!” exclaimed Forester ;
«“ 1 will not stay another instant with a
master who suspects me.”

The brewer suffered him to depart with-
out reluctance; but what exasperated Fo-
rester the most was the composure of
his friend Richardson during this scene.
Richardson did not offer to shake hands
with him, when he saw him going out of
the house: for Richardson had a good
place, and did not choose to quarrel with
his master, for a person whom he now

FS
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verily believed to be, as he had originally
suspected, insane.

“ This is the world'—this is friend-
ship!” said Forester to himself.

His generous and enthusiastic imagi-
nation supplied him with eloquent invec-
tives against human nature, even whilst
he ardently desired to serve his fellow
creatures. He wandered through the
streets of Edinburgh, indulging himself
alternately in misanthropic reflections and
benevolent projects. One instant, he re-
solved to study the laws, that he might
reform the revenue law ; the next moment,
he recollected his own passion for a desert
island; and he regretted, that he could not
be shipwrecked in Edinburgh.

The sound of a squeaking fiddle roused
Forester from his reverie; he looked up,
and saw a thin, pale man, fiddling to a
set of dancing dogs, that he was exhibit-
ing upon the flags, for the amusement of
a crowd of men, women, and children.
It was a deplorable spectacle; the dogs
appeared so wretched, in the midst of the
merriment of the spectators, that Forester’s
compassion was moved, and he exclaimed—

“ Enough, enough!—They are quite
tired ; here are some halfpence!”

The showman took the halfpence; but
several fresh spectators were yet to see the
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sight; and, though the exhausted animals
were but little inclined to perform their
antic feats, their master twitched the rope,
that was fastened round their necks, so
violently, that they were compelled to re-
new their melancholy dance.

Forester darted forward, stopped the
fiddler’s hand, and began an expostula-
tion, not one word of which was under-
stood by the person to whom it was ad-
dressed. A stout lad, who was very im-
patient of this interruption of his diver-
sion, began to abuse Forester, and pre-
sently from words he proceeded to blows.

Forester, though a better orator, was
by no means so able a boxer as his oppo-
nent. The battle was obstinately fought
on both sides; but, at length, our young
Quixote received what has no name in
heroic language, but in the vulgar tongue
ig called a black eye; and, covered with
blood and bruises, he was carried by some
humane passenger into a neighbouring
house. It was a printer and bookseller’s
shop. The bookseller treated him with
humanity; and, after advising him not to
be so hastily engaged to be the champion
of dancing dogs, inquired who he was,
and whether he had any friends in Edin-
burgh, to whom he could send.

- This printer, from having been accus-
toméd to comiverss with viriety of people
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was a good judge of the language of gen-
tlemen; and, though there was nothing

else in Forester’s manners, which could
have bettayed him, he spoke in such good
language, that the bookseller was certain,
that he had received a liberal education.

Our hero declined telling his history;
but the printer was so well pleased with
his conversation, that he readily agreed to
give him employment; and, as soon as
he - recovered from his bruises, Forester
was eager to learn the art of printing.

“ The art of printing,” said he,  has
emancipated mankind, and printers ought
to be considered as the most respectable
benefactors of the human race.”

Always warm in his admiration of every
new phantom, that struck his imagination,
he was now persuaded that printers’ devils
were angels, and that he should be su-
premely blessed in a printer’s office.

“ What employment so noble!”” said
he, as he first took the composing-stick in
his hand; ¢ what employment so noble,
as that of disseminating knowledge over
the universe !”’

FORESTER, A PRINTER.

IT was some time before our hero ac-
quired dexterity in his new trade : his com-
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panions formed, with amazing celerity,
whole sentences, whilst he was searching
for letters, which perpetually dropped from
his awkward hands; but he was ashamed
of his former versatility, and he resolved
to be steady to his present way of life.—
His situation, at this printer’s, was far bet-
ter suited to him, than that which he had
quitted, with so much disgust, at the
brewer’s. He rose early; and, by great
industry, overcame all the difficulties,
which at first so much alarmed him. He
soon became the most useful journeyman
in the office. His diligence and good be-
haviour recommended him to his master’s
employers. Whenever any work was
brought, Forester was sent for. This
occasioned him to be much in the shop,
where he heard the conversation of many
ingenious men who frequented it; and he
spent his evenings in reading. His under-
standing had been of late uncultivated ;

but the fresh seeds, that were now pro-
fusely scattered upon the vigorous soil,
took root, and flourished.

Forester was just at that time of life,
when opinions are valued for being new ;
he heard varieties of the most contradic-
tory assertions, in morals, in medicine,
in politics. It is a great advantage to a
young man, to hear opposite arguments;
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to hear all that can be said upon every
subject.

Forester no longer obstinately adhered
to the set of notions which he had ae-
quired from his education; he heard many,
whom he could not think his inferiors in
abilities, debating questions, which he for-
merly imagined scarcely admitted of phi-
losophic doubt. His mind became more
humble; but his confidence in his own
powers, after having compared himself
with numbers, if less arrogant, was more
secure and rational; he no longer consi-
dered a man as a fool, the moment he dif-
fered with him in opinion; but he was still
a little inclined to estimate the abilities of
authors, by the party to which they be-
longed. This failing was increased, rather
than diminished, by the company which
he now kept.

Amongst the young students, who fre-
quented Mr. ——’s, the bookseller, was
Mr. Thomas , who, from his habit of
blurting out strange opinions in conversa-
tion, acquired the name of Tom Random.
His head was confused between politics
and poetry; his arguments were paradox-
ical, his diction florid, and his gesture
something between the spouting action of
a player, and the threatenmg action of a

pugilist.
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Forester was caught by the oratory of
this genius, ftom the first day he heard
him speak.

Tom Random asserted, that “ this great
globe, and all that it inhabit,” must ine-
vitably be doomed to destruction, unless
certain ideas of his own, in the govern-
ment of the world, were immediately
adopted by universal acclamation.

It was not approbation, it was not
esteem, which Forester felt for his new
friend ; it was for the first week blind, en-
thusiastic admiration—every thing, that
he had seen or heard before, appeared to
him trite and obsolete ; every person, who
spoke temperate common sense, he heard
with indifference or contempt; and all,
who were not zealots in literature, or in
politics, he considered as persons, whose
understandings were so narrow, or whose
hearts were so depraved, as to render them
¢ unfit to hear themselves convinced.”

Those, who read and converse, have a

double chance of correcting their errors.
" Forester, most fortunately, about this
time, happened to meet with a book,
which in some degree counteracted the
inflammatory effects of Random’s conver-
sation, and which had a happy tendency
to sober his enthusiasm, without lessening
his propensity to useful exertions. “This
book was the Life of Dr. Franklin.
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The idea, that this great man began by
being a printer, interested our hero in his
history ; and whilst he followed him, step
by step, through his instructive narrative,
Forester sympathized in his feelings, and
observed how mnecessary the smaller vir-
tues of order, economy, industry, and pa-
tience, were to Frankin’s great character
and splendid success. He began to hope,
that it would be possible to do good to his
fellow-creatures, without overturning all
existing institutions. }

About this time, another fortunate co-
incidence happened in Forester’s educa-
tion. One evening, his friend, Tom Ran-
dom, who was printing a pamphlet, came,
with a party of his companions, into Mr,

—, the bookseller’s shop, enraged at
the decision of a prize in a literary society,
to which they belonged.

All the young partisans, who surrounded
Mr. Random, loudly declared, that he
had been treated with the most flagrant
injustice: and the author himself was too
angry, to affect any modesty upon the
occasion. :

“ Would you believe it?’’ said he to
Forester,—*“ my essay has. not been
thought worthy of the prize '—The medal .
has been given to the most wretched,
tame, common-place performance, you
ever saw. Every thing in this world is




A PRINTER. 113

done by corruption, by party, by secret
influence !” ,

At every pause, the irritated author
wiped his forehead, and Forester sympa-
thized in his feelings.

In the midst of the author’s exclama-
tions, a messenger came with the manu-.
script of the prize essay, and with the.
orders of the society, to have a certain.
number of copies printed off with all pos-
sible expedition.

Random snatched up the manuscript ;.
and, with all the fury of criticism, began
to read some of the passages, which he
disliked, aloud.

Though it was marred in the reading,
Forester could not agree with his angry
friend, in condemning the performance.
It appeared to him excellent writing, and
excellent sense. :

“ Print it—print it then, as fast as you
can—that is your business—that’s what
you are paid for. Every one for himself,”
cried Random, insolently throwing the.
manuscript at Forester ; and, as he flung
out of the shop with his companions, he
added, with a contemptuous laugh, “ A
printer’s devil setting up for a critic! He
may be a capital judge of pica and bre-
vier, perhaps—but let not the compositor -
go beyond his stick.” ‘

“ Is this the man,” said TForester,



114 FORESTER,

« whom I have heard so eloquent in the
praise of candour and liberality ? Is this
the man, who talks of universal toleration
and freedom of opinion, and who yet
cannot bear, that any one should differ
from him in criticising a sentence? Is
this the man, who would have equality
amongst all his fellow-creatures; and whe
calls a compositor a printer’s devil! Is
this the man, who cants about the pre-
eminence of mind, and the perfections of
intellect, who takes advantage of his rank,
of his supporters, of the cry of his parti-
s4ns, to bear down the voice of reason ?—
¢ Let not the conmpositor go beyond his
composing-stick "—And why neot? why
should riot he be a judgé of writing?**
At this reflection, Forester eagerly took
up the manuscript, which had been ﬂung
at his feet. All his indignant feelings in-
stantly changed into delightful exultation
—he saw the hand—he read the name of
Henry Campbell. The title of the manu-
script was, “ An Essay on the best method
of reforming Abuses” 'This was the
subject proposed by the society; and
Henry had written upon the question with .
so much moderation, and yet with such
unequivocal decision had shown himself
the friend of rational hberty, that all the
members of the society, who were not
borne away by their prejudices, were
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unanimous in their preference of this per-
formance.

Random’s declamation only inflamed
the minds of his own partizans. Good
judges of writing exclaimed, as they read
it—< This is all very fine, but what would
this man be at? His violence hurts the
cause he wishes to support.”

Forester read Henry Campbell's Essay
with all the avidity of friendship; he read
it again and again—his generous soul was
ineapable of envy: and whilst he admired,
he was convinced by the force of reason.

His master desired, that he would set
about the Essay early in the morning;
but his eagerness for his friend- Henry’s
fame was such, that he sat up above half
the night, hard at work at it. He was
indefatigable the next day at the business;
and, as all hands were employed on the
Essay, it was finished that evening.

Forester rubbed his hands with delight,
when he had set the name of Henry
Campbell in the title-page—But an in
stant afterwards he sighed bitterly.

“ I am only a printer,” said he to him-
self. ¢ These just arguments, these noble
ideas, will instruct and charm hundreds
of my fellow-creatures; no one will ever
ask-—¢ Who set the types?’”

His reflections were interupted by the
entrance of Tom Random and two of his
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partisans: he was extremely displeased
to find, that the printers had not been
going on with his pamphlet; his personal
disappointments seemed to increase the
acrimony of his zeal for the public good ;
he declaimed upon politics—upon the
necessity for the immediate publication of
his sentiments, for the salvation of the
state. His action was - suited to his
words: violent and blind to conse-
quences, with one sudden Kkick, designed
to express his contempt for the opposite
party, this political Alnaschar unfortu-
nately overturned the" form, which con-
tained the types for the newspaper of the
next day, which was just going to_ the
press; a newspaper in which he had writ-
ten splendid paragraphs.

Forester, happily for his philosophy,
recollected the account which Ifranklin,
in his history of his own life, gives of the
patience with which he once bore a similar
accident. . The printers, with secret im-
precations against oratory, or at least
against those orators who think that action
is every thing, set to work again to re-
pair the mischief.

Forester, much, fatigued, at length con-
gratulated himself upon having finished
his hard day’s work; when a man
from the shop came to inquire, whether
three hundred cards, which had been or-
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dered the week before to be printed off,
were finished. The man, to whom the
order was given, had forgotteu it, and he
was going home; he decidedly answered,
“ No; the cards can’t be done till to-mor-
row: we have left work for this night,
thank God.”

“ The gentleman says he must have
them,” expostulated the messenger.

“ He must not, he cannot have them.
I would not print a card for his majesty
-at this time of night,” replied the sullen
workman, throwing his hat upon his head,
in token of departure. ’

“ What are these cards?” said Forester.

“Only a dancing master’s cards for
his ball,” said the printer’s journeyman.
“I’ll not work beyond my time for any
.dancing master that wears a head.”

The messenger then said, that he was
desired to ask for the manuscript card.

This card was hunted for all over the
room ; and, at last, Forester found it under
a heap of refuse papers; his eye was
caught with the name of his old friend,
Monsieur Pasgrave, the dancing master,
whom he had formerly fnghtened by the
skeleton with the fiery eyes.

“I will print the cards for him myself;
I am not at all tired,”’ cried Forester, who
was determined to make some little amends
for the injury, which he had formerly done
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to the poor dancing-master. He resalved
to print the cards for nothing, and he staid
up very late to finish them. His com-
panions all left him, for they were in a
great hurry to see, what in Edinburgh is
a rare sight, the town illuminated.

These illuminations were upon account
of some great naval victory.

Forester, steady to Monsieur Pasgrave’s
cards, did what no other workman would
have done; he finished for him, on this
night of public joy, his three hundred
cards. Every now and then, as he was
quietly at work, he heard the loud huz-
zas in the street; his waning candle
sunk in the socket, as he had just packed
up his work.

By the direction at the bottom of the
cards, he learned where M. Pasgrave lodg-
ed, and, as he was gaing out to look at the
illuminations, he resolved to leave them
himself at the dancing-master’s house.

O ——

THE ILLUMINATIONS.

THE illuminations were really beauti-
ful. He went up to the Castle, whence
he saw & great part of the Old Town, and
all Prince’s Street, hg'hted up in the most
splendid manner. He crossed the Earth-
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mound into Prince’s Street. Walking
down Prince’s Street, he saw a crowd of
people gathered before the large illuminat-
ed window of a confectioner’s shap. As
he approached nearer, he distinctly heard
the voice of Tom Random, who was ha-
ranguing the mob. The device and motto,
which the confectioner displayed in his
window, displeased this gentleman; who,
beside his public-spirited abhorrence of all
men of a party opposite to his own, had
likewise private cause of dislike to this
confectioner, who had refused him his
daughter in marriage.

It was part of Random’s new system
of political justice, to revenge his owmn
quarrels. ‘

The mob, who are continually, without
knowing it, made the instruments of pri-
vate malice, when they think they are
acting in a public' cause, readily joined
in Tom. Random’s cry of ¢ Down with
the motto! Down with the motto !’

Forester, who, by his lesson from the
dancing dogs, had earned a little prudence,
and ‘who had just printed Henry Camp-
bell’s Essaf on the best Means of veform-
ing Abuses, did not mix with the rabble,
but joined in the intreaties of some peace-
able passengers, who prayed, that the
psor man’s windows might be spared.
The windows were, notwithstanding, de-
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molished with a terrible crash, and the
‘crowd then, alarmed at the mischief
they had done, began to disperse. The
constables, who had been sent for, ap-
peared. Tom Random was taken into
custody. Forester was pursuing his way
to the dancing-master’s, when one of the
officers of justice exclaimed, ¢ Stop!—
stop him!—he’s one of ’em: he’s a great
friend of Mr. Random’s: I’ve seen him
"often parading arm in arm in High Street
with him.” ,

This, alas! was too true; the constables
seized Forester, and put him, with Tom
Random and the ringleaders of the riot,
into a place of confinement for the night.

Poor Forester, who was punished for
the faults of his former friend and present
enemy, had, during this long night, lei-
sure for much wholesome reflection upon
the danger of forming imprudent; inti-
macies. He resolved never to walk again
in High Street arm in arm with such a
man as Tom Random.

The constables were rather hasty in
the conclusions they drew from this pre-
sumptive evidence.

Our hero, who felt the disgrace of his
situation, was not a little astonished at
Tom Random’s consoling himself with
drinking instead of philosophy.” The sight
of this enthusiast, when he had complete-
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ly imtoxicated himself, was, a disgusting
but useful spectacle to our indignant
hero. Forester was.shocked at the umion
of grass vice and rigid pretensions to vir-
tue: he could scarcely believe, that the
reelmg, stammering ideot, whom he now
beheld, was the same being from whose
lips he ‘had heard declamations upon the
omnipotence of intellect—from whose pen
he had seen projects for the government of
empires.

The dancing-master; who, in the midst
of the illuminations, had regretted, that
his ‘cards could not be printed, went early
in the morning to inquire about them at the
printer’s.

The printer had learnt, that one of his
boys was taken up amongst the rioters:
he was sorry to find that Forester had
gotten himself into such a scrape; but he
was a very cautious snug man,and he did not
choose to interfere: he left him quietly te
be dealt with according to law.

The dancing-master; however, was in-
terested in finding him out, because he was
informed, that Forester had sat up almost
all night to print his cards, and that he had
them now in his pocket.

M. Pasgrave at length gained admit:
tance to him in his confinement; the
officers of justice were taking him and
Random hefore Mr, W ~; & magistrate, -

VOL. I,
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with whom informations had been 1
by the confectioner, who had suffered in his
windows.

Pasgrave, when he beheld Forester, was

surprised to such a degree, that he could

scarcely finish his bow, or express his asto-
nishment, either in French or English.—
< Eh, Monsieur !~—mon Dieu '—bon Dieu!
I beg ten million pardons—I am come to
search for a printer, who has my cards in
his pocket.

« Here are your cards,” said Forester;
“ let me speak a few words to you.” He
took M. Pasgrave aside—¢ I perceive,”
said he, “ that you have discovered who
I am. Though in the service of a printer,
I have still as much the feelings and
principles of a gentleman, as I had when
you saw me in Dr. Campbell's house. I
have particular reasons for being anxious
to remain undiscovered by Dr. Campbell,
or any of his family; you may depend,
upon it, that my reasons are not disho-
nourable. I request that you will not,
upon any account, betray me to that
family. I am going before a magistrate,
and am accused of being concerned in a
-riot, which I did every thing in my power
to prevent. -
- % Ah! monsieur,” interrupted the dan-
cing-master, “ but you se de grand incon-
venience of concealing your rank and
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name.  You, who are comme il faut, are
confounded with the mob: permit me at least
to follow you to Mr. W. , the magis-
trate; I have de honneur to teach les de-
moiselles his daughters to dance; dey are
to be at my ball-—dey take one half dozen
tickets. I must call dere wid my-cards;
and I shall, if you will give me leave, ac-
company you now, and mention dat I know
you to be un homme comme il faut, above
being guilty of an unbecoming action. ' I
flatter myself I have some interest wid de
ladies of de family, and dat dey will do me
de favour. to speak to monsieur leur cher
pere sur votre compte.””

Forester thanked the good-natured dan-
cing-master, but he proudly said, that he
should trust to his own innocence for his
defence. -

M. Pasgrave, who had seen something
more of the world than our hero, and who
was interested for him, because he had
once made him a present of an excellent
violin, and because he had sat up half the
night to print the ball cards, resolved not
to leave him entirely to his innocence for
a defence; he followed Forester to Mr.
W-——'s. The magistrate was a slow, pom-
pous man, by no means a good physieg-
nomist, much less a good judge of cha-

racter. He was proud of his autherity,

. and glad to display the small- portion of
G2 - v

i |
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legal knowledge, which hé possessed. As
soon as he was informed, that some young
men were breught before him, who had

been engaged the preceding night in a

riot, he put on all his magisterial terrers, -

and assured the confectioner, who had &
private audience of him, that he should
have justice ; and that the person, or per-
sons, concerned in breaking his window,
or windows, should be punished with the
utmost severity that the law would allow.
Contrary to the humane’ spirit of the Bri-
tish law, which supposes every man to bé
innocent till it is proved that he is guilty,
this harsh magistrate presumed, that every
man, who was broaght before him, was
guilty till he was proved to be imnocent.
Forester's appearance was not in his fa-
vour : he had been up all night; his hair
was dishevelled ; his linen was neither fine
nor white; his shoes were thick-soled and
dirty ; his coat was that in which he had
been at work at the printer’s the preced-
ing day; it was in several places daubed
with printer’s ink ; and his unwashed hands
bespoke his trade. Of #ll these circam-
stances, the slow circutispect eye of the
magistrate took ocognizesce, bne by one.
Forester observed the effect, which this
survey produced wpon his judge; and he
felt that appearances were against him,

‘and that appearamoes are sométimes of -

|
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consequence. After having estimated his
poverty by these external symptoms, the-
magistrate looked, for the first time, in his
face, and pronounced, that he had one of
the worst countenances he ever beheld.
This judgment once promounced, he pro-
ceeded to justify, by wresting to the pri-
soner’s disadvantage every circumstance
that appeared. Forester's having been
frequently seen in Tom Random’s com-
pany was certainly against him; the com-
fectioner perpetually repeated, that they
were constant companions; that they
were intimate friends; that they were con-
tinually walking together every Sunday;
and that they often had come arm in arm
into his shop, talking politics ; that he be-
lieved Forester to be of the same way of
thinking with- Mr. Random; and that he
saw him close behind him, at the moment
the stones were thrown, that broke the
windows. - It appeared that Mr. Random
was at that time active in encouraging
the mob. To oppose the angry confec-
tioner’s conjectural evidence, the lad who
threw the stone, and who was now pro-
- duced, declared, that Forester held back
his arm, and said, “ My good lad, don’t
break this man’s windows; go home quiet-
ly; here’s a shilling for you.” The per-
son, who gave this honest testimony, in
- whom there was a strange mixture of the
love of mischief and the spirit of genero-
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sity, was the very lad, who fought with
- Forester, and beat him, about the dancing-
dogs. He whispered to Forester, “ Do
you remember me? I hope you donm’t
bear malice.” The magistrate, who heard

this whisper, immediately construed it to ,

the prisoner’s disadvantage.—* Then, sir,”
said he, addressing himself to our hero,
“ this gentleman, I understand, claims ac-
quaintance with you; his acquaintance
really does you honour, and speaks strongly
in favour of your character. If I mistake
not, this is the lad whom I sent to- the
Tolbooth, some little time ago, for a mis-
" demeanour ; and he is not, I apprehend, a
stranger to the stoc

Forester commanded his temper as well
as he was able, and observed, that what-
ever might be the character of the young
man, who had spoken in his favour, his
evidence would, perhaps, be thought to

deserve some credit, when the circum- .

stances of his acquaintance with the wit-
ness were known.. He then related the
adventure of the dancing-dogs, and re-
marked, that the testimony of an enemy
came with double force in his favour. The
language and manner, in which Forester
spoke, surprised all who were present;
but the history of the dancing-dogs ap-
peared so ludicrous and so improbable,
that the magistrate decidedly pronounced
it to be ¢ a fabrication, a story invented
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to conceal the palpable collusion of the
witnesses.” Yet, though he one moment
declared, that he did not believe the story,
he the next inferred from it, that Forester
was disposed to riot and sedition, since he
was ready to fight with a vagabond in the
streets for the sake of a parcel of dancing-
dogs. '

M. Pasgrave, in the mean time, had,
with great good-nature, been represent-.
ing Forester in the best light he possibly
could to the young ladies, the magistrate’s
daughters. One of them sent to beg to
speak to their father. M. Pasgrave ju-
diciously dwelt upon his assurances of
Forester’s being a gentleman ; ‘he told Mr.
W. , that he had met him in one of the
best families in Edinburgh ; that he knew
he had some private reasons for concealing
that he was a gentleman: “ perhaps the -
young gentleman was reduced to tempo-
rary distress, he said; but whatever might
be .these reasons, M. Pasgrave vouched
for his having very respectable friends and
connections. The magistrate wished to
know the family, in which M. Pasgrave
had met Iorester; but he was, according
to his promise, impenetrable on this sub-
ject. His representations had, however,
the desired effect upon Mr. W. : when
he returned to the examination of our hero,
his opinion of his countenance somewhat
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varied ; he dispatched his other business ;
Bailed Tom Random on high sureties ; and,
when Forester was the only person that
remained, he turned to him with great
solemnity ; bade him sit down; informed
him, that he knew him to be a gentleman ;
that he was greatly concerned, that a
person like him, who had respectable friends
and connections, should involve himself in
such a disagreeable affair; that it was a
matter of grief and surprise to him, to see
a young gentleman in such apparel ; that
he earnestly recommended to him to ac-
eommodate matters with his friends; and,
above all things, to avoid the company of
seditious persons. Much good advice, but
in a dictatorial tone, and in cold, pom-
pous language, he bestowed upon the
prisoner; and at length dismissed him.
« How different,” said Forester to himself,
 is this man’s method of giving advice
from Dr. Campbell’s !”

This lesson strongly impressed, however,
upon our hero’s mind the belief, that ex-
ternal appearance, dress, manners, and
the company we keep, are the usual cir-
cumstances by which the world judge of
character and conduct. When he was
dismissed from Mr. W. 's august pre-
sence, the first thing he did was to inquire
for Pasgrave; he was giving the magi-
strate’s daughters a lesson; and could not
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be interrupted; but Forester left a note
‘for him, requesting to see him at ten
-o'clock the next day, at Mr. the
bookseller’'s. New mortifications awaited
our hero; on his return to his master, the
bookseller, he was very coldly received ;
Mr. let him know, in unqualified
terms, that he did not like to employ any
one in his work, who got into quarrels at
night in the public streets. Forester’s
former favour with his master, his in-
dustry and talents were not considered
without envy by the rest of the journey-
men printers, and they took advantage of
his absence, to misrepresent him to the
bookseller : however, when Forester came
to relate his own story, his master was
convinced, that he was not to blame; that
he had worked extremely hard the pre-
ceding day; and that, far from having been
concerned in a riot, he had done every
thing in his power to prevent mischief.
‘He desired to see the Essay, which was

rinted with so much expedition: it was
in the hands of the corrector of the press:
the sheets were sent for, and the book-
seller was in admiration at the extraordi-
nary correctness, with which it was print-
ed; the corrector of the press scarcely
had occasion to alter a word, a letter, or
a stop. There was a quotation in the
manuscript from Juvenal. Henry Camp-

G5
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bell had, by mistake, omitted to name the
satire and line, and the author from which
it was taken, though he had left a blank
in which they were to be inserted. The
corrector of the press, though a literary
. gentleman, was at a stand. Forester im-
mediately knew where to look for the
passage in the original author; he found
it, and inserted the book and line in their
proper place. His master did not suffer
this to pass unobserved ; he hinted to him,
that it was a pity a young man of his
abilities and knowledge should waste his
time in the mere technical drudgery of
printing. ¢ I should be glad now,” con-
tinued the bookseller, “ to employ you as
a corrector of the press, and to advance
you, according to your merits, in the world;
but,” glancing his eye at Forester’s dress,
“ you must give me leave to say, that some
attention to outward appearance is neces-
sary in our business. Gentlemen call here,
as you well know, continually, and I like
to have the people about me make a credit-
able appearance. You have earned money
since you have been with me; surely you
can afford yourself a decent suit of clothes
‘and a cleaner shirt. I beg your pardon for
speaking so freely; but I really have a re-
gard for you, and wish to see you get for-
ward in life.”
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FORESTER,
A éORRECTOR OF THE PRESS.

FoRrESTER bhad not, since he left Dr.
Campbell's, been often spoken to in a tone
of friendship. The bookseller’s well-meant
frank remonstrance made it’s just impres-
sion; and he resolved to make the neces-
sary additions to his wardrobe; nay, he
even went to a hair-dresser, to have his
hair cut and brought into decent order.
His companions, the printers, had not been
sparing in their remarks upon the meanness
of his former apparel, and Forester pleased
himself with anticipating the respect they
would feel for him, when he should appear
in better clothes. ¢ Can such trifles,”
said he to himself, “ make such a change
in the opinion of my fellow-creatures? And
why should I fight with the world for
trifles? My real merit is neither increased
nor diminished by the dress I may happen
to wear; but I see, that unless I waste all
my life in combating the prejudices of su-
perficial observers, I should avoid all those
peculiarities in my external appearance,
which prevent whatever good qualities I
have from obtaining their just respect.”
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He was surprised at the blindness of his
companions, who could not discover his
merit through the roughness of his manners
and the disadvantages of his dress; but he
determined to shine out upon them in the
superior dress and character of a corrector
of the press. He went to a tailor’s, and
bespoke a suit of clothes. He bought new
linen, and our readers will perhaps hear
with surprise, that he actually began to
consider, very seriously, whether he should
not take q few lessons in dancing. He had
learned to dance formerly, and was not
paturally either inactive or awkward : hut
his contempt for the art prevented him,
for some years, from practising it; and he
had nearly forgotten his wonted agility.
Henry Campbell once, when Forester was
declaiming against dancing, told him, that
if he had learned to dance, and excelled in
the art, his contempt for the trifling ac-
complishment would have more effect upon
the minds of others, because it could not
be mistaken for envy. This remark made
a deep impression upon our hero, especially
as he ohserved, that his friend Henry was
not in the least vain of his personal graces,
and had cultivated his understanding,
though he could dance a Scotch reel.
Scotch reels were associated in Forester’s
imagination with Flora Campbell; and
in halancing the arguments for and agaiust

’
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learning to dance, the recollection of Ar.
chibald Mackenzie’s triumphant look, when
he led her away as his partner at the fa.
mous ball, had more influence perhaps upon
Forester’s mind, than his pride and philo-
sophy apprehended. He began to have
some confused design of returning, at some
distant period, to his friends; and he had
hopes, that he should appear in a more
amiable light to Flora, after he had per-
fected himself in an accomplishment, which
he fancied she admired prodigiously. His
esteem for the lady was rather diminished
by this belief; but still a sufficient guan-
tity remained to excite in him a strong
ambition to please. The agony he felt
the night he left the ball-room was such,
that he could not even new recollect the
circumstances without confusion and an-
guish of mind. His hands were now such
as could appear without gloves; and he
resolved to commence the education of his
feet.

M. Pasgrave called upon hint in conse-
guence of the message which he left at the
magistrate’s : his original design in sending
for the dancing-master was, to offer him
some acknowledgment for his obliging con-
duct.  “ M. Pasgrave,” said he, * yon
bave behaved towards me like a man of
henour; you have kept my secret; I am
couvinced that you will continue to keep
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it inviolate.” As he spoke, he produced a
ten-guinea bank-note, for at length he had
prevailed upon himself to have recourse to
his pocket-book, which, till this day, had
remained unopened. Pasgrave stared at
the sight of the note, and withdrew his
hand at first, when it was offered ; but he
yielded at length, when Forester assured
him, that he was not in any distress, and
that he could perfectly well afford to in-
dulge his feelings of gratitude. * Nay,”
continued Forester, who, if he had not al-
ways practised the maxims of politeness,
notwithstanding possessed that generosity
of mind and good sense, on which real
politeness must depend, * you shall not be
under any obligation to me, M. Pasgrave;
I am just going to ask a favour from you.
You must teach me to dance.” « Wid de
utmost pleasure,” exclaimed the delighted
dancing-master ; and the hours of his at-
tendance were soon settled. @~ Whatever
Forester attempted, he pursued with energy.
- M. Pasgrave, after giving him a few les-
sons, prophesied that he would do him in-
finite credit; and Forester felt a secret
pride in the idea, that he should surprise
his friends, some time or other, with his
new accomplishment.

He continued in the bookseller’s service,
correcting the press for him, much to his
- satisfaction; and the change in his -per-
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sonal appearance pleased his master, as it
‘showed attention to his advice. Our hero,
from time to time, exercised his talents in
writing ; and, as he inserted his composi-
tions, under a fictitious signature, in his
master’s newspaper, he had an opportunity
of hearing the most unprejudiced opinions
of a variety of critics, who often came to
read the papers at Mr. — the book-
seller’s. He stated, in short essays, some
of those arguments concerning the advan-
tages and disadvantages of politeness, lux-
ury, the love of society, misanthropy, &c.,
which had formerly passed between him
and Henry Campbell; and he listened to
the remarks that were made upon each
side of the questions.—How it happened,
we know not; but after he had taken
lessons for about six weeks from M. Pas-
grave, he became extremely solicitous to
have a solution of all his stoical doubts,
and to furnish himself with the best pos-
sible arguments in favour of civilized so-
ciety. He could not bear the idea, that
he yielded his opinions to any thing less
than strict demonstration; he drew up a
list of queries, which concluded with the
following question :—“ What should be
the distinguishing characteristics of the
higher classes of people in society?”—
This query was answered in one of the
public papers; -a few days after it appeared
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in Mr. ’s paper, and the answer
was signed H. C., a Friend to Seciety.
Even without these initials, Forester would
easily have discovered it to be Henry
Campbell’s writing; and several strokes
seemed to be so particularly addressed to
him, that he could not avoid thinking
Henry had discovered the querist. The
impression, which arguments make upen
the mind, varies with time and change of
situation. Those arguments in favour of
subordination in society, in favour of
agreeable manners, and attention to the
feelings of others in the small ag well as in
the great concerns of life, which our hero
had heard with indifference from Dr.
Camphbell and Henry, in comversation,
struck him, when he saw them in a printed
essay, with all the force of conviction ;
and he wondered how it had happened,
that he never before perceived them to ke
conclusive.

He put the newspaper, which contained
this escay, in his pocket; and, after he
had finished his day’s work, and had taken
his everring lesson from M. Pasgrave, he
went out with an intention of going to
a favourite spot upon Arthur’s Seat, to read
the essay again at his leisuze.

But he was stopped at the turm from
the North Bridge, into High Street, by a
cavepger's cart. The scavenger, with his
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broom which had just swept the High
Street, was clearing away a heap of mud.
Two gentlemen on horseback, who were
riding like postillions, came up during this
operation—Sir Philip Gosling and Archi-
bald Mackenzie. Forester had his back
towards them, and he never looked round,
because he was too intent upon his own
melancholy thoughts. Archibald was
mounted upon Sawney, the horse which
he bad so fairly won from his friend sir
Philip. The half-guinea, which had been
promised to the hostler, had not yet been
paid ; and the hostler, determined to re-
venge himself upon Archibald, invented an
ingenious method of gratifying his resent-
ment. He taught Sawney to rear and
plunge, whenever his legs were touched
by the broom with which the stables
were swept. When Sawney was perfectly
well trained to this trick, the cunning
hostler communicated his design, and re-
lated his cause of complaint against Archi-
bald, to a scavenger, who was well known
at the livery-stables. The scavenger en-
tered into his friend the hostler’s feelings,
and promised to use his broom in his
cause, whenever a convenient and public
opportunity should offer. The hour of re-
tribution was now arrived; the scavenger
saw his young gentleman in full glory,
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mounted upon Sawney; he kept his eye
upon him, whilst, in company with the
baronet, he came over the North Bridge:
there was a stop, from the meeting of carts
and carriages. The instant Archibald
came within reach of the broom, the sca-
venger slightly touched Sawmey’s legs;
Sawney plunged and reared—and reared
and plunged. 'The scavenger stood grin-
ning at the sight. Forester attempted to
seize the horse’s bridle; but Sawney, who
seemed determined upon the point, suc-
ceeded. When Forester snatched at his
bridle, he reared, then plunged; and
Archibald Mackenzie was fairly lodged in
the scavenger’s cart. Whilst the well-
dressed laird floundered in the mud, Fo-
rester gave the horse to the servant, who
had now ridden up; and, satisfied that
Mackenzie had received no material in-
jury, inquired no farther. He turned to
assist a poor washerwoman, who was
lifting a large basket of clean linen into
her house, to get it out of the way of the
cart.. As soon as he had helped her to
lift the basket into her passage, he was re-
tiring, when he heard a voice at the back-
door, which was at the other end of the
passage. It was the voice of a child; and
he listened, for he thought he had heurd
it before.—< The door is locked,” said the
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washerwoman. ¢ I know who it is that
is knocking ; it is only a little girl, who is
coming for a cap, which I have there in
the basket.” The door unlocked, and Fo-
rester saw the little girl, to whom the fine
geranium belonged. What a number of
ideas she recalled to his mind! She looked
at him, and hesitated, curtsied, then turn-
ed away, as if she was afraid she was mis-
taken, and asked the washerwoman if she
had plaited her grandmother’s cap. The
woman searched in her basket, and pro-
duced the cap nicely plaited.- The little -
_girl, in the mean time, considered Forester
with anxious attention. ¢ I believe,” said
she, timidly, ° you are, or you are very
like, the gentleman, who was so good as
to ” ¢ Yes,” interrupted Forester,
“ I know what you mean. I am the man,
who went with you, to try to obtain jus-
tice from your tyrannical school-mistress :
I did not do you any good.—Have you
seen—have you heard any thing of——?"
Such a variety of recollections pressed
upon Forester’s heart, that he could not
pronounce the name of Henry Campbell;
and he changed his question. * Is your
old grandmother recovered ?” ¢ She is
quite well, thank you, sir; and she is
grown young again, since you saw her:
perhaps, you don’t know how good Mr.
Henry and the young lady have been to
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us. We don't live now in that little, elose,
dark room at the watchmaker’s. We are
as happy, sir, as the day is long.” ¢ But
what of Henry ?—what of- (AN
sir—but if you are not very busy, or in
a great hurry—it is but a little way off—
if you could come and look at our new
house—1 don’t mean eur house, for it is
not ours ; but we take care of it, and we
have two little rooms to ourselves; and Mr.
Henry and Miss Flora very often come
to sce us. I wish you could come to see
how nice our rooms are! 'The house is
not far off, only at the back of the Mea-.
dows.” “ Go, shew me the way—Ill
follow you,” said Forester; after he had
satisfied himself, that there was no dan-
ger of his meeting any of Dr. Campbell's
family.

THE MEADOWS.

OUR hero accompanied the little girl
with eager, benevolent curiosity. * There,”
said she, when they came to the Meadows,
* do you see that white house, with the
paling before it?”— But that cannot be
your house!” ¢ No, no, sir: Dr. Camp-
bell and several gentlemen have the large
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reoin, and they come there twice a week;
. to teach something to a great many chil-
dren. Grandmeother can explain all that
better to you, sir, than I can; but all I
know is, that it is our business to keep
thé room aired and swept, and to take
care of the glass things, which you’ll see;
and you shall see how clean it is—It was
I swept it this morning.”

They had now reached the gate, which
was in the paling before the house. The
old woman came to the door, clean, neat,
and cheerful ; she recollected to have seen
Forester in company with Henry Camp.
bell, at the watchmaker’s: and this was
sufficient to make him a welcome guest.
“ God bless the family and all that be-
longs to them, for ever and ever!” said
the woman. ¢ This way; sir.”—* O,
don’t look into our little rooms yet; look
at the great room, first, if you please, sir,”
said the child.

There was a large table in the middle
of this Jong room, and several glass re-
torts, and other chemical vessels, were
ranged upon shelves; weoden benches
were placed on each side of the table.
The grandmother, to whom the little
girl had referred for a clear explanation,
could not, however, tell Forester very ex.
actly the uses of the retorts; but she in-
formed him, that many of the manufac-
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turers in Edinburgh sent their sons hither,
twice a week; and Dr. Campbell, and
Mr. Henry Campbell, and some other
gentlemen, came by turns to instruct
them. Forester recollected now, that he
once heard Henry talking to his father
about a scheme for teaching the children
of the manufacturers of Edinburgh some
knowledge of chemistry; such as they
might afterwards employ advantageously
to the arts, and every-day business of
life.

“I have formed projects, but what
good have I ever actually done to my fel-
low-creatures ?” said Forester to himself.
With melancholy steps he walked to ex-
amine every thing in the room. “ Dr.
Campbell sits in his arm-chair, does not
he? and where does Henry sit?” The
old woman placed the chairs for him as
they usually were placed. Upon one of
the shelves there was a slate, which, as it
. had been written upon, the little girl had
put by very carefully; there were some
calculations upon the weight of different
gases, and the figures Forester knew to be
Henry'’s; he looked at every thing that
was Henry’s with pleasure. ¢ Because I
used to be so rough in my manner to
him,” said Forester to himself, “ I dare
say, that he thinks I have no feeling; and
I suppose he has forgotten me by this
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time. I deserve, indeed, to be forgotten
by every body! How could I leave such
friends!” On the other side of the slate
poor Forester saw his own name written
several times over, in his friend’s hand-
writing, and he read two lines of his own
poetry, which he remembered to have re-
peated to Henry, the day that they walked
to Arthur’s Seat. Forester felt much plea-
sure from this little proof of his friend
Henry’s remembrance. ¢ Now won't
you look at our nice rooms?” said the
child, who had waited with some pa-
tience, till he had done pondering upon
the slate.

The httle rooms were well arrgnged,
and their neatness was mot now a§ much
lost upon our hero, as it would have been
some months before. The old woman and
her grand-daughter, with all the pride
of gratitude, exhibited to him several lit-
tle presents of furniture, which they had
received from Dr. Campbell's family.
* Mr. Henry gave me this!'—Miss Flora
gave me that!” was frequently repeated.
The little girl opened the door of her
own room. On .a clean, white deal
bracket, which «“ Mpr. Henry had put up
with his own hands,” stood the well-known
geranium, in it’s painted flower-pot. Fo-
rester saw nothing else in the room, and
it was in vain that both the old woman
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and her grand-daughter talked to him at
once; he heard not a word that was said
to him. The flowers were all gone, and
the brown calyces of the geranium flowers
reminded him of the length of time
which had elapsed since he had first seen
them. ¢ I am sorry there are no flowers
to offer you,” said the little girl, observ-
ing Forester's melancholy look;  but I
thought you did not like geraniums; for I
remember, when I gave you a fine flower
in the wateh-maker’s shop, you pulled it
to pieces, and threw it on the ground.”
« I should not do so now,” said Forester.
The black marks on the painted flower-
pot had been entirely effaced. Forester
turned away, endeavoured to conceal his
emotion, and took leave of the place, as
soon as the grateful inhabitants would
suffer him to depart. The reflection,
that he had wasted his time ; that he had
never done any good to any human be-
ing; that he had lost opportunities of
making both himself and others happy,
pressed upon his mind; but his stoical
pride still resisted the thought of return-
ing to Dr. Campbell’s. < It will be ima.
gined, that I yield my opinions from
meanness of spirit,” said he to himself:
¢¢ Dr. Campbell certainly has no farther

or esteem for me; neither he nor
Henry have troubled themselves about
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my fate. They are doing good to more
deserving objects; they are intent upon
literary pursuits, and have not time to be-
stow a thought on me: and Flora, I sup-
pose, is as gay as she is good. I alone am
unhappy—a wanderer—an outcast—a use -
less being.”

Forester, whilst he was looking at the
geranium, or soon afterwards, missed his
handkerchief: the old woman and her
grand-daughter searched for it all over
the house, but in vain. He then thought
he must have left it at the washerwoman’s,
where he met the little girl. He called to
inquire for it, upon his return to Edin-
burgh. . When he returned to this wo-
man’s house for his handkerchief, he found
her sitting upon a low stool, in her laun-
dry, weeping bitterly ; her children stood
round her. Forester inquired into the cause
of her distress ; and she told him, that, a
few minutes after he left her, the young
gentleman, who had been thrown from his
horse into the scavenger’s cart, was brought
into her house, whilst his servant went
home for another suit of clothes for him..
“ I did not at first guess that I had ever
seen the young gentleman before,” conti-
nued she; “but when the mud was cleared
from his face, I knew him to be Mr.
Archibald Mackenzie. I am sure I wish
I had never seen his face then, or at any

VOL. I, H ‘
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time. He was in a very bad humour after
his tumble; and he Began again to threaten
nme about a ten-guinea bank-note, which
he and his servant declare they sent in
his waistcoat pocket to be washed. I'm
sure I never saw it. Mr. Henry Camp-
bell quieted him about it for a while; but
Jjust now he began again with me, and he
says he has spoken to an attorney, and that
he will make me pay the whole note; and
he swore at me as if I had been the worst
creature in the world: and God knows, I
work hard for my children, and never
wronged any one in my days!”

Forester, who forgot all his own melan-
choly reflections, as soon as he could assist
any one, who was in distress, bade the
poor worman dry her tears, and assured
her, that she had nothing to fear; for he
would instantly go to Dr. Campbell, and
get him to speak to Mackenzie. * If it is
necessary,” said he, « I'll pay the money
myself.” She clasped her hands joyfully,
as he spoke; and all her, children joined
in an exclamation of delight. <« Tll go to
Dr. Campbell’s this instant,” said our
hero, whose pride now yielded to the de-
sire of doing justice to this injured woman;
he totally forgot himself, and thought only
of her. “TIll go with you to Dr. Camp-
bell’s, and I will speak to Mr. Mackenzie
immediately.”
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A SUMMONS.

WHILsT Forester was walking through
the streets, with the energy, which the
hope of servmg his fellow-creatures always
‘excited in his generous mind, he even
forgot a favourite scheme, which had,
for some weeks past, occupied his imagi-
nation. He had formed the design of re-
turning to his friends an altered: being in
his external appearance: all his apparel was
now finished, and ready for the grand day,
when he intended to present himself to
Dr. Campbell, or rather to Flora Camp-
bell, in the character of a well-bred gen-
- tleman. He had laid aside the dress and
manners of a gentleman, from the opi-
nion, that they were degrading to ‘the
character of a man: as soon -as this pre-
judice had been. conquered, he was ready
to resume them. Many were the pleasing
anticipations in which he indolged him-
self: the looks of each of his friends, the
generous approving eye of Henry, the he-
nevolent countenance of Dr. Campbell,
‘the arch smile of Flora, were all painted
by his fancy; and he invented every cir-
cumstance, that was likely to happen,

H 2



148 FORESTER.

every word, that would probably be said
by each individual. We are sure, that our
readers will give our enthusiastic hero cre-
dit for his forgetting these pleasing reve-
ries, for his forgetting himself, nay, even
Flora Campbell, when humanity and jus-
tice called upon him for exertion.

When he found himself in George’s
Square, within sight of Dr. Campbell’s
house, his heart beat violently, and he
suddenly stopped, to recollect himself. He
had scarcely stood a few instants, when a
hard, stout looking man came up to him,
and asked him, if his name were Forester.
He started, and answered, “ Yes, sir;
what is your business with me?” The
stranger replied, by producing a paper, and
desiring him to read it. The paper, which
was half printed, half written, began with
these words :— .

“ You are hereby required to appear
before me ——" ¢ What is all this?”’ ex-
claimed our hero. ¢ Itis a summons,” re-
plied the stranger: “ I am a constable,
and you will please to come with me before
Mr. W This is not the first time
you have been before him, I am told.”
To this last insolent taunt Forester made
no reply; but, in a firm tone, said, “ that
he was conscious of no crime, but that he
was ready to follow the constable, and
to appear before Mr. W——, or any other
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magistrate, who wished to inquire into his

conduct.” Though he summoned all his

fortitude, and spoke with composure, he

was much astonished by this proceeding ;
he could not help reflecting, that an indi-
vidual in society, who has friends, . an
established character, and a home, is in a
more desirable situation, than an uncon-
nected being, who has no one to answer for
his conduct, no one to rejoice in his success,
or to sympathize in his misfortunes. « Ah,
Dr. Campbell ! happy father! in the midst
of your own family, you have forgotten
your imprudent ward !” said Forester to
himself. “ You do not know how near he
is to you! You do not know, that he was
Jjust returning to you! You do not see, that
he is, at this ‘moment, perhaps, on the
brink of disgrace.”
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THE BANK-NOTES.

" FORESTER was mistaken in his idea,
that Dr. Campbell bhad forgotten him;
but we shall not yet explain farther upen
this subject: we only throw out this hint,
that our readers may not totally change
their good opinion of the doctor. We
must now beg their attention to the con-

tinuation of the history of Archibald Mae-"

kenzie’s bank-note.

Lady Catherine Mackenzie one day eb-
served, that the colours were changed in
one spot on the right hand pocket of her

sen’s waistcoat. “ My dear Archibald,”

sald she, *“ what has happened to your
smart waistcoat? What is that terrible
spot?” ¢ Really, ma’am, I don’t know,”
said Archibald, with his usual soft voice,
and deceitful smile. Henry Campbell ob-
served, that it seemed as if the colours had
been discharged by some acid. ¢ Did you
wear . that waistcoat, Mr. Mackenzie,”
said he, « the night the large bottle of
vitriolic acid was broken—the night that

poor Forester’s cat was killed—don’t you -

remember?” ¢ Q! Idid not at first recollect

~I cannot possibly remember, indeed, it

is so long ago, what waistcoat I wore on
that particular night.” The extreme em-
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barrassment in Ajychibald’s manner sur-

nsed, Henry. «1I ‘really don’t perceive
your drift,” continued Mackenzle —“What
made you ask the question so earnestly ?”
He was relieved from his pause, when
Henry answered, that he only wished to
know, whether it was prabable, that it
was stained with vitriolic acid; « becguse,”
said he, “I think zhat is the pocket, in
whlch you said you left your ten-guinea
note; then, perhaps, the note may have
been stained.” ¢ Perhaps sa,” replied
Mackenzie, drily. * And if it were, you
could identify the note; you have forgot-
ten the number : but if the note has been
stained with vitriolic acid, we should cer-
tainly be able to know it again. The acid
would have changed the colour of the ink.”
Mackenzie eagerly seized this idea; and
jmmediately, in pursuance of Henry's

dvice, went to several of the pnnmpal
gankers in Edmburgh and reqpested, that,
1f a note, stained in such a manner, should
be presented to them, they would stop
payment of it, till Mackenzie should exa-
mine it.” Some time elapsed, and nothing
‘was heapd of the note. Mackenzie gave
up all hapes of recovering it ; and, in pro-
portion as these hopes d,xmmlshed his old
desire of makjng the poor washerwqman
gnswerable for his loss incregsed. We
bgve just heard this woman’s account of
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his behaviour to her, when he came into
her house to be refitted, after his tumble
from Sawney into the scavenger’s cart.
All his promises to Hem'y he thought pro-
per to disregard; promises appeared to
him mere matters of convenience : and the
idea of “ taking in” such a young man as
Henry Campbell was to him an excellent
joke. He resolved to keep the five guineas
quietly, which Henry lent him; and, at the
same time, to fnghten this innocent, indus-
trious woman into paying him the value of
his bank-note.

Upon Mackenzie’s return to Dr. Camp-
I)ell’s, after his fall from Sawney, the first
thing he heard was, that his note was
found; that it had been stopped at the bank
of Scotland ; and that one of the clerks of
the bank, who brought it for his examina-
tion, had been some time waiting for his
return from riding. When the note was
produced, Henry saw, that two or three of
the ‘words, which had been written in
ink, the name of the person to whom it
was payable, and the date of the month _
and year, were so pale, as to be scarcely
visible ; and that there was a round hole
through one corner of the paper. This
rounid hole puzzled Henry ; but he had no
doubt, that the ink had been thus nearly
obliterated by vitriolic acid. He poured a
few drops, diluted with water, upon some
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printing, and the ink was quickly turned
to nearly the same pale colour, as that in
Mackenzie’s note.. The note was easily
traced, as it had not passed through many
hands—our readers will be sorry to hear
it—to M. Pasgrave, the dancing-master.
Mackenzie and the clerk went directly to
his house, found him at home, and, with-
out much preface, informed him of their
business. The dancing-master trembled
from head to foot; and, though innocent,
exhibited all the signs of guilt. He had
not the slightest knowledge of business;
and the manner and language of the
banker’s clerk, who accompanied Mac-
kenzie, terrified him beyond measure,
because he did not comprehend one word
in ten, that he said about checks, entries,
and day-books: and he was nearly a
quarter of an hour, before he could re-
cover sufficient presence of mind, to con-
sider from whom he received the note.
At length, after going over, in an unintel-
ligible manner, all the puzzled accounts of
monies received and paid, which he kept
in his head, he declared, that he clearly re-
collected to have received the ten-guinea
note at Mr. Macpherson, the tailor’s;
that he went a few weeks ago, to settle
his year’s account with him ; and that, in
change for a twenty-pound note, he re-
ceived that, which the banker’s clerk now
HS
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produced. To Mackenzie it was perfectly
indifferent, who was found guilty, so that
he could recover his money. ¢ Settle
it as you will amongst you,” said he;
“ the money must be refunded, or I
must have you all before a magistrate di-
rectly.” Pasgrave, in great perturbation,
set out for Mr. Macpherson’s, showed
him the note, and reminded him of the
day when he paid his account. “ If you
received the note from us, sir,” said the
master tailor, very calmly, “ it must be
entered in our books; for we keep regu-
lar accounts.” The tailor’s foreman, whe
knew much more of the affair than his
master, appealed, with assumed security,
to the entry in the books. By this entry,
it appeared, that M. Pasgrave settled his
account the 17th of October: that he
paid the balance by a twenty-pound note,
and that he received in change a ten-
guinea note, on sir William Forbes’s bank.
 You see, sir,” said the tailor, “ this
cannot possibly be Mr. Mackenzie’s;
for his note is on the Bank of Scotland.
Our entry is as full as possible; and I am
ready to produce my books, and to abide
by them in any court of justice in the
world.” M. Pasgrave was totally at a loss;
he could only repeat, that he remembered
to have received Mackenzie’s note from
one of the tailer's men, who brought it te
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him from ap jnner room. The foreman
boldly asserted, that he brought the change
exactly as his master gave it to him, apd
that he knew nothing more of the matter.
But, in fact, he knew a great deal more.
He had found the note in the pocket of
Mackenzle s waistcoat, which his servant
had left to be mended, after he had torn
it furtively, as had been already related
When his master called him into the inner
yoom, to give him the chapge for Pasgrave,
be abserved, that there was a ten-guinea
note wrapped up with some halfpence;
and he thought, that it would be a prudent
thmg to substitute M ackenme s npte, which
he had by bjm, in the place of this. He
accordingly gave Pasgrave Mackenzie's
pote ; and thrust the note, which he had
received from his master, into a corner of
his trupk, where he usually kept little
windfalls, that came to hjm by the pegli-
gence of customers; tooth-pick cases,
loose silver, odd gloves, &c. ; all which he
knew how to dispose of. But this bank-
note was a higher prlze than usual, apd
he was afraid to pass it, till all inquiry
had blown over. He kpew his master’s
regularity ; and he thought, that if the
note was stopped afterwards at any of the
bankg, it could never be traced farther
than to M. Pasgrave. He was rejoiced to
see, that this poor man was in such trepi
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dation of mind, that he could not, in the
least, use his understanding; and he saw,
with much satisfaction, that his master,
who was a positive man, and proud of the
accuracy of his books, was growing red in
the face in their defence. Mackenzie, in
the mean time, who had switched his boots,
with great impatience during their debate,
interfered at last with— Come gentle-
men, we can’t stand here all day, to hear
you give one another the lie. Onme of
you, it’s plain, must shell out your cori-
anders ; but, as you can’t settle which, we
must put you to. your oath, I see” ¢ Mr.
W ’s is not far off, and I’'m ready to go
before him with my books this instant,”
said the fiery master-tailor. “ My books
were never called in question, since I was
in trade, till this instant; and nobody but
a French dancing-master, who understands
no more of debtor and creditor than my
goose, would stand out against such an en-
try as this.”

To Mr. W——s, the tailor, his foreman,
the dancing-master, the banker’s clerk,
and Mackenzie, repaired. Pasgrave turn-
cd paler than ever dancer turned before ;
and gave himself, his character, and his
wife and children, all up for lost, when he
heard, that he was to be put upon his
vath. He drew back, when Mr. W—— held
the book to him, and deinanded whether
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he would swear to the person from whom
he received the note. He said, “ he could-
not swear ; but to the best of his belief—
en conscience—en honneur—foi d’honnéte
homme—he was convinced he received it
from Mr. Macpherson’s foreman. The
foreman, who, from one step ‘in villany,
found himself hurried on to another and
another, now scrupled not to declare, that
he was ready to take his oath, that he de-
livered the note and change, just as his
master gave it to him, to M. Pasgrave.
The magistrate turned to the paler, con-
scientious, incapacitated, dancing-master,
and, in a severe tone, said, “ Appearances
are strangely against you, M. Pasgrave.
Here’s a young gentleman has lost a bank-
Hote—it is stopped at the Bank of Scot-
land—it is traced home to you—you say
you got it from Mr. Macpherson or his
foreman—his books are produced—the
entry in them is clearly against you; for
it states, that the note given to you in
change was one of sir William Forbes’s
bank; and this, which I hold now in my
hand, is of the Bank of Scotland. Please
now to tell how this note of the Bank of
Scotland, which has been proved to be the
property of Mr. Mackenzie, came into
your possession? From whom did you re-
ceive it? or how did you come by it? I
am not surprised that you decline taking
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an oath upon this occasion.” “ Ah, moen-
sieur, ayez piti€ de moi!” cried the inno-
cent, but terrified man, throwing himself
upon one koee, in an attitude, which, on
the stage, would have produced a sublime
effect—< Ah, monsieur, ayez pitié de moi!
I have no more dan de child no sense in
affairs.” Mackenzie interrupted him with
a brutal laugh. The more humane bank-
er’s clerk was moved by the simplicity of
this avowed ignorance of business. He
went up to the distracted dancer, and said,
« It is not to be expected, that every body
should understand business as we do, sir;
if you are innocent, only give yourself
time to recollect; and though it’s unfor-
tunate, that you never keep any regular
accounts, may be we shall be able to make
out this affair of the entry, If Mr. We——
will give me leave to take this pen and
ink, and if you will try to recollect all the
persons from whom you have received
money lately ——”’ “ Ah mon Dieu! dat
is impossible.” Then he began to name
the quarterly and half-yearly payments,
that bhe had received from his various
pupils. ¢ Did any of them lately give
you a ten-guinea note ?” ¢ Ah, oui, je me
rapelle—un jeune monsieur—un certain
monsieur, qui ne veut pas que—que est
14 incognito—who I would not betray for
the world ; for he has behave wid de most
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parfaite geperosité to me.” < But did he
give you a ten-guinea bank-note; that is
all we want to know,” said the magistrate ;
« Mais—oui—yes,”—** About what time ?”
said the clerk. It was about the begin-
ning of October: and this was so near
the time when he settled accounts with
Mr. Macpherson, the tailor, that he even.
himself began to believe it possible, that
he had mistaken one note for the other.
«“ When the young gentleman gave you
the note,” said the banker’s clerk, « surely.
you must have looked at it—you must
have observed these remarkable stains?”
Pasgrave replied, that he did look at it,
he supposed; that he saw it was a ten-
guinea-note ; it might be stained, it might
not be stained ; he could not pretend to
be certain about it. He repeated his as-
supances, that he was ignorant of business,
and of every thing in this world but danc-
ing. “ Pour la danse, je m’y connois—
pour les affaires, je n’en scais rien, moi.”
He, with his ysual simplicity, added, that,
if Mr. W. would give him leave,
he would go to the young gentleman, his
friend, and learn from him exectly the
number of the note, which he had given
him ; that he was sure he could recollect
his own note immediately. Mackenzie,
who thought that this was merely pre-
tence, in erder to escape, teld him, that
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he could not be suffered to go out upon his -
parole. * But,” said Mr. W. ¢ tell us
the name of this young gentleman, who
has so much generosity, and who lives
incognito. I don’t like gentlemen who
live incognito. I think T had a young
man here before me, about two months
ago, charged with breaking a confection-
er's windows in a riot, the night of the
great illuminations.—Hey? don’t I remem-
ber some such thing? And you, M. Pas-

ve, if I mistake not, interested your-
self mightily about this young man; and
told me, and my daughters, sir, that he
was a young gentleman incognito. I be-
gin to see through this affair. Perhaps
this is the same young gentleman from
whom you received the note. And pray
what value did you give for it? Pasgrave,
whose fear of betraying Forester now in-
creased his confusion, stammered, and
first said the note was a present, but af-
terwards added, ¢ I have been giving de
young person lessons in dancing for dese
six week.”

“ Well, then, we must summon this
young person,” said Mr. W——, « Tell us
his name, if you please,” said Mackenzie.
I have some suspicion, that I know your
gentleman incognito.” “ You need not
trouble him,” said the magistrate, ** I know
the name already, and I' know where




THE BANK-NOTES. 161

the bird is to be found : his namne, if he has
not changed it since he was last in this
room, is Forester.” ¢ Forester!” exclaim-
ed Mackenzie; * I thought so! I always
thought how he would turn out. I won-
der what his friends, the Campbells, will
have to say for him now !”

Mr. W ’s pen stopped. “ His friends
the Campbells—humph! So the Camp-
bells are his friends, are they ?” repeated
he. ¢ They were his friends,” answered
Mackenzie; * but Mr. Forester thought
proper, nobody knows why, to run away
from them, some months ago; the only
reason I could ever learn was, that he did
not like to live amongst gentlemen; and
he has been living ever since incognito,
amongst blackguards, and we see the
fruits of it.” Mackenzie eagerly handed
the summons, as soon as it was signed, to
a constable; and Mr. W directed the
constable to Mr. , the bookseller’s,
adding, * Booksellers and printers are dan-
gerous persons.” The constable, who had
seen Forester the night that he was con-
fined with Tom Random, knew his face and
person ; and we have told our readers, that
he met Forester in George’s Square, going
to Dr. Campbell’s, to vindicate the inno-
cence of the poor washerwoman.

The tailor’s foreman was not a little
alarmed, when the summons was sent for
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qur hero; he dreaded, that the voice of
truth should be heard, and he skulked be-
hind the rest of the company. What asto-
nishment did Forester feel, when he enter-
ed the room, and saw the group, that sur-
rounded the justice’s table !-—Archibald
Mackenzie, with an insulting sneer on his
lips—Pasgrave, with eyes fixed upon him
in despair—Mr. Macpherson, the tailor,
pointing to an entry in his hook—his fore-
man shrinking from notice—the banker’s
clerk, with benevolent scepticism in his
countenance—and the justice, with a par-
tentous scowl upon his brow.

“ Come forward, Mr. Forester,” said
the magistrate, as our hero made a sudden
pause of astonishment;  come forward,
sir!” Forester advanced with calm mtrepl-
dity. “ You are better dressed than when
I had the honour of seeing you here some
time ago, sir. Are you a printer Still, or
a gentleman? Your dress certainly he:
speaks a change in your condition.” I
am sure I should hardly know Mr. Forester
again, he has grown such a beau, com-
paratively speaking, I mean,” said Macken-
zie,—* But certainly, M. Pasgrave, you
must have made some mistake; I don’t
know how to believe my senses! Is this
the young gentleman to whom jyou al-
luded? Mr, Forester, do you know ——— ?”
« Give me leave, Mr. Mackenzie,” mtgr-
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rupted the justice: « I shall examine this
young incognito myself. I think I know
hew ta come at the truth., Will you do
me the favour, sir, to inform me, whether.
you recollect any thing of a ten-guinea
bank-note, which you gave or paid, some
time in last October, to this gentleman ?”
pointing to M. Pasgrave. “ I do,” replied
Forester, in a distinet, unembarrassed voice,
‘¢ perfectly well remember giving M. Pas-
grave a ten-guinea bank-note.” ¢ Ah,
monsieur, je ne suis pas un ingrat.—Ne
pensez pas que — “ O, M. Pasgrave,”
interrupted Mackenzie, “this is no time
for compliments and fine speeches; for
God’s sake let us get to the bottom of this
affair, without farther ceremony.” * Sir,”
sgid the banker’s clerk, * all.we want ta
kngw is, the number of your note, and the
firm of the house. Was your note one of
sir William Forbes’s, or of the Bank of
Scotland ?”” Forester was silent. “ I do
not recollect,” said he, after some pause,
* You don’t recollect, sir,” said the justice,
“is something like an evasive answer.
You must have a vast number of bank-
notes, then, we must presume, if you can-
not recollect to what bank your ten-guinea
pote belopged.” Forester did not under-
.stand this logic; but he simply repeated
his assertion.— Pray, sir,”” said the tailor,
who could no longer restrain his impa-
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tience—* Pray, sir,” said the magistrate,
in a solemn manner, “ be silent. I shall
find out the truth. So, Mr. Forester,
you cannot possibly recollect the house of
your note? You will tell us- next, I dare
say, that you cannot possibly recollect how
you came by it.” ¢ Sir,” said Forester,
“if it is necessary, I can readily tell you
how I came by it.” ¢ It is very necessary,
sir, for your own credit.”—* I received it
from Dr. Campbell.”— Dr. Campbell,”
repeated the magistrate, changing his tone.
“ And I have some idea that the doctor
gave me a list of the numbers of that and
four other notes, with which I fortunately
have not parted.”—*“ Some idea means
nothing in a court of justice, sir; if you
have any such paper, you can do us the
favour to produce it.”> Now this list was
locked up in the trunk, of which the key
was dropped into the brewing-vat. Rich-
ardson, the clerk, had returned the key
to him; but, such is the force of habit,
he had not cured himself of the foolish
trick of twirling it upon his thumb; and,
about two months ago, he dropped it in
one of his walks to Arthur’s Seat. He
long searched for it amongst the rocky
fragments, but at last gave it up; he little
imagined of how much consequence it .
_ might be to him. Dr. Campbell had
once refused to break open the lock; and
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he felt very unwilling to apply to him
in his present circumstances. However,
he wrote a few lines to Henry Campbell ;
but, as soon as he had written them, his
pride revolted from the thoughts of sup-
plicating the assistance of his friend in
such a disgraceful situation—“1If you
don’t choose to write,” said the officious
malevolence of Archibald, “ I can, how-
ever, speak; I'll desire Dr. Campbell to
open  your trunk, and search for the
paper.” He left the room before Fo-
rester could make any farther opposi-
tion.

« I have answered, I hope, both. dis-
tinctly and respectfully, all the questions
that you have asked me,” said Forester,
turning to Mr. W “1 hope you
will no longer keep me in the dark. Of
What am I suspected ?”—¢ I will tell you,
sir,” replied the deliberate, unfeeling ma-
gistrate ; “ you are suspected of having, I
will not say stolen, but you are more than
suspected of having come unfairly by a
certain ten-guinea bank-note, which the
young gentleman who has just left the
room lost a few months ago.” Forester,
as this speech was slowly pronounced, sat
down, folded his arms, and appeared to-
tally insensible ; quite unconscious that he
was in the presence of a magistrate, or
that any human being was observing him.
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« Ah mon chér monsieur, pardohnez!®

cried Pasgrave, bursting into tears. “N’en -
parlons plus,” added he, turning to the
magistrate.  *“ Je payerai tout ce quil
faut. I will pay de ten guineas. I will
satisfy every body. I cannot never for-
give myself, if T bring him into any dis-
grace.” <« Disgrace !’ exclaimed Forester,
starting up, and repeating the word in a
tone which made every person in the room,
not excepting the phlegmatic magistrate,
start and look up to him, with a sudden
feeling of inferiority. His ardent eye spoke
the language of his soul. No words could
express his emotion. The master-tailor
dropped his day-book. ¢ Constable—call
a constable!’ cried the justice. ¢ Sir,
you forget in whose presence you are; yon
think, I suppose, that your friends, the
Campbells, will bear you out.  Sir, I would
have you to know, that all the Campbells
in Scotland can’t bail you for a felony.
Sir, philosophers should know these things.
If you cannot clear yourself to my entire
satisfaction, Mr. Forester, I shall commit
you—in one word—to gaol :—yes—Ilook
as you please, sir—to gaol. And if the
doctor and his son, and all his family, come
up to bail you, I shall, meo periculo, refuse
their bail. The law, sir, is no respecter
of persons. So none of your rhodomon-
tades, young gentleman, in my presence;
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but step into this closet, if you please;
and, I advise you, bring your mind into
a becoming temperament, whilst I go to
dinner. Gentlemen,” continued he, to
Macpherson and Pasgrave, * youll be so
good to wait here, in this apartment.
Constable, look to your prisoner,” pointing
to the door of the closet. < John, let me
know when Dr. Campbell arrives; and tell
them to send up dinner directly,” said the
Jjustice to his butler.

‘Whilst he dines, we must leave the tailor
complaining that he was waisting precious
time ; the foreman, in the panic of guilt; -
and the good-natured dancing-master half
distracted betwixt his fears and his igno-
rance. He looked, from time to time,
through the key-hole of the closet in which
Forester was confined; and exclaimed,
« Grand Dieu! comme il a l'air noble a cet
instant! Ah! lui coupable '—he go to gaol!
—it is impossible !”

“We shall see how that will be presently,”
said the foreman, who had hitherto pre-
served absolute silence. ¢ 1 abide by my
books,” said the master-tailor; * and I wish
Dr. Campbell would make haste. I have
lost a day !” :

In spite of the tailor’s imperial exclama-
tion, he was obliged to wait some time
longer. When Mackenzie arrived at Dr.
Campbell’s, Henry was not at home: he
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was gone to the house at.the back of the

meadows, to prepare some chemical expe- .

riments, for the next day’s lecture. Mac-
kenzie, however, found Dr. -Campbell at
home in his study; and, in a soft hypo-
critical voice, lamented that he was ob-
liged to communicate some disagreeable
circumstances relating to young Mr. Fo-
rester. “ You do not, I presume, know
where that unfortunate, misguided youth
is at present; at this momept, I mean.”
“ ] do not know where he is at this mo-
ment,” said Dr. Campbell, calmly; ¢ but
I know where he has been for some time;
at M. , the bookseller’s. I have had
my eye upon him ever since he left this
house. I have traced him from place to
place. 'Though I have said little about
him, Mr. Mackenzie, I have a great regard
for my unfortunate ward.” 11 am sorry
for it, sir,” said Mackenzie; * this note will
wound your feelings the more deeply.”
¢ What is the matter, pray, speak at once,”
cried Dr. Campbell, who now forgot all his
usual calmness. ¢ Where is Forester ?”
« He is at this moment before Mr. W. ,
the magistrate, sir, charged with—but, I
own, I cannot believe him guilty”

« Charged with what? For God’s sake,

speak plainly, Mr. Mackenzie!” ¢ Then,
in one word, sir, my lost bank-note is
traced home to Mr, Forester, M, Pasgrave
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says he received it from him.” : ¢ Surely
sir,” said Dr. Campbell, with indignation,
¢ you would not insinuate, that Forester
has stolen your bank-note ?”’—¢ ' insinu-
ate nothing, doctor,’ ? said Archibald ; “ but,
I fear, the thing is toe plainly proved.—
My bank-note has certain stains, by which -
it has been identified. All that I know
is, that Mr. W——— says he can take no
bail ; and that he must commit Mr. Forester
to gaol, unless-he can clear himself. - He
says, that, a' few days before he left your
house, you pald him his quarterly allowance,
of ﬁ&y guineas, in five ten-guinea bank-
notes.”” « He says true. I did so,” said
Dr. Campbell, eagerly. “ And he says,
that you gave them to him wrappedin a
piece of paper, on whlch the numbers of
the notes were written.”” * I remember
it . distinctly, I desired him to take care of
that paper.”’ * He is npt famous for taking
care, you know, sir, of any thing. He says,
- he believes he threw it into his trunk; but
he has lost the key of the trunk, I under-
stand.” “ No matter; we can break
it- open this instant, and search for the
paper,” cried Dr, Campbell, who was now
extremely alarmed for his ward.. Mac-
kenzie stood by, without offering any as-
sistance, whilst Dr. Campbell broke open
the trunk, and searched it with the great-
est anxiety, It was in- terrible disorder,
. VOL. L 1
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The coat and waistcoat, which Forester
wore at the ball, were crammed in at the
top; and, underneath, appeared unfolded
linen, books, boots, maps, shoes, cravats,
fossils, and heaps of little rumpled bits of
paper, in which the fossils had once been
contained. Dr. Campbell opened every
one of these. The paper he wanted was
not amongst them. He took every thing
out of the box, shook and searched all the
pockets of the coat, in which Forester
used, before his reformation, to keep
hoards of strange papers. No list of bank-
notes appeared. ‘At length Dr. Camp-
bell espied the white corner of a paper-
mark in a volume of Goldsmith’s Animated
Nature. He pulled out this mark, and, to
his great joy, he found it to be the very
paper he wanted. “ So, it’s found, is it ?”
said Mackenzie;  disappointed; whilst Dr.
Campbell seized his hat, left every thing
upon the floor, and was very near locking
the ‘door of the room upon Mackenzie.
« Don’t lock me in here, doctor, I am go-
ing back with you to Mr. W——7s,”" said
Archibald. “ Won’t you stay 9-—dmner’s
going up—Mr. W was gomg to his
dinner, when I came away.” Without
listening to him, Dr. Campbell just -let
him out, locked the door, and hurried
away to his poor ward. -

“ ] have let things go too far,”” said he
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to himself.  As long as Forester’s credit
was not in danger, as long as he was un-
known, it was very well; but now, his
character is at stake; he may pay too
dear for his experience.”

“ Dr. Campbell,” said the pompous ma-
gistrate, who hated philosophers, rising
from table as Dr. Campbell entered, * do
not speak to me of bailing this ward of
yours. It is impossible, sir; I know my
duty.” < I am not come to offer bail for
my ward,”” said Dr. Campbell, “but to
prove -his innocence.” “ We must hope
the best,”’ said Mr. W- ; and, having
forced the Dr. to pledge him in a bum-
per of port, “ Now I am ready to pro-
ceed again to the examination of all the
parties concerned.”

~Dr. Campbell was now shown into the
room, where Mr. Macpherson, his fore-
man, and Pasgrave, were waiting. * Ah,
monsieur, Dieu merci vous voila!”’ ex-
claimed Pasgrave. “ You may go,” said
Mr. W , to the constable; but wait
below stairs.’” He unlocked the closet-
door.  Forester, at the sight of Dr.
Campbell, covered his face with his
hands; but, an instant afterwards, he
advanced with intrepidity. “ You can-
not, I am sure, believe me to be guilty
of any meanness, Dr. Campbell,” said
he. “Imprudent I have been, and I

' 12
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suffer for my folly.” ¢ Guilty!” cried
Dr. Campbell—*“ No: I could almost as
soon suspect my own son of such an
action. But my belief is nothing to the
purpose. We must prove your inno«
cence.”” <« Ah, oui, monsieur; and mine
too: for I am innocent, I can assure you,’’
cried M. Pasgrave. * The whole business,
sir,”” said the banker’s clerk, who had, by
this time, returned to hear the termination
of the affair—* the whole thing can be set-
tled in two minutes, by a gentleman like
you, who understands business. Mr. Fo-
rester ‘cannot recollect the number or the
firm of a ten-guinea bank-note, which he
gave to M. Pasgrave. M. Pasgrave can-
not recollect either; and he is in doubt,
whether he received this stained note,
which Mr. Mackenzie lost, from Mr. Fo-
rester, or from Mr. Macpherson, the tai-
lor.” “ There can' be no doubt about
me,” said Macpherson. ¢ Dr. Campbell,
will you be so good to look at the entry?
I acknowledge, I gave M. Pasgrave a ten-
guinea note; but here’s the number of it,

177, of Forbes’s bank. Mr. Mackenzie’s
note, you see, is of the bank of Scotland ;

and the stains upon it are so ‘remarkable,
that, if I had ever seen it before, I-should
certainly remember it. I’ll take my oath
I never saw it before.”” * Sir,”’ said Fores-
ter, ‘eagerly to Dr. Campbell, * you gave
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me five ten-guinea notes ;- here are four of
them in this packet-book ; the fifth I gave
ta M. Pasgrave. Can you tell me the
number of that note?”” ¢ I can,” said Dr.
. Campbell, producing the paper which he
found in Goldsmith’s Animated Nature.
¢ I had the precaution to write down the
numbers of all your notes myself. Here
they are.” Forester opened his pocket~
book. His four remaining notes were
compared, and perfectly agreed with the
pumbers in the list. The fifth, the num-
ber of the note, which he gave to Pas-
grave, was 1,260, of the New Bank.—
¢ One of your ten-guinea notes,” said Dr.
Campbell to Pasgrave, ¢ you paid into the
Bank of Scotland; and this gentleman,”
pointing to the banker’s clerk, ¢ stopped
it this morning. Now, you have had an-
other ten guinea-note, what became of
that?”’  Pasgrave, who understood Dr,
Campbell’s plain method of questlomng
him, answered immediately—* I did give
the other to my hair dresser—not long
ago—who lives in Street.” Dr.
Campbell instantly went himself to the
hair-dresser—found that he had the note
stil in his possession—brought him to
Mr. W ’s, and, when the note was
examined, it was found to he No. 1,260,
of the New Bank, which exactly corre-
sponded with the entry in the list of notes
which Dr. Campbell had produced.
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“ Then all is right,” said Dr. Camp-
bell. “ Ah oui!—Ah non!” exclaimed
Pasgrave. “ What will become of me ?”
“ Compose yourself, my good sir, said
Dr. Campbell. “You had but two ten-
guinea notes, you are sure of that ?”’ « But
two—but two—IJ will swear, but two.”
“ You are now certain which of these
two notes you had from my ward. The
other, you say, you received from »
“ From dis gentleman, I will swear,” cried
Pasgrave, pulling the tailor’s foreman for-
wards. “ 1 can swear now I am in no
embarras; I am sure I did get de oder
note from dis gentleman.” The master
tailor was astonished to see all the pallid
marks of guilt in his foreman’s counte-
nance. “ Did you change the note that
I gave you in the inner room?’’ said Mr.
Macpherson. The foreman as soon as he
could command his voice, denied the
charge; and persisted in it, that he gave
the note and change, which his master
wrapped up, exactly as it was, to the
dancing-master. Dr. Campbell proposed,
that the tailor’s shop, and the foreman’s
room, should be searched. Mr. W
sent proper people to Mr. Macpherson’s;
and, whilst they are searching his house,

we may inquire what is become of Henry

Campbell.
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THE CATASTROPHE:

HENRY CAMPBELL, the last time we
heard of him, was at the house at the back
of the Meadows. When he went into the
large room, to his chemical experiments,
the little girl, who was proud of having
arranged it neatly, ran on before him, and
showed him the places whege all his things
were put. ¢ The writing and the figures
are not rubbed off your slate; there it is,
sir,”” said she, pointing to a high shelf.
« But whose handkerchief is this? ” said
Henry, taking up a handkerchief, which
was under the slate. * Gracious! that
must be the good gentleman’s handker-
chief; he missed it, just as he was going
out of the house. He thought he had left
it at the washerwoman’s, where I met
him; and he’s gone back, to look for it
there. I'll run with it to the washerwo-
man’s; may be she knows where to find
him.”” “ But you have not told me who
heis. Who do you mean by the good
gentleman ?”  “ The good gentleman,
sir, that I saw with you at the watch-
maker’s, the day that you helped me to
carry the great geranium out of my grand-
mother’s room.”” “ Do you mean, that
Forester has been here?” exclaimegl
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Henry. “I never heard his name, sir; but
I mean, that the gentleman has been here,
whom I call the goed gentleman, because
it was he who went with me to my cross
school-mistress, to try to persuade her to
use me well. She beat me to be sure,
after he was goné, for what he had said;

but I'm not the less obliged to him, be-
"cause he did every thing, as he thought,
for the best. - And so I'll run with his
handkerchief to the woman’s, whe will
give it safe to him.”

- Henry recollected his promise to his fa-
ther. It required all his power over him-
self, to forbear questioning the child, and
endeavouring to find out something more
of his friend. He determined to mention
the circumstance to his father; and te
Flora, as soon as he returned home. ~ He
was always impatient to tell any thing to
his sister, that interested himself or his
friends: for Flora’s gaiety was not of that
unfeeling sort, which seeks merely- for
amusement, and which, unmixed with
sympathy for others, may divert in a com-
panion; but disgusts in a friend.
< Whilst Henry was reflecting upon the
manner in which he might most expedi-
tiously arrange his chemical experiments,
and return home, the little girl eame run-
ning back, with a face of great distress.
As soon as she had breath to speak, she
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told Henry, that when she went to the
washerwoman’s with the handkerchief, she
. was told a sad piece of news; that Mr.
Forester had been taken up, and carried
before Mr. W , the magistrate. “ We
don’t know what he has done. I'm sure I
don’t think - he can have done any thing
wrong.” Henry no sooner heard these
words, than he left all his retorts, rushed
out of the house, hurried home to his fa-
ther, and learned from Flora, with great
surprise, that his father had already been
sent for, and was gone to Mr. W.
She did not know the circumstances that
Mackenzie related to Dr. Campbell; but
she told him, that her father seemed much
alarmed; that she met him crossing the
hall, and that he could not stop to speak
te her. Henry proceeded directly to Mr.
W. ’s, and he arrived there just as the
people returned from the search of the tai-
lor's house. His opinion of Forester’s
innocence was so strong, that, when he
entered the room, he instantly walked up
to him, and embraced him, with a species
of frank confidence in his manner, which,
to Forester, was more expressive than any
thing that he could have said. The whole
affair was quickly explained to him; and
the people, who had been sent to: Mr.
Macpherson’s, now came up_stairs to Mr.
W——, and produced a ten-guinea bank- '

15
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note, which was found in the foreman’s
box. Upon examination, this note was dis-
covered to be the very note which Mr.
Macpherson sent with the change to Pas-
grave. It was No. 177, of Sir William
Forbes’s bank, as mentioned in the circum-
stantial entry in the day-book. The joy
of the poor dancing-master, at this com-
plete proof of his innocence, was rapturous
and voluble. Secure of the sympathy of
Forester, Henry, and Dr. Campbell, he
looked at them by turns, whilst he con-
gratulated himself upon this ““ éclaircisse-
ment ;” and assured the banker’s clerk,
that he would in future keep accounts,
We are impatient to get rid of the guilty
foreman. He stood, a horrible image of
despair. He was committed to gaol; and
was carried away by the constables, with-
out being pitied by any person present.
Every body, however, was shocked. Mac-
kenzie broke silence first, by exclaiming,
“ Well, now, I presume, Mr. V , I
may take possession of my own bank-note
again.”> He took up all the notes, which
lay upon the table, to search amongst them
for his own. * Mine, you know, is stained,”
said Archibald. ¢ But it is very singular,”
said Henry Campbell, who was looking
over his shoulder, ¢ that here are two
stained notes. That which was found in
the foreman’s hox, is stained in one corner,
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exactly as your’s was stained, Mr. Mac-
kenzie.” Macpherson, the tailor, now
stooped to examine it. * Is this No. 177,
the note that I sent in change, by my
foreman, to M. Pasgrave?—I’ll take my
oath it was not stained in that manner
when I took it out of my desk. Itwasa
new and quite clean note. It must have
been stained since.” ¢ And it must have
been stained with vitriolic acid,” conti-
nued Henry. « Ay, there’s cunning for
you,” cried Archibald. ¢ The foreman,
I suppose, stained it, that it might not be
known again.” ¢ Have you any vitriolic
acid in your house?” pursued Henry,
addressing himself to the master-tailor,
“ Not I, indeed, sirr We have nothing
to do with such thing's. They’d be very
dangerous to us.” *Pray,” said Henry,
“ will you give me leave, Mr. W , to
ask the person, who searched the fore-
man’s hox, a few questions? ” ¢ Certainly,
sir,” said Mr. W- ; “though, I protest,
I cannot see what you are driving at.”
Henry inquired what was found in the
box with the bank-note. The man, who
searched it, enumerated a variety of things.
“ None of these,” said Henry, “ could
have stained the note.  Ave you  sure
that there was nothing else¢?” ™ Nothing
in the world—nothing but.an old glass
stopper, I believe,” ¢ 1 wish I could see
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that stopper,” said Henry. “ This nete
was rolled round it,” said the man, “ but
I threw it into the box again. Tl go
and fetch it, sir, if you have any curiosity
to see it.” “ Curiosity to see an old stopper?
No!” cried Archibald Mackenzie, with a
forced laugh, ¢ what good would that de
us? We have been kept here long enough.
I move that we go home to our din-
ners.” But Dr. Campbell, who saw that
Henry had some particular reason for
wishing to see this glass stopper, secand-
ed his son. The man went for it; and,
when he brought it inte the roem, Henry.
Campbell looked at it very carefully, and
then decidedly said, fixing his eyes upon:
Archibald Mackenzie, who in vain strug-
gled to keep his countenance from
changing, «T. is glass stopper, Mr. Mac-
kenzie, is the stopper of my father'’s
vitriolic acid bottle, that was broken the
night the cat was killed. This stopper
has stained both the bank-notes. And it
must have heen in the pocket of your
waistcoat.” My pocket?” interrupted
Archibald; ¢ how should it come into my
pocket? It never was in my pocket, sir.”
Henry pointed to the stain on his waist-
coat. He wore the very waistcoat in-
question. “ Sir,” said Archibald, * I don't
know what you mean by pomtmg at my
waistcoat. It is stained, it iy true, and



THE CATASTROPHE. 181

very likely by vitriolic acid ; but, as I have
been so often in the doctor’s labora-
tory, when your  chemical experiments
have been going on, is it not very natural
to suppose, that a drep of one of the acids
might have fallen on my clothes ? I have
seen your waistcoats stained, I am sure.
Really, Mr. Campbell, you are unfriendly,
uncharitable; your partiality for Mr.
Forester should not blind you, surely. I
know you want to exculpate him from
having any hand in the death of that cat:
but that sheuld not, my dear sir, make
you forget what is due to justice. You
should not, permit me to say, endeavour
to criminate an innocent person.” ¢ This
is all very fine,” said Henry; * and you
may prove your innocence to me at once,
Mr. Mackenzie, if you think proper, by
showing, that the waistcoat was really, as'
you assert, stained by a drop of vitriolic
acid’s falling upon the outside of it. Will:
you show us the inside of -the pocket?”
Mackenzie, who was now in too much
confusion to know distinctly what Henry
meant to prove, turned the pocket inside
eut, and repeated,  That stopper was
never in my pocket, I'll swear.” ¢ Don’t
swear to that, for God’s sake,” said Henry.
“ Consider what you are saying. You
see, that there is a hole burnt in this
pecket. Now, if a drop of acid. had
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fallen, as you said, upon the outside of the
waistcoat, it must have been more burnt
on the outside than on the inside.” <« I
don’t know—I can’t pretend to be posi-
tive,” said Archibald; ¢ but what signi-
fies all this rout about the stopper?” « It
signifies a great deal to me,” said Dr.
Campbell, turning away from Mackenzie
with contempt, and addressing himself to
his ward, who met his approving eye with
proud delight. “ It signifies a great deal
to me. Forgive me, Mr. Forester, for hav-
ing doubted your word for a moment.”
Forester held his guardian’s hand, without
being able, for some instants, to reply.
“You are coming home with us, Forester ?”
said Henry. ¢ No:” said Dr. Campbell,
smiling ; “ you must not ask him to come
home with us to night. We have a little
._dance at our house to night. Lady Cathe-
rine Mackenzie wished to take leave of
her Edinburgh friends. She goes from
us to morrow. We must not expect to
see Forester at a ball; but to morrow
morning ——" “ I see,” said Forester,
smiling, * you have no faith in my refor-
mation. Well, I have affairs to settle with
my master, the pnntet I must go home,
and take leave of him. Ile has becua goud
master to me; and 1 must 8o and finish
my task of correcting. . Adiev.”. He ab-
ruptly lefe Dr. Campbell and Hemy, and,
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went to the bookseller’s, to inform bhim of
all that had passed, and to thank him for
his kindness. “ You will be at a loss to
morrow for a corrector of the press,” said
he. “ I am determined you shall not suffer
for my vagaries. Send home the proof
sheets of the work in hand to me, at Dr.
Campbell’s, and I will return them to
you punctually corrected. Employ me
till you have provided yourself with
another, I will not say, a better hand. I
do nmnot imagine,” continued Forester,
“ that I can pay you for your kindness to
me, by presents; indeed, I know you are
in such circumstances, that you disdain
money. But I hope you will accept of a
small mark of my regard—a complete
fount of new types.

Whilst Forester's generous heart ex-
panded with joy at the thoughts of return-
ing once more to his friends, we are sorry
to leave him, to finish the history of Archi-
bald Mackenzie. He sneaked home after’
Dr. Campbell and Henry, whose silent
contempt he well understood. Dr. Camp-
bell related all that had passed to lady
Catherine. Her ladyship showed herself
more -apprehensive that her son’s mean-
ness should be made known to the world,
than indignation or sorrow for his con-
duct. Archibald, whilst he was dressing
for the hall, began to revolve in his mind
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certain words, which his mother had said
to him, about Ais having received the lie
direct from Henry Campbell— his not
having the spirit of a gentleman. < She .
certainly meant,” said he to himself, « that
I ought to fight him. It’s the only way I
can come off ; as he spoke so plainly before
Mr. W , and all those people: the
banker’s clerk too was by ; and, as my mo-
ther says, it will be talked of. Il get sir
Philip Gosling to go with my message. I
think I've heard Dr. Campbell say, he dis-
approved of duels. Perhaps Henry won’t
fight. Has sir Philip Gosling sent to say,
whether he would be with us at the ball
to night?” said Archibald to the servant,
who was dressing his hair. “ No, sir,”
replied the servant ;  Sir Philip’s man has
not been here: but major O’Shannen has
been here twice since you were away, to
see you. He said, he had some message
to deliver from sir Philip to you.”—* To
me ;—message to me!” repeated Archi.
bald, turning pale. Archibald knew major
O’Shannon, who had of late insinuated
himself into sir Philip Gosling’s favour, had
a particular dislike to him, and had suc-
cessfully hullied him upon one or two oc-
casions. Archibald had that civil cow-
. ardice, which made him excessively afraid
of the opinion of the world; and major
O’Shannon, a -gamester, who was jealous
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of his influence over the rich dupe, sir
Philip, determined to entangle him in a
quarrel. The major knocked at the door a
third time, before Archibald was dressed;
and when he was told, that he was dress-
ing, and could not see any one, he sent up
the following note :— ‘
¢ SIR,

“ The last time I met you at the livery
stables, in company with my friend, sir
Philip Gosling, I had the honour of tell-
ing you my mind, in terms sufficiently
explicit, concerning a transaction, which
eannot have escaped your memory. My
friend, sir Philip, declares, you never
hinted that the poney was spavined. I
don’t pretend to be so good a jockey ay
you; but yow'll excuse my again saying, I
can’t consider your conduct as that of a
gentleman. Sir Philip is of my mind ; and,
if you resent my interference, I am ready
to give you the satisfaction of a gentleman.
If not, you will do well to leave Edinburgh
along with your mother, to morrow morn-
ing; for Edinburgh is no place for cowards,
as long as one has the honour of living in
it, who ealls himself (by curtesy)

* Your humble servant,
*“ CORNELIUS (’SHANNON.”

* P. S. Sir Philip is at your service, after
your settling with me.”

Archibald, eppressed with the sense of
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his own meanness, and somewhat alarmed
at the idea of fighting three duels, to re-
trieve his credit, thought it best to submit,
without struggle, in the first instance, to
that public disgrace, which he had merited.
He wrote a shabby apology to major
O’Shannon and Sir Philip, concluding with
saying, that rather than lose a friend he so
much valued as sir Philip Gosling, he was
willing to forget all that had passed, and
even to take back the poney, and to re-
turn Sawney, if the matter could, by this
means, be adjusted to his satisfaction. He
then went to his mother, and talked to her,
in a high style, of his desperate inten-
tions with respect to Henry Campbell.—
¢ Either he or I must fall, before we quit
the ground " said the artful Archibald ;
well knowing, that lady Catherine’s ma-
ternal teriderness would be awakened by
these ideas. Other ideas were also awak-
ened in the prudent mother’s mind. Dr.
Campbell was nearly related to a general
officer, from whom she looked for promo-
tion for her son. She repented, upon
reflection;, of what she had hastily said,
concerning the lie direct, and the spirit of
a gentleman ; and she softened down her
pride, and talked of her dislike to breaking
up old family friendships. Thence she
digressed into hints of the advantages, that
might accrue from cultivating Dr. Camp-
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bell’s good opinion ; admitted, that Henry
was strangely prejudiced in favour of his
rough friend Forester ; but observed, that
Mr. Forester, after all ,though singular,
was a young man of merit, and at the head
of a very considerable estate. * Archi-
bald,” said she, “ we must make allow-
ances, and conciliate matters; unless you
make this young gentleman your friend,
you can never hope to be on an eligible
footing with his guardian. His guardian,
you see, is glad to get him back again,
and, I dare say, has his reasons. I never
saw him, and I know him well, in such
spirits in my life as he was when he came
back to us to announce the probability
of his ward’s return to-morrow morning.
The doctor, I dare say, has good reasons
for what he does; and, I understand, his
ward is reconciled to the idea of living in
the world, and enjoying his fine fortune
like other people. So, I hope, you and
he, and of course you and the doctor, and
Henry Campbell, will be very good friends.
I shall leave you at Edinburgh for a few
months, till we get our commission: and
I shall beg the doctor to introduce you to
his friend and relation, general D. If
he can do nothing for you, you may look
towards the church. I trust to your pru-
dence, not to think of Flora Campbell,
though I leave you in the house with her ;
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for you can’t afford, Archibald, to marry
a girl with so small a fortune; and, you
may be sure, her friends have other views
for her. Pray let me hear no more of
duels and quarrels. And let us go down
into the ball-room ; for miss Campbell has
been dressed and down stairs this half
hour, and I would not have you inatten-
tive; that might displease as much as
the other extreme. In short, I may safely
leave you to your own discretion.” Lady
Catherine, after this prudent exhortation,
entered the ball-room, where all the com-
pany soon after assembled. Seated in gay
ranges, the well-dressed belles were eager
for the dancing to commence. Lady Ca- -
therine stood by Dr. Campbell; and, as
" soon as the ball began, when the music
played, and she saw every one absorbed in
themselves, or in their partners, she ad-
dressed herself to-the doctar, on the sub-
ject, which was next her heart, or, rather,
next her imagination. ¢ The general is
to be with you shortly, I understand,”
said she. Dr. Campbell coldly answered
in the affirmative. ¢ To be candid with
you, doctor, if youwll sit down, I want
to have a little chat with you about my
Archibald. He is not every thing I could
wish, and I see you are displeased with
him about this foolish business, that has
Jjust happened. For my own part, I think
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him to blame; but we must pardon, we
must make allowances for the errors of
youth ; and I need not, to a man of your
humanity, observe, what a cruel thing i¢
is, to prejudice the world against a young
man, by telling little anecdotes to his dis-
advantage. Relations must surely uphold
one another; and, I am convinced, you
will speak of Archibald with candour and
friendship.”

¢ With candour, and with truth,” re-
plied Dr. Campbell. “ I cannot pretend
to feel friendship, merely on the score of
relationship.”

The proud blood mounted into lady
Catherine’s face, and she replied, ¢ Some
consideration of one’s own relations, I
think, is not unbecoming. Archibald, I
should have thought, had as strong a
claim upon Dr. Campbell’s friendship, as
the son of an utter stranger to the family.
Old Mr. Forester had a monstrous fortune,
*tis true; but his wife, who was no grand
affair, I believe a merchant’s daughter,
I’m told, brought him the greatest part of
it; and yet, without any natural connexion
between the families, or any thing very
desirable, setting fortune out of the ques-
tion, you accept the guardianship of this
young man, and prefer him, I plainly see,
to my Archibald. I candidly ask you the
question, and answer me candidly.” :
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“ As you have explicitly asked the
question, I will answer your ladyship can-
didly. I do prefer my ward to your son.
I have avoided drawing comparisons be-
tween your son and Forester; and I now
wish to avoid speaking of Mr. Archibald
Mackenzie, because I ha.ve little hopes of
being of service to him.”

“ Nay,” said lady Catherine, softening
her tone, “ you know you have:it in your
power to be of the greatest service to him.”

“ 1 have done all I could,” said
Dr. Campbe]l with a sigh; “ but habits
of —-"

“ O, but I’m not talking of habits,”” in-
terrupted lady Catherine. “ I’ll make
him alter his habits. We shall soon turn
him into what you like; he’s very quick ;
and you must not expect every young
man to be just cut out upon the pattern
of our dear Henry. I don’t want to
trouble you to alter his habits, or to teach
him chemistry, or any of those things.
But you can, you know, vnthout all that,
do him an essential service.”

¢ How ?” said Dr. Campbell.

“ Why how? I don’t know you this
evening, you are so dry. Ken you not
what I mean? Speak three words for him
to your friend, the general.”

“ Your ladyship must excuse me,” said

Dr. Campbell.
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Lady Catherine was stunned by this
distinct “refusal. She urged Dr. Camp-
bell to explain the cause of his dislike to
her son.

¢ There is a poor washerwoman now
below stairs,” replied Dr. Campbell, ¢ who
can explain to you more than I wish to
explain ; and a story about a horse of sir
Philip Gosling’s was told to me, the other
day, by one of the baronet’s friends, which
I should be glad Mr. Archibald Mackenzie
could contradict effectually.”

¢ Archibald, come here,” said lady Ca-
therine ; « before the next dance begins,
I must speak to you. What is this about
a horse of'sir Philip Gosling’s?”

“ Ma’am !” said Archibald, with great
astonishment. At this instant one of Dr.
Campbell’s servants came into the room,
and gave two notes to Archibald, which,
he said, two gentlemen just left, and de-
sired him to deliver to Mr. Mackenzie,
whilst he was in the ball-room, if possible.

« What is it >—~What are they, child ?”
cried lady Catherine. ¢ I will see them.”
Her ladyship snatched the notes, read,
and when she saw that her son, in the
grossest terms, was called a coward, for
refusing the challenges of two such fa-
shionable men as sir Philip Gosling and
major O’Shannon, all her hopes .of him
were at an end. '« Oar family is disgraced



192 FORESTER.

for ever!” she exclaimed: and them, per-
ceiving that she had uttered this unguard-
ed sentence loud enough for several of
the company to hear, she endeavoured to
laugh, and fell into violent hysterics. She
was carried out of the ball-room. A whis:
per now ran round the room of—*“ What’s
the matter with lady Catherine Macken-
gie ?”—It was at an unfortunate moment
that she was carried out; for all the
dancers had just seated themselves,. after
a brisk country dance; and the eyes of
all the young and old were upon her lady-
ship as she made her exit. A young
man, a friend of major O’Shannon’s, who
was present, whispered the secret to his
partner ; she, of course, to her next neigh-
bour. Archibald saw, that the contents
of the notes were made public; and he
quitted the apartment, * to inquire how
his mother did.”

The buzz of scandal was general for
some moments; but a new object soom
engrossed the attention of the company.
* Pray,” said a young lady, who was
looping up Flora Campbell's gown, * who
is this gentleman, who is just coming into
the room ?” Flora looked up, and saw a
well-dressed stranger entering the room,
who bad- much the appesrance of a gen-
tleman. He certainly resembled a person
she had seén before; but she could scarce-

- — e ————
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ly believe that her eyes did not deceive her.
Therefore, she hesxtatmgly replied to -the
young lady’ s questmn, “ 1 don’t know--F
am not sure.” But she, an instant after-
wards, saw her brother Henry and her fa-
ther advance so eagerly to meet the stran-
ger, that her doubts vanished ; and, as he
now directed his steps towards the spot
where she was standing, she corrected her
first answer to her companion’s question;
and said, “ Yes, I fancy---it certainly is—-
Mr. Forester.” Forester, with an o
countenance, slightly tinged with the blush
of ingenuous shame, approached her, as if
he was afraid she had not forgotten some
things, which he wished to be forgotten ;
and yet, as if he was fully conscious, that
he was not wholly unworthy of her esteem.
« Amongst other prejudices, of which I
have cured myself,” said he to Dr. Camp-
bell, « since we parted, I have cured my-
self of my- foolish antipathy to Scotch
reels.”

“ That I can scarcely believe,” said Dr.
Campbell, with an incredulous smile.

“ I will convince you of it,” said Fores-
ter, ¢ if you will promise to forget all my
other follies.”

“ All!” said Dr. Campbell “ Convince
me first ; and then it will be time enough
to make such a desperate promise.”

Flora was rather surprised, ‘when our

VOL. I K



194 FORESTER.

once cynical hero begged the favour of her
band, and led her to dance a reel. M. Pas-
grave would have been in ecstasy, if he had
seeni his pupil’s performance.

-~ % And now, my dear Forester,” said Dr.
Campbell, as his ward returned to claim his
promise of a general ammesty, *if you
do not turn out a coxcomb, if you de
not ¢ mistake reverse of wrong for right,’
you will infallibly be a very great mian.
Give me a pupil, who can cure himself of
any one foible, and I have hopes of him.
What hopes must I have of him, whe bas
cured himself of so many !”
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FREDERICK the Second, king of
Prussia, after his conquest of . Saxony,
transported, it is said®, by force, several
manufacturers from Dresden to Berlin,
where he was very desirous of establish-
ing the manufacture of china. These
unfortunate . people, separated from their
friends, their home, and their native
country, were compelled to continue their
labours for .the profit and for the glory of
their conqueror. Amongst the number
of those sufferers was Sophia Mansfeld.
She was young, handsome, and possessed
considerable talents. Several pieces of
porcelain, of her design and modelling,
were shown to Frederick, when he visited
the manufactory at Meissen, in Saxony;
and their taste and workmanship appeared
to him so exquisite, that he determined
to transport the artist to his capital. But,
from the time of her arrival at Berlin,

* Vide Wraxball's Memoirs of the Court of Berlin.
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Sophia Mansfeld’s genius seemed to for-
sake her. It was her business to sketch
designs, and to paint them on the porce-
lain ; but either she could not or would
not execute these with her former elegance;
the figures were awkward and spiritless,
and it was in vain, that the overseer of the
works attempted to rouse her to exertion ;
she would sit for hours, with her pencil in
‘her. hand, in 3 sort of reverie. It was
welancholy to see her. The overseer had
compassion upon her; but his compassion
Was Bot 50 great as his dread of the king’s
displeasyre; and he at length d
that the next time Frederick visited the
works, he must complain of her ohstinate
. The monarch. was ex(pected in 8 few
-days; for, in the midst of his various ec-
cupations, Frederick, who was at this time
extremely intent upon the establishment
of the porcelain manufactory at Berlin,
found leisure, frequently, to inspect it in
rson. The king, however, was pre-
vented from coming at the appointed
hour by a review at Potzdam, His ma.
jesty had formed the singular project of
embadying, and training to the science of
arms, the Jews in his dominions.* They
were rather awkward in learning the

& Wraxhalls Memoira of the Cousts of Rerlin, &c.
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manual exercise; and the Jewish review,
though it afforded infinite amusement to
the spectators, put Frederick so much eut
of humeur, that as soon as.it was ovep,
he rede to his palace of Sans Souci, and
shut himself up for the remainder of the
morning. The preceding evening an
English traveller, who had passed some
time at Paris with the count de Lauragals,
in trying experiments upon poreelam clays,
and who had received much instruction on
this subject from Mr. Wedgewood, of

-Etruria, had been presented te the king,
-and his Majesty had invited him -to be
‘present at a trial of some new process of
importance, which was to be made this
‘morning ‘at his manufactory. The Eng-
‘Hsh traveller, who was more mtentr upon
his countryman, Mr. Wedgewood’s -fame,
than upon the marshal manceuvres of the
Jews, proceeded, as soon as the review
was ﬁmshed to exhibit his English speci-
mens to a party of gentlemen, whe had
appointed to meet him at the chma‘works
at Berlin. .

Of this party was a young man of th'e

name of Augustus Laniska, whe was, at
this time, scarcely seventeen years old.
He was a Pole by birth-—-a Prussian by
education. He had been bred up at the
‘military school, at Potzdam, and, being
distinguished by Frederick as a boy of
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high spirit and capacity, he was early in-
"spired with enthusiastic admiration of this
monarch. His admiration, however, was
neither blind nor servile. He saw Frede-
rick’s faults as well as his great qualities;
and he often expressed himself with more
openness and warmth upon this subject
than prudence could justify. He had
conversed, with unusual freedom, about
Fredenck’s character, with our English
traveller; and, whilst he was zealous to
display every proof of the king’s greatness
of mind, he was sometimes forced to ac-
knowledge, that, « there are disadvantages
in living under the power of a despotic
soverei

“A dequtlc soverelgn' You will not
then call your Frederick a despot?” whis-
pered the English traveller to the young
Pole, as they entered the china works at
Berlin. “ This is a promising manufactory,
no doubt,” continued he, “ and Dresden -
china will, probably, soon be called Berklin «
china, by which the world, in general,
will certainly be much benefitted. But,
in the mean time, look around you,
and read your monarch’s history in the
eyes of those prisoners of war---for. such
I must call these expatriated manufac-
turers.” ,

There were, indeed, many countenances
in which great dejection was vigibleww

[V
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“ Look at that picture of melancholy,
resumed the Englishman, pointing to the
figure of Sophia Mansfeld—* Observe,
even now, whilst the overseer is standing
near her, how reluctantly she works! *Tis
_the way with all slaves. Our English ma-
nufacturers (I- wish you could see them)
work in quite another manner---for they
are-free—"

“ And are free men, or free women,
never sick ?” said Laniska; “ or do. you
Englishmen blame your king, whenever
any of his subjects turn pale ?-—-The wo-
man, at whom you are now looking, is evi-
dently ill. I will inquire from the overseer
what is the matter with her.”

Laniska then turned to the overseer,
and asked him, in German, several ques-
tions; to which he received answers, that
he did not translate to the English travel-
. ler; he was unwilling, that any thing un-

" favourable to the cause of his sovereign
» should appear; and, returning to his com-
panion, he changed the conversation.---
When all the company were occupied
-round the furnaces, attending to the Eng-
lishman’s experiments, Laniska went back
to the apartment where Sophia Mansfeld
was at work—* My good girl,” said he to
her, “ what is the matter with you? - The
overseer tells me, that, since you came here,
you have done nothmg5 that is worth look-
K
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at; yet this charming piece (painting
to & bowl of her painting, which had heen
bmugl;t. from Saxony) is of your design ; is
not it ?”

% Yes, sir,” replied Sophia; “ I painted
it--to my sorrow. If the king had mever
seen or liked it, I should wow bewwm’
The recollection of her home, which, at
this instant, rushed full upen her wind,
overpowered her, and she paused. .

“ You would now be in Saxony,” re-
sumed Laniska; “ but forget Saxony, and
you will be happy at Berlin,”

« I cannot forget Saxony, sir,” answer-
ed the young woman, with modest firm-
ness ;---“ I cannot forget a father and mo-
ther, whom I love, who are old and infirm,
and who depended on me for their sup-
port; I cannot forget every thing--.every
body, that I have ever loved. I wish |
cou d,”

“ Sir,” whispered a Prussian workman,
who stood by..- sir, she has a lover in
Saxony, to whom she was just going to
be married, when she was carried off from
her cottage, and brought hither.”

« Cannot her lover follow her ?” said
Laniska.

“ He is in Berlin, in concealment.

the workman in a wh;sper -t you
won’t betray him, I am surg,”

“ Neot 1,” said Lanisks. «I nsver be-

-~ -
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trayed any one; and I never shall—
mauch less the unfortunate. But why is
her lover in eoncealment ? **

¢ Because it is the king’s pleasure,” re-
plied the Prussian, “ that she should no
longer consider him as her lover. You
know, sir, several of these Saxon women
have been compelled, since their arrival
at Berlin, to marry Prussians. Sophia
Mansfeld has fallen to the lot of a Prus-
sian soldier, who swears that, if she delays
another month to marry him, he will com-
plain to the king of her obstinacy. Our
overseer, too, threatens to complain of her
idleness. She is ruined, if she go on in
this way. We tell her so; but she seems
to have lost all sense: for she sits as she
does now, like one stupified, half the day,
let us say what we will to her. We pity
her; but the king knows best: the king
must be obeyed.”?

¢ Slave!” exclaimed Laniska, bursti
into a sudden transport of indignatiop.—
¢ Slave! you are fit to live only under a
tyrant.—The king knows best! The
king must be obeyed!-—What when his
commands are contrary to reason, to jus-
tice, to humanity!” — Laniska stopped
short, but not before the high tone of his
voice, and the boldness of the words he -
uttered, had astonished and dismayed all
present;. all, except Sophia - Mansfeld.—
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Her whole countenance became suddenly
illuminated ; she started up, rushed for-
wards, threw herself at the feet of Laniska,
and exclaimed—¢ Save me! You can save
me! You have courage; and you are a
powerful lord, and you can speak to the
king. Save me from this detested mar-
° "’

The party of gentlemen, who had been
in the next chamber, now entered the
room, curious to know what had drawn
thither such a crowd of workmen. On see-
ing them enter, Sophia, recollecting her-
self, rose, and returned to her work
quietly, whilst Laniska, much agitated,
seized hold of the Englishman’s arm, and
hurried out of the manufactory.

“ You are right, your are right,” cried
he, “ Frederick is a tyrant! But how can
I save his victim ?”

“ Not by violence, my Augustus, not
by violence!” replied a young man of the
name of Albert, who followed Laniska,
anxious to restrain the impetuosity of his
friend’s temper, with which he was well
acquainted. “ By imprudence,” said he,
“ you will but expose yourself to danger;
you will save, you will serve no one.”

“ Tame prudence will neither save nor
serve any .one, however it may prevent
. it’s possessor from exposing himself to dan-
. ger,”. retorted Laniska,. casting upon Al-
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bert a look of contemptuous reproach.
s Prudence be your virtue; courage
mine.”

- % Are they mcompatlble?” said Albert,
calmly.

«“] know not,” replied Laniska: « but
this I know, that I am in no humour to
reason that point, or any other, according
to all those cursed forms of logic, which,
I believe, you love better than any thing
else.”

« Not better than I love you, as I prove,
by allowing you to curse them as much

- and as often as you think proper,” replied
Albert, with a smile; which could not
however force one from his angry friend.

“ You are right to practise logic and
rhetoric,” resumed Laniska, ¢ as much
and as often as you can, since in your
profession you are to make your bread by
your tongue and your pen. I am a sol-
dier, or soon to be a soldier, and have
other arms and other feelings.”

“I will not dispute the superiority of
your arms,” replied Albert; “1 will only
beg of you to remember, that mine will
be at your service, whenever you want or
wish for them.”

This temperate and friendly reply en-
tirely calmed Laniska. “ What would
become of Augustus Laniska,” said he,
giving Albert. his hand, ¢ if he had not
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such a friend as you are! My mother
may well say this, as she does ten times a
day; but now take it in your sober man-
ner, what can we do for this poor woman ?
for something must be done.”

After some consideration, Albert and
Laniska determined to draw up a petition
for Sophia, and to present it to the king,
who was known to pay ready and minute
attention to every application made te
him in writing, even by the meanest of
his subjects, The petition was presented,
and an answer anxiously expected. Fre-
derick, when at Potzdam, often honoured
the countess Laniska with a visit. She was
a woman of considerable information and
literature; acquirements not. common
amongst the Polish or Prussian ladies;
and the king distinguished the countess
by his approbation, in order to excite
some emulation amongst his female sub-
jects. She held a sort of conversazione
at her house, which was frequented by all
foreigners of distinction, and especially
by some of the French literati, who were
at this time at Frederick’s court.

. One evening—it was a few days after
Sophia Mansfeld’s petition had been pre-
sented—the king was at the countess La-
niska’s, and the company were conversing
wpon some literary - subject,  when Fre-
derick, who had been wunusually . silent,
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gldenly turned to the English travelles,
who was ope of the company, and
gsked him whether his countryman, Mr.
Wedgewood, had not made a beautiful
imitation of the Barberini, or Portland
yase

’I‘he Englishman replied, that the imi-
tation was sp exquisite, as scarcely to be
knewn hy the best judges, from the ori-
ginal ; and he went on, with much eager-
ness, to give a deseription of the vase, that
he might afterward, for the honour of his
couptry, repeat some lines written wupon
the subject by a great English poet*.
Frederick was himself a poet, and a judge
of peetry; he listened ta the lines with
attention ; and, as soon as the Englishman
had finished speaking, he exclaimed, « I
will write a description of the Prussian
vase myself.”
. % The Prussian vase,” said the English
traveller “ I hope I may have the honour
of seeing it hefore T leave Berlin.”
. “If you prolong your stay another
month, Yyour curiosity will probably be
gratified,” replied Frederick. * The Prus-
sian vase is not yet in being; but I have
this day determined ¢o offer a reward, that
I knaw will produce- 8 Prussian vase.~—

" # Darwin.—See his descnptxon of the Barberini
Vase in-the Botanic Garden.” We hope our naders
will pwdon this avechronism. . .
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Those who have the command of motives,
and know their power, have also the com-
mand of all that the arts, or what is called-a
genius for the arts, can produce. The hu-
man mind, and human fingers, are much
the same in Italy, in England, and in
Prussia. Then, why should not we have
a Prussian as well as a Wedgewood’s, or a
Barberini vase? We shall see. I do not
understand mon métier de roi, if 1 cannot
call forth talents, where I know them to
exist. There is,” continued the king, fix-
ing his eyes full upon Laniska—¢“ There
is, in my porcelain manufactory at Berlin,
a woman of considerable talents, who is
extremely anxious to return, along with
some lover of hers, to Saxony. Like all
other prisoners of war, she must purchase
her liberty from the conqueror ; and, if she
cannot pay her ransom in gold, let her
pay it by her talents. I do not give pre-
miums to idleness or obstinacy.  The king
must be obeyed, whether he knows how to
command or not ; let all the world, who are
able to judge, decide.” Frederick, as soon
as he had finished this speech, which he
pronounced in a peremptory tone, left the
room; and Laniska’s friends, who per-
ceived that the imprudent words he had
uttered in Berlin had reached the king’s
ear, gave the young man up for lost. To
their surprise, however, the king took no
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farther notice of what had happened, but
received Laniska the next day at Sans
Souci with all his usual kindness. Lanis-
ka, who was of an open generous tem-
per, was touched by this conduct; and,
throwing himself at Frederick’s feet, he
exclaimed—

“ My king! forgive me, if, in a
moment of indignation, I called you a
tyrant.” '

« My friend, you are yet a child, and I
let children and fools speak of me as they
please,” replied Frederick. “ When you
are an older man, you will judge more
wisely, or, at least, you will speak with
more discretion, within twenty miles of a
tyrant’s palace. Here is my answer to
your Sophia Mansfeld’s petition,” added
he, giving Laniska the paper, which
Albert had drawn up; at the bottom of
which was written, in the king’s own hand,
these words :—

“ I will permit the artist, who shall pro-
“ duce, before this day month, the most
. beautiful vase of Berlin china, to marry,
“ or not to mary, whoever he or she shall
“ think proper, and to return to Saxony
“ with all imaginable expedition. If the
 successful artist choose to remain at
“ Berlin,, I will add a reward of 500
“crowns. The artist’s name shall be -
“dnscribed_on the wvase, which-shal -be-
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% called the Prussian vase.” No sooner
had Sophia Mansfeld read these words,
than she seemed animated with new life
and energy. She was likely to have
many competitors; for the moment the
king’s intentions were made known in the
manufactury, all hands and heads were at
work. Some were excited by the hope
of regaining their liberty, others stimu-
lated by the mention of 500 crowns, and
some were fired with ambition to have
their pame inscribed on the Prussian Vase.
But none had so strong a motive for ex-
ertion as Sophia.. She was indefatigable.
‘The competitors consulted . the persons
whom they helieved to have the best
taste in Berlin and Potzdam. Sophia's
designs were shown, as soon as they were
sketched, to the countess Laniska, whose
advice was of material use to her.

At length the day, which was to de-
cide her fate, arrived. The wvases were
all ranged, by the king’s order, in his
gallery of paintings, at Sans Souci; and,
in the evening, when Frederick had
finished the business of the day, he went
thither to examine them. Laniska and
some others were permitted to accompany
him: no one spoke, whilst Frederick was
comparing the works of the different com-
petitors. S

“ Let this be the Prussian Vase,” said
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the king, It was Sophia Mansfeld’s. La-
niska just stayed to show her name, which
was written underneath the foot of the
vase, and then he hurried away, te com-
municate the happy news to Sophia, who
was waiting, with her lover, at the house
of the countess Lapiska in Potzdam, im-
patient to hear her fate. She heard it
with imexpressible joy! and Laniska’s ge-
merous heart sympathized in her happi-
ness. It was settled, that she should the
next morning be married to her lover, and
return: with him to her father and mother
in Saxony. The happy couple were just
taking leave of the young count and his
mother, when they were ajarmed’ by the
sound of many voices .en the great stair-
case, Same persons seemed ta be disput-
ing with the contesa’s servamts for  ad-
mittance. Laniska went out to inquite
into the cause of the disturbance. The
hall was filled with soldiers.

. “ Ara you the young count Laniska?"
said an officer to him, the moment he
appeared.

1 am the young count Laniska,’ replied
he, in a firm tone,. “ What do you want
with me ? and why this disturbance in my
mother’s house at this unseasonable hour ?”
. “ We come here by the king’s orders,”
replied the soldier. * Is not there in this
house a weman of the name of Sophia
Mansfeld ?” i
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“ Yes, replied Laniska: *“ What do
you want with her?”

“ She must come with us; and you are
our prisoner, count,” replied the soldier.

It was in vain to ask for further expla-
nation. The soldiers could give none;
they knew nothing, but that their orders
were to convey Sophia Mansfeld imme-
diately to Meissen in Saxony, and to lodge
count Laniska in the castle of Spandau,
a state prison.

“ I must know my crime, before I sub-
mit to punishment,” cried Laniska, in a
passionate voice; but he restrained the
natural violence of his temper, on seeing
his mother appear; and, at her request,
yielded himself up a prisoner without re-
sistance and without a murmur.—* I de-
pend on your innocence, my son, and on
the justice of the king,” said the countess;
and she took leave of him without shed-
ding a tear. The next day, even before
the king arrived at Potzdam, she went
to the palace, determined to wait there
till she could see him,.that she might
hear from his own lips the cause of her
son’s imprisonment. She waited a cousi-
derable time, for, without alighting from
horseback, Frederick proceeded to the
parade, where he was occupied for some
hours; at length he alighted, and the first
person he saw, on entering his palace, was
the countess Laniska.
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I am willing to believe, Madam,” said
he, ¢ that you have no share in your son ’s
folly and ingratitude.”

¢ My son is, I hope, incapable of in-
gratitude, sir,” answered the countess,
with an air of placid dignity. I am well
aware, that he may have been gullty of
great imprudence.”

. % At six o’clock this evening let me see

you, madam,” replied the king, * at Sans

~Souci, in the gallery of paintings, and you
_ shall know of what your son is accused.”

At the appointed hour she was in the
gallery of paintings at Sans Souci. No
one was there; she waited, quietly, for
some time, then walked up and down the
gallery with extreme impatience and agi-
sation; at last, she heard the king’s voice
and his step: the door opened, and Fre-
derick appeared. It was an awful moment
to the mother of Laniska. She stood in
silent expectation.

“ ] see, madam,” said the king, after
fixing his penetrating eye for some mo-
ments on her countenance: I see that
you are, as I believed you to be, wholly
ignorant of your son’s folly. As he spoke,
Frederick put his hand upon the  vase,
made by Sophia Mansfeld, which was
placed on a small stand in the middle of
the gallery. The countess, absorbed by her
own reflections, had not noticed it.

% You have seen this vase before,” said
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the king; “and you have probably seen
the lines, which are imscribed on the feot
of it?”
. & Yes,” said the countess; “ they are
my son’s writing.”
% And they are written by lns own
hand,” said the king. . '
“ They are. The poor Saxon woman,'
who draws so admu'ably, cannot wrife ;
and niy son wrote the inscription for her.”
- ¢ The lines are in a high strain of
panegyric,” said the king; and he laid a

~ severe emphasis on the word panegyrzc

“ Whatever may be my son’s faults,” said
the countess, * your majesty cannot suspect
him of being a base flatterer. Scarcely a
month has elapsed, since his unguarded -
openness exposed him to your displeasure.
Your majesty’s magnanimity, in pardon-
ing his imprudent expressions, convinced
him at once of his error in having used
them; and, in the fit of enthusiasm, with
which your kindness upon that occasion
inspired him, he, who is by no means a
poet by profession, composed the two lines
of panegyric, which seem to have given
your majesty offence; but which I should
never have concelved could be the cause
of his imprisonment.”

“ You plead like a wmother, madam,”
said the king; “but you reasen like &
woman. Have I ever said, that your son
was imprisoned for having written  two
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lines of flattery? No, madam; I know
how to smile both at flattery and satire,
when they are undisguised; but there is
a degree of baseness, which I cannot so
easily pardon. Be patient, madam; I will
listen to all you ¢an say in your son’s de-
fence, when you have read this inscription.
But, before you read it, understand, that
I was upon the point of sending this vase
to Paris. I had actually given orders to
the man, who was packing up that case
(pointing to a half-packed case of porce-
lain), to put up the Prussian Vase as a -
present for a Prussian bel esprit of your
acquaintance. The man showed me the
inscription at the bottom of the vase. I
read the flattering lines with pleasure, and
thought them, as people usually think
flattering lines made on themselves—ex-
cellent. I was even fool enough immedi-
ately to eonsider how I could reward the
author, when my friend, the packer, in-
terrupted the course of my thoughts, by
observing, with some exclamation of as-
tonishment, that the blue colour of the
vase came off in one spot, where he had
been rubbing it. I looked, and saw that
part of the inscription at the bottom of the
vase had been covered over with blue paint.
At first sight, I had read the words: ¢ On
the character of Frederick the Great;’
—the blue paint had concealed the next
word, which is now, madam, sufficiently
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legible.” The word to which the king
pointed, was—zyrant. “ Those flattering
lines, madam, you comprehend, were
written,—¢ On the character of Frederick
the great tyrant.’

“ I shall spare you madam, all the re-
flections 1 have made on this occasion.
Tyrant as I am, I shall not punish the in-
nocent mother for the follies of her son.
I shall be at your house, along with the
rest of your friends, on Tuesday evening.”

The unhappy mother of Laniska with-
drew from the presence of the king, with-
out attempting any reply. Her son’s con-
duct admitted, she thought, of no apolo-
gy, if it were really true, that he had writ-
ten the words to which his name was- sign-
ed. Of this she doubted; but her conster-
nation was at first so great, that she had
not the power to think. A general belief
remained in her mind of her son’s inno-
cence; but then a number of his impru-
dent words and actions came across her
memory : the inscription was, apparently,
in his own hand-writing. The conversa-
tion, which had passed in the porcelain
manufactory at Berlin, corroborated the
idea expressed in this inscription.- The
countess, on her return home, related the
circumstances with as much composure as
she could, to Albert, who was waiting to
hear the result of her interview with the
king. Albert heard her relation with asto-
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nishment; he could not believe in his
friend’s guilt, though he saw no means of
proving his innocence. He did not, how-
ever, waste his time in idle conjectures, or
more idle lamentations ; he went immedi-
ately to the man, who was employed to
pack up the vase; and, after questlonmg-
him with great care, he went to Berlin, to

the porcelain manufactory, and inquired,
whether any persons were present, when
Laniska wrote the inscription for Sophia
Mansfeld. After Albert had collected alk

the information that could be obtained,

his persuasion of Laniska’s innocence was
confirmed.

On Tuesday Frederick had promised to
come to the countess’s conversazione. The
company, previous to his majesty’s arrival,
were all assembled round the sofa, on whxch
she was seated, and they were eagerly talk-
ing over Laniska’s affair. ““ What a bless-
ing it is,” cried the English traveller, « to

live in a country where no man can be im-~

prisoned without knowing of what he is

accused! What a blessing it is to live’

under a government where no man can be
condemned without trial, and where his

trial must be carried on in open day, in the'

face of his country, his peers, his equals!”

ttinl by jury, when Frederick entered the
VOL. L L

~The Englishman was in the midst of.
a warm eulogium upon the British mode of

-
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room, as it was his custom, without being
announced: and the company were so in-
tently listening to our traveller, they did
not perceive, that the king was one of his
auditors.  Would to Heaven!” cried the
countess Laniska, when the Englishman
paused, ¢ Would to Heaven my son could
have the advantage of such a trial !”

“ And would to Heaven,” exclaimed
Albert,  that I might plead his cause !”’

“ On one condition,” said Frederick ;
and, at the sound of his voice, every one
started: * On one condition, young man,
your prayer shall be grantéd. You shall
plead your friend’s cause, upon condition,
that, if you do not convince his judges of
his innocence, you shall share his punish-
ment. His punishment will be a twelve-
month’s imprisonment in the castle of
Spandau; and yours the same, if you fail
to establish your cause and his. Next to
the folly of being imprudent ourselves, that
of choosing imprudent friends is the most
dangerous. Laniska shall be tried by his
equals; and, since twelve is the golden,
harmomc, dlvme number, for which jus-
tice has a blind predilection, let him have
twelve judges, and call them, if you please,
a jury. But I will name my counsel, and
you counsel for Laniska. You know the
conditions; do you accept of them ?”

« lelmgly, sive!” cried Albert, joy-
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fully.—* You will permit me to have
access to the prisoner in the castle of Span-
dau?”

“ That is a new condition; but I grant
it. The governer shall have orders to
.admlt you to see and converse with his
prisoner for two hours; but if, after that
conversation, your opinion of your friend
should change, you will not blame me, if I
hold you to your word.”

Albert declared, that he desired no
more : and the countess Laniska, and all
who were present, joined in praising Fre-
derick’s clemency and Albert’s genero-
sity. The imprisonment of Laniska had
been much talked of, not only in public
companies at Potsdam and at Berlin,
but, what affected Frederick much more
nearly, it had become the subject of con-
versation amongst the literati, in his own
palace at Sans Souci. An English tra-
veller, of some reputation in the literary
world, also knew the circumstances, and
was interested in the fate of the young
count. Frederick seems to have had a
strong desire to be represented in an
amiable point of view by writers, who, he
believed, could transmit his fame to pos-
terity. Careless of what might be said of
him, he was anxious, that nothing should
be printed derogatory to his reputation.
Whether the desire to give to. foreigners a

L2
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striking proof of his magnanimity, or
whether his regard for the young count,
and his friendship for his mother, were
his motives in granting to Laniska ' this
trial by jury, cannot, and need mot be
determinéd. ~ Unmixed virtue is not to be
expected from kings more than from ecom-
mon men.

After his visit to the prisoner, in the
castle of Spandau, Albert felt no inclination
to recede from the agreement into which
he had entered; but Laniska was much
alarmed, when he was told of what had
passed. ¢ Oh! my generous friend!” ex-
claimed the young count, ¢ why did you ac-
cept of the conditions offered to you by the
king ? You may, I am sure you do, believe
in my inmocence ; but you will never be
able to prove it. You will soon be involved
in my disgrace.”

« I shall think it no disgrace,” rep'ied
Albert, ¢ to be the fellow-prisoner of an in-
nocent friend.”

“ Do not you remember,” said Laniska,
«“ that, as we were returning from Berlin,
after my unlucky visit to the porcelain
manufactory, you promised me, that,
whenever I should be in want of your
weapons, they should be at my service?
I little thought, that I should so soon be in
such need of them Farewell—I pray for
their success.”
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On the day appointed for the trial of
Laniska, crowds of people, of all ranks,
flocked teqhear the proceedings. A spa-
cious building in Potzdam, intended for
@ barrack, was, upon this occasion, con-
verted into a hall of justice; a temporary
gallery was erected for the accommoda-
tion of the audience, and a platform was
raised in the centre of the hall, where the
judge’s chair was placed: on the right
bhand of his chair a space was railed in
for the reception of the twelve young

ntlemen, who were o act as jurors; on
the left another space was railed in for
spectators. In the front there was a large
table, op each side of which were benches
for the counsel and witnesses. .Those for
the crown on the right hand; those for
the prisoner on the left. Every thing
had, by the king's orders, been prepared
in this manner, according to the English
custom.

The countess Laniska now entered the -
court, with a few friends, who had not yet
forsaken her. They took their seats at -
the lower end of the gallery; and, as
every eye turned upon the mother, who
waited to hear the trial of her son, an
awful silence prevailed. This lasted but
for a few moments ; it was succeeded by a
general whispering amongst the crowds,

both in the hall and in the gallery. Each
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individual gave his opinion concerning
the event of the trial ; some declared, that
the circumstances, which must appear
against Laniska, were so strong, that it
was madness in Albert to undertake his
defence ; others expressed great admiration
of Albert’s intrepid confidence in himself
and his friend. Many studied the coun-
tenance of the king, to discover what his
wishes might be; and a thousand idle con-
Jjectures were formed from his most insig-
nificant movements.

At length, the temporary judge having
taken his seat, twelve young gentlemen
were chosen, from the most respectable
families in Potzdam, to act as jurors. The
prisoner was summoned to answer to the
charges brought against him, in the name
of Frederick the Second, king of Prussia.
Laniska appeared, guarded by two officers:
he walked up to the steps of the platform
with an air of dignity, which seemed ex-
pressive of conscious innocence; but his
countenance betrayed involuntary marks
of emotion, too strong for him to com--
mand, when, on raising his eyes, he be-
held his friend Albert, who stood full in
his view. ‘Albert maintained an immov-
able composure of countenance. The pri-
soner was now asked, whether he had any
objections to make to any of the twelve
persons, who had been selected to judge
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his cause ; he made none. They proceed-
ed to take an oath, * that, in their deci-
sion, they would suffer no motives to
inﬂuence them but a sense of truth and jus-
tice.” The judge then rose, and, addressmg
himself to the jury, said :—
. “ Gentlemen,

. “You are here, by the king’s order, to
form your opinions concerning the guilt
or innocence of the prisoner, commonly.
known by the name of Count Augustus
Laniska. You will learn the nature and
circumstances of the accusation against
him from Mr. Warendorff, the gentle-
man on my right hand, who, in this
cause, has the honour of being counsel for
his majesty. You will hear from the
tleman on my left, Albert Altenburg, all
that can be said in defence of the pri-
soner, for whom he voluntarily offers him-
self as counsel. After having listened to
the arguments that may be adduced, and
to the witnesses that shall be examined
on each side, you are, gentlemen, accord-
ing to the tenour of the oath, which has
just been administered to you, to decide,’
without regard to any consideration but
truth and justice. Your opinion is to be de-
livered to me by the eldest amongst you,
and it is to be expressed in one or other of.
these phrases, guilty, or not guilty.

“ When I shall have heard your deci-

/
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sion, I am, in his majesty’s name, fo pro-
pounce sentence accordingly, If the pri-
soner be judged by you not guilty, I am
to .announce to him, that he is, thencefor-
ward, at liberty, and that no stain affixes
to his honour from the accusation that
has been preferred against him, or from
his late imprisonment, or from thig pub-
lic trial, If, on the contrary, your
judgment shall be, that the prisoner is
guilty, 1 am to remand him to the castle
of Spandau, where he is to remain con-
fined for twelve months, from this day.
To the same punishment I am also to
condemn Albert Altenburg, if he fajl to
establish in your minds the innocence of
the count Laniska. It is upon this con-
dition, that he is permitted to plead the
cause of his friend.

. “ Gentlemen, you are called upon
give impartial attention in this cause, by
your duty -to your king and to your
country.”

- As soon as the judge, after making this
short address to the jury, had seated him-
self, Mr. Warendorff, counsel for the crown,
rose, and spoke in the following manner i~
. “ My lord, and gentlemen of the jury;
It is with inexpressible concern, that I
éind myself called upon to plead in this
cause. . To be the accuser of any man
is an jinvidioys task: to be the accuser
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of such a man, as I once thought, as you
perhaps still think, the young count La-
mska, must, to a person of generous feel-
ings, be, in a high degree, difficult and
distressing. I do not pretend to more
generosity, or delicacy of sentiment,
than others; hut I beg any of you, gen-
ﬂemen, to imagine yourselves for a mo-
ment in my place, and to eonceive what
must be my sensations as a man, and
as an advocate. I am not igmorant,
how popular the name of Augustus La-
niska is, both in Beylin and Potzdam I
am- pot jgnorant, that the young count
has been in the habit of living amongst
you, gentlemen, on terms of familiarity,
friendship, and confidence; mnor can I
doubt, that the graceful, manly manner,
and open deportment, for which he is
~so eminently distinguished, must have
strongly prepossessed you in his favour.
" I am not ignorant, that I have ‘to plead
against him before his friends, in the pre-
sence of his mother. A mother respected,
even in a higher degree than her son is
beloved; respected for her feminine vir-
tues; for her more than feminine endow-
ments ; who, had she no other elaim upon
your hearts, must, by the unfortunate situ-
ation in which she now appears, command
your sympathy.
L5 -
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“ You must all of you feel, likewise,
strongly prepossessed in favour of that
noble-minded youth, who has undertaken
to defend the prisoner’s cause, at the ha-
zard of sharing his punishment. I respect
the general character of Albert Alten-
burgh ; I admire his abilities; I applaud
him for standing forward in defence of his
friend ; I pity him, because he has a friend,
for whom, I fear, even he will find it im-
possible to establish any plausible defence.
But the idea, that he is acting handsomely,
‘and that he has the sympathy of numbers
in his favour, will, doubtless, support the
young advocate in his arduous task. He
appears, in this court, in an interesting
‘character, as counsel, disinterested coun-
sel, for his friend.

“ Gentlemen, I also appear in this
court ‘as counsel, disinterested counsel,
for a friend. Yes, gentlemen, I am per-
mitted to call Frederick the Great my
Sriend. He is not, as other great monarchs
have been, ambitious to raise himself
above the sphere of humanity; he does
not desire to be addressed in the fulsome
strains either of courtly or of poetical
adulation ; he wishes not to be wor-
shipped as a god, but to be respected
as a man*. It is his desire to have

i Escl;ylus.
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friends that shall® be faithful, or subjects
that shall be obedient. Happy his obe-
dient subjects; they are secure of his
protection : happy, thrice happy, his faith-
ful friends; they are honoured with his
favour and his confidence. It was in
the power of the prisoner now before you,
to have been in this enviable class. You
all of you know, that the countess Laniska,
his mother, has for years been honoured
by the friendship of her sovereign; even
the conduct of her son has not been able
to shake his confidence in her. A Pole by
birth, Augustus Laniska was educated
amongst the first of the Prussian nobility,
at the military academy at Potzdam, that
nursery of heroes. From such an educa-
tion—from the son of such a mother—
honourable sentiments and honourable con-
duct were to be expected. Most confi-
dently were they expected by his king,
who distinguished the young count, as you
all know, even in his boyish days. The
count is said to be of a temper naturally
impetuous ; the errors, into which such a
temper too publicly betrayed him, were
pardoned' by the indulgence of his king.
I am compelled to recal one recent instance
of the truth of these assertions, as it is
1mmed1ately connected with the present
cause,”
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Here Mr. Warendorfl related all thas
had passed at the porcelain manufactory
at Berlin, and the king’s subsequent con-
duct towards count Laniska. On the
magnanimity of his majesty, the eloquent
counsel expatiated: for a considerable time ;
but the applauses with which this part of
his oration was received, by a party in the
gallery, who were seated near the king,
were so loud, as almost to drown the voice
of the orator, and effectually to distract the
attention of those employed to take down
his words. When he could again be heard
distinctly, bhe resumed, as follows:—

“ T am not surprised at these testi-
monies of admiration, which bursf from
the warm hearts of his majesty’s subjects ;
I am only surprised that a heart could be
found in his dominions, on whom such
magnanimity could make no impression.
I am shocked, I am grieved, when I find
such a heart in the person of count La-
piska. Can it be believed, that, in the
course of one short month after this ge-
nerous pardon, that young nobleman
proved himself the basest of traitors—a
traitor to the king, who was his fricnd
and benefactor? Daring no longer
openly to attack, he attempted secretly
to wound the fame of his sovereign.

You all of you know what a degree of
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liberty, evea licence, Frederick the Great
permits to that species of satirical wit,
with which the populace delight to ridi-
cule their rulers. At this instant there
are various anopymous pasquinades on
the garden gates at Sans Souci, which
- would have provoked the reseptment, the
fatgl resentment, of any other monarch
upon earth. It cannot be doubted, that
the authors of these things could easily he
discovered, if the king copdescended to
make any inquiries concerning them; it
cannot be doubted, that.the king has
power to Punish the offenders; yet they
remain yntouched, perhaps usknown. Our
sovereign is not capable of feeling the
petty emotions of vulgar spleen or resept-
ment ; but he could not be insensible to
the treacherous ingratitude of one, whom
he imagined to have been attached to
him by every tie of kindness and of duty.

"~ That the count Laniska should choese

the instant, when the king was show-
ing him unusuyal faveur, to make that
favour am instrument of his base ma-
Tice, is scarcely credible. Yet, Prussians,
incredible as it sounds to us, it is true.
Here are my proofs; here are my wit-
nesses.” ’ :

Mr. Warendorff, at this instant, ynco-
vered the Prusgian Vase, and then pointed
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to a Jew, and to the master of the porce-
lain manufactory, who stood beside him,
ready to give their evidence. We omit
that part of Mr. Warendorfi’s speech,
which contained the facts that have been
already related. The Prussian Vase was
handed to the jury : the versesin praise of
Frederick the Great were read, and the
word tyrant was seen, afterward, with the
utmost surprise. In the midst of the ge- -
neral indignation, Mr. Warendorff' called
upon the Jew to come forward and give
his evidence. This Jew was an old man,
and there was something remarkable in
his looks. ' His head was still; his neck
was stiff; but his eyes moved with inces-
sant celerity from side to side, and he
seemed uneasy at not being able to see
what was passing behind him: there was a
. certain firmness in his attitude; but his
voice trembled when he attempted to speak.
All these circumstances prepossessed Lanis-
ka’s friends against the Jew, the moment
he appeared ; and it was justly observed,
that his having the misfortune to be a Jew,
was sufficient to prejudice many of the
populace against him, even before a word
he uttered reached their ears: but impar-
tial spectators judged, that the poor man
was only terrified at being called upon to
speak’in so large an assembly.  Solomon,



THE PRUSSIAN VASE. 231

for that was the name of the Jew, after
having taken an oath upon the Talmud,
that he would speak nothing but the truth,
made the following answers to the ques-
tions put to him by Mr. Warendorff:—

Mr. Warendorff.—* Did you ever see
this vase before?”

Solomon.— Yes.”

Mr. Warendorff.—“ Where? when?
—Tell all you know about it to the gentle-
men of the jury.”

Solomon.—< The first time I saw that
vase was in the gallery of paintings, at
the king’s palace of Sans Souci; to the
best of my recollection, it was on the night
of the first day of the month, about ten -
oclock, or, perhaps, it might be eleven:
I wish to be exact; but I cannot be cer-
tain as to the hour precisely.”

Mr. Warendorff.—« The exact hour
is not of any consequence; proceed. Tell
us how you came to see this vase. Take
your time to speak. We are in no hurry;
the truth will appear sooner or later.”

Solomon.—* His majesty himself put the
vase into my hands, and commanded me
to pack it up with some other china,
which he was going to send as a present
to a gentleman at Paris. I am some-
thing of a judge of china myself, being
used to selling small pieces of it up and
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down the town and country. Se I was
struck with the first sight of this beau-
tiful vase; I looked at it very carefully,
and wiped away, with my handkerchief,
the dust which bad settled on the white
figures: here is the very handkerchjef. I
wiped the vase all over; but, when I came
to rub the bottom, I stopped to read the
wyerses on the character of Frederick the
Great, and having read these, I rubbed
the white letters quite clean: the ground
on which they were written was blue. I
found that some of the blue colour came
off upon my handkerchief, which sur-
prised me a good deal. Upon examin-
ing farther, I perceived, that the colour
came off only in one spot, of about an
inch long, and half an jnch broad. The
king was at this time standing with his
back to me, Jooking at a new picture,
which had just been hung up in the
gallery ; but hearing me make an excla-
mation (¢ Father Abrakam!’ 1 helieve
it was that I said), his majesty turned
round. ¢ What is the matter with you,
Solomon? You look wondrous wise,” his
majesty was pleased to say. ¢ Why do
you call on Father Abraham at this time
of day? Do you expect that he will help
you to pack up that china? Hey, Solo.
mon, my friend?” I had no power to
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answer this question, for, by this time,
to my utter astonishment, ] had diseo~
vered, that, on the spot where I had rybbed
off the bkle paint, there was a word
written; the word was fyrant. © Op the
character of Frederick, the greei ty-
rant,-said I to myself; ¢ what can this
mean?’ The king snatched the vase from
my hands, read what I had read, saw the
paint which had been rnbbed off upon my
handkerchief, and, without saying one word,
left the gallery.—This is all I kpow ahout
the matter.”

The Jew bowed to the court, and Mr.
Warendorff told him, that, having closed
bis evidence, he might depart. But Albert
rose to desire, that the judge weuld order
bim to remain in court, as he purposed to
examine, or, accordmg to the English term,
to eross-evamine him farther, at a
time, The judge ordered the Jew to re-
main in court The next witness called,
on the part of the crown, was the master
of the porcelain manufactory of Berlin ; to
whom Mr. Warendorff put the followmg
questxons —_

Q.—“ Have you seen the verses which
are inscribed on the foot of this vase ?”

Answer.—* Yes, I have.”

Q.—* Do you recollect what words are
written over the verses ?”
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Answer—«1 do. The words are—
¢ On the character of Frederick, the Great
Tyrant.’”

Q.—“ Do you know by whom those
words and these verses were written?”’ .
Answer.~—“ 1 believe that they were

written by count Augustus Laniska.”

Q.—*“ How do you know ? or, why do
you believe it ?”

Answer.—“ 1 was present when Sophia
Mansfeld, the woman by whom the Prus-
sian vase was designed, told the count, that
she did not know how to write, and that
she would be obliged to him, if he would
write the inscription himself on the vase.
The vase at this time had not been put
into the furnace. It was in what we call
biscuit. The count Laniska took a proper
tool, and said that he would write the
inscription, as she desired. I saw him
writing on the bottom of the vase for some
minutes. I heard him afterward call to
one of the workmen, and desire, that he
would put the vase into the furnace;
the workman accordingly carried it in-
to the next room to the furnace, as I
believe.”

Q.—“ Did you see the inscription on
the vase, after it was taken out of the
furnace? and was the word tyrant then
on it?”
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Answer.—<¢ 1 did not see the vase im:
mediately upon it’s being taken out of
the furnace; but I saw it about an hour
afterward. At that time I read the in«
scription ; the word tyrant was not then
visible on the vase: the place where it
now appears was blue. I carried it my-
self, along with some others, to the king’s
palace at Sans Souci. The night of the
first day of this month his majesty sent
for me, and showed me the word tyrant
on the vase: I had never seen it there
till then. It could not have been written
after the china was baked: it must have
been written whilst the biscuit was soft :
and it must have béen covered over with
the blue paint, after the vase was taken
out of the furnace. I believe the word
was written by count Laniska, because I
saw nobody else write upon the vase but
him; because the word exactly resem-
bles the hand writing of the rest of the
inscription ; and because I, upon a former
occasion, heard the count make use of
that very word in speaking of Frederick
the Great.”

Here the master of the porcelain ma-
nufactory finished speaking, and was go-
ing, with Mr. Warendorff’s permission, to
retire; but Albert signified his intention
to cross-examine him also, and the judge
commanded, that he should remain in
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court. The two next witnesses who were
produced and examined, were, the work-
man who carried the vase to the fur-
nace, and the man whose business it was
to put the biscuit into the furnace. Nei-
ther of these witnesses could write or read.
The workman deposed, that he carried
the Pryssian vase, as he was desired, to
the furnace; that no one touched it on
the way thither. The man whose busi-
ness it was to put the biscuit into the
furnace, swore, that he put it along with
several other vases into the furnace ; that
" he attended the fire, and that no ome
touched apy of them, till they were
baked, and taken out by him. FHere the
evidence for the prosecution closed. Mr.
Warendorff observed, that he should for-
bear to expatiate farther upon the eon-
duct of the prisoner; that he had been
ordered by his sovereign to spegk of him
with all possible moderation; that he
earnestly hoped the defence that should
be made for count Laniska might be
satisfactory ; and that the mode of trial,
which had been granted to him by the
king, was a sufficient proof of the cle-
mency of his majesty, and of his earnest
desire to allow the prisoner every possi-
ble means of re-establishing his character
in the eyes of the public. Albert now
rose, The coypt Laniska; who had ap-
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peared anmoved during Mr. Warendorff’s
oration, changed countenance the mo-
ment Albert rose in his defence: the
countess Laniska leaned forward over the
rails of the gallery in breathless anxiety
there was no sound heard in the wlhiole
gallery, except the jingling of the chain
of the king’s sword, with which he was
playing.

“ 1 shall not attempt, gentlemen,” said
Albert, “to move your sympathy by &
pathetnc description of my own feelings as
a'man, and as an advocate. Whatever miné
may be, it is my wish, and my daty, to
repress them. I have need of that calm
possession of my understanding, which will
be necessary to convince yours of the innos
cence of my friend. To convince is my
object. If it were in my power, I should,
upon the present occasion, disdain t6
persuade. I should think it equally
incompatible with my own honour, and
that of the count Laniska. With these
sentiments, I refrain, Prussians, from
all. eulogium upon the magnammlty of
your king. Praises from a traitor, or
from the advocate of a traitor, must be
unworthy of a great monarch, or of a
generous people.  If the prisoner be-
fore you shall be proved to be ne traiter,
he will, doubtless, have oppottunities of
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expressing by -actions, better than I can
by words, his gratitude to his sovereign,
for having allowed him this public trial
by his equals—men who are able to discern
and to assert the truth. Whether the
counsel for this prosecution have complied
strictly with the orders, which he informs
us he received from the king, to speak of
the count Laniska with all possihle mo-
deration, I shall not here stop to decide,
confident as I am, that those, who are to
judge this cause, cannot be influenced by
mere idle declamation, but that they will
form their decision upon evidence. It
cannot have escaped their observation,
that no positive evidence whatever has yet
been produced against the prisoner. No
one has been heard to swear, that he saw
count Laniska write the word ¢yran¢ upon
this vase. 'The first witness, Solomon the
Jew, has informed us of what our own
senses could not leave us room to doubt,
that the word. is actually engraved upon
the porcelain : farther he has told us, that
" it was covered over with blue paint, which
he rubbed off with his handkerchief. All
this may be true; but the wisdom of So-
lomon, united to that of Baron Waren-
dorff, .has failed to point. out to us any
certain connexion between this blue paint,
this handkerchief, and the supposed guilt
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of the count Laniska. = The master of the
porcelain manufactory came next, and I-
apprehended, that, as being a more re-
spectable witness than the Jew, it was re-
served for him to supply this link in the
chain of evidence. But this respectable
witness simply swore, that he heard a wo-
man say, she could not write or read;
that she asked count Laniska to write an
inscription upon a vase for her; that,. in
consequence of this request, the count
wrote something upon the vase, he does
not pretend to know what; but he be-
lieves, that the word zyran¢ must have
been one of the words then written by the
count, hecause he saw no one write on the
vase; because the hand-writing of that
word resembles the rest of the inscription;
and because the count, in his hearing,
had, upon a former occasion, made use
of the same expression in speaking of the
king. I recapitulate this evidence, to
show, that it is in no part positive; that it
all rests upon circumstances. In order
to demonstrate to you, that the word in
question could not have been written by
any person but Laniska, two witnesses
are produced; the workman who carried
the vase to the furnace, and he who put
it into the fire. The one has positively
sworn, that no_person- touched the vase,
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on the way to the furnace. The other
as positively swears, that no one meddled
with the vase after it was put into the
furnace.
. “It is granted, that the word could
not have been engraved after the bis-
tuit was baked. The witness, however,
has not sworn, or asserted, that there was
ho interval of time between his receiving
the vase and his putting it into the fire.
What became of it during this interval?
How long did it last? Will the witness
swear, that no one touched it during this
interval ?

% These are questions which I shall put
to him preséntly. I am not afraid to
let him have this notice of my inten-
tions, because I have too much con-
fidence in his integrity to suspect, that
he will>prepare himself with evasive an-
swers; and too high an opinion of your
penetration to suppose, that you could be
the dupes of equivocation. I hope I have
established my first assertion, that you
have no positive evidence of the prisoner’s

uilt. :

& You well know, gentlemen, that
where positive evidence, of any sup-
osed fact, cannot be produced, our
Judgments must be decided by thé ba-
lancé of probabilities; and it is for this
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reason, that the study of probabilities,
and the power of comparing them, has,
in a late celebrated Essay, been called the
Science of Judges*. To you, judges of my
friend, all the probabilities of his supposed
guilt have been stated. Weigh and com-
pare them with those, which I shall pro-
duce in favour of his innocence. His
education, his character, his understand-
ing, are all in his favour. The count La-
niska must be much below the common
standard of human virtue and capacity, if,
without any assignable motive, he could
have committed an action, at once so base
and so absurd, as this of which he is ac-
cused. His temper is naturally or habi-
tually open and impetuous, even to ex-
treme imprudence. An instance of this
imprudence, and of the manner in which
it was pardoned by the king, has been
stated to you. Is it probable, that the
same man should be bothingenuous and
mean ; is it probable, that the generosity
with which he was treated made no im-
pression upon his heart? His heart must,
upon this supposition, be selfish and un-
feeling, Look up, gentlemen, toward that
gallery; look at that anxious mother!

* Voltaire—Essai sur les probabilités en fait de
justice. ’

VOL. 1. M

’
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those eager friends!'—Could Laniska’s
fate excite such anxiety, if he were selfish
and unfeeling? Impossible! — But sup-
pose him destitute of every generous sen-
timent, you cannot imagine count La-
niska to be afool. You have been lately
.reminded, that he was early distinguished
for his abilities by a monarch, whose pene-
tration we cannot doubt. He was high
in the favour of his sovereign; just enter-
ing upon life—a military life; his hopes
of distinction resting entirely upon the
good opinion of his general and his king;
all these fair expectations he sacrifices, for
what? for the pleasure—but it could be
no pleasure—for the folly of writing a
single word. Unless the count Laniska
be supposed to have been possessed with
an insane desire of writing the word ¢yrant,
how can we account for his writing it
upon this vase? Did he wish to convey
to France the idea, that Frederick the
Great is a tyrant? a man of common
sense could surely have found, at least,
safer methods of doing so, than by en-
graving it as his opinion upon the Prussian
vase, which he knew was to pass through
the hands of the sovereign, whom he pur-
posed thus treacherously to insult. The
extreme improbability, that any man, in
the situation, with the character, habits,
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and caphcity of count Laniska, should
have acted in this manner,  amounts, in
my judgment, almost to a moral impossi-
bility. 1 knew nothing more, gentlemen,
- of this cause, when I first offered to defend
Laniska at the hazard of my liberty: it
was not merely from the enthusiasm of
friendship that I made this offer; it was
from the sober conviction of my under-
standing, founded upon the accurate cal-
culation of moral probabilities.

«It has been my good fortune, gentle-
men, in the course of the enquiries, which
I have since made, to obtain farther con-
firmation of my opinion. Without at-
tempting any of that species of oratory,
which may be necessary to cover false-
hood, but which would encumber instead
of adorning truth, I shall now, in the
simplest manner in my power, lay the evi-
dence before the court.” ,

The first witness Albert called was the
workman, who carried the vase to the man
at the furnace. Upon his cross-examina-
tion, he said, that he did not deliver the
vase into the hands of the man at the fur-
nace, but that he put it along with several
other pieces upon a tray, on a table, which _
stood near the furnace.

Albert— You are certain that you
put it upon a tray?”’

M2
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Witness~ Quite certain.”

Albert~~“ What reason have you for
remembering that circumstance particu-
larly ?”

Witness.—*1 remember it, because I at
first set this vase upon the ledge of the
tray, and it was nearly falling. I was
frightened at that accident, which makes
me particularly remember the thing. I
made room upon the tray for the vase,
and left it quite safe upon the tray: Iam
positive of it.”

Albert.~— That is all I want with you,
my good friend.”

The next witness called was the man
whose business it was to put the vases
into the furnace.

Albert.—¢ Did you see the witness, who
was last examined, put this vase upon a
tray, when he left it under your care?”

Witness.~—« 1 did>”

Albert~* You are certain that he put
it upom the tray® What reason have you
to remember that circumstance particu-
larly?”

‘Witness~—* 1 remember it, because I
heard the witness cry out.—¢ There, Wil-
liam, I had like to have thrown down this
cursed vase; but, look you here, I've left
it quite safe upen the tray.” Upon this
I turned and looked, and saw that vase
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standing upon the tray, safe, with some
others. -

Albert.— Do you recollect any thing
else that passed?” _

Witness.— Only that the witness tald
me, I must put it, the vase I mesan, into
the furnace directly; and I answered to
that,—¢ All in good time, the furnace is
not ready yet; it will go in along with
the rest.”” ]

Albert.— Then you did mpot put it
into the furnace immediatety after it was
left with you?” .

Witness.— No, I did not; but that was
not my fault, I could not; the furhace
was not hot enough.”

Albert.—< How long do you think it
was from the time it was left upon the
tray till you put it into the furnace?”

Witness—“1 don’t know. I can’t be
positive ; it might be a quarter of an hour,
or twenty minutes ; or it might be half an
hour, I cannot be positive, sir, I chnnot
be positive.”

Albert—“ You need not be positive.
Nobody wants you to be positive. Nobody
wants to entrap you, my good friend.—
During this quarter of an hour, or twenty
minutes, or half an hour, that you speak
of, did you ever lose sight of this vase?”’

Witness.—To be sure I did. I did
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not stand watching it all the while. Why
should I? It was safe enough.”

Albert.— Do you recollect where you
found the vase, when you took it to put it
into the furnace?”’

Witness.— Yes: it was standing as it
might be here, in the middle of the table.”

Albert.—* Do you recollect, whether it
was standing upon the tray, or not?”

Witness— It was not upon the tray, as
I recollect : no; I'm sure it was not, for
I carried to the furnace first the tray, and
all that was on it, and then, I remember,
I came back for this, which was standing,
as I said before, as it might be here, in the
middle of the table.”’

Ablbert—« Was any body, except your-
self, at the furnace, or in the room, from
the time that this vase was brought to you,
till you put it into the furnace?”’

Witness— Not as I remember. It was
our dinner time. All the men, except
myself, were gone to dinner: I stayed to
‘mind the furnace.”

Albert.— It was you, then, that took
this vase off the tray—Was it?”

Witness.— No; it was not. I never
took it off the tray. I told you, it was
not upon the tray with the others; I told
you, it was upon the table, as it might be
here.”
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Albert— Yes, when you were going to
put it into the furnace, you said, that you
saw it standing in the middle of the table;
but you recollect, that you saw the work-
man, who brought it, put it upon the tray.
You told us, you remembered that cir-

"cumstance perfectly?”

Witness.—* Yes; so I do.”
Albert.—~ The vase could not have got
off the tray of itself. You did not take it

" off. How came it off, do you think?”

Witness.—< 1 don’t know. I can’t tell.
Somebody, to be sure, must have taken it

‘off,. I was minding the furnace. My

back was to the door; I don’t recollect
seeing any body come in; but many
might have come in and out, without my
heeding them.”

- Albert.— Take your own time, my good
friend. Recollect yourself; perhaps you
may remember.”

Witness.—* O yes, now you put me
upon recollecting, I do remember, that
Solomon the Jew came in, and asked me
where Sophia Mansfeld was; and it cer-
tainly must have been he who took the
vase off the tray; for now I recollect, as I
looked round once from the furnace, I
saw him with it in his hand; he was
looking at the bottom of it, as I remem-
ber; he said, here are some fine verses, or
some such thing; but I was minding the
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furnace. That’s all I know about the
matter.”

Albert.—* That is enough.”

The next witness, who came forward,
was the husband of Sophia Mansfeld.—
He deposed, that on the 29th of April,
the day on which the Prussian Vase
was finished, as stated hy the former
evidence, and sent to be put into the fur-
nace, he met Sophia Mansfeld in the
street; she was going home to dinner;
he asked to see the vase; she said, that
it was, she believed, put into the fur-
nace, and that he could not then see it:
that she was sorry he had not come
sooner, for that he could have written the
inscription on it for her, and that would
have spared her the shame of telling
count Laniska, that she could not read
or write. She added, that the count had
written all that was wanting for her. The
witness, being impatient to see the vase,
went as fast as he could to the manu-
factory, in hopes of getting a sight of it
before it was put into the furnace. He
met Solomon the Jew, at the door of
the manufactory, who told him, that he
was too late, that all the vases were in the
furnace, he had just seen them put in;
the Jew, as the witness now recollects,
though it did not strike him at the time,
was eager to prevent him from going into
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the furnace room. Solomon took him by
the arm, and walked with him up the
street, talking to him of some money,
which he was to remit to Meissen, to So-
phia Mansfeld’s father and mother.

Albert asked the witness, on whose ac-
count this money was to be remitted by
the Jew to Meissen.

Witness.—< The money was to be re-
mitted on Sophia Mansfeld’s account.”

. Albert~ Did she borrow it from the

Jew 2"

Witness.— No; the Jew owed it to her
for work done by her. She had the art
of painting on glass. She had painted
some glasses for a large magic lantern,
. and several small pictures on glass. She
did these things at the hours when she
was not obliged to be at the manufactory.
She rose very early in the morning, and
worked hard. She sold her work to the
Jew .upon condition, that he would remit
the price agreed upon to her father and
mother, who were old, and depended on
‘her for support.”

Albert.—< Was the money punctually
remitted to her farther and mother by the
Jew?” '

Witness~— Not a farthing of it was
remitted by him, as Sophia discovered
since her return to Meissen.”

Albert.—< Did you ever hear this Jew
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say any thing about Sophia Mansfeld’s
returning to Saxony ?”

Witness—* Yes, I once heard the Jew
say, that he hoped she never would leave
Berlin, because she was of great use to
him. He advised me to settle in Berlin.
This passed about six weeks ago. About
a week before the prize was decided by
the king, I met the Jew, and told him
Sophia had good hopes of getting back
to Saxony. He looked very much vexed,
and said—* She is not sure of that.” >’

Albert.— Did you ever hear this Jew
speak of count Laniska?”

Witness.— Yes; about two months
ago; the first day I ever saw count Lanis-
ka, when he came along with some foreign
gentlemen to the porcelain manufactory.
I asked the Jew who he was; the Jew
answered, ‘He  is the count Laniska;
a man that I hate, and on whom I will
be revenged some time or other’ I
asked why he hated the count. The Jew
replied,—¢ Because the Christian dog
has made the corps of Jews his laughing-
stock. This day, when my son was going
through his manual exercise before the
king, count Laniska was holding his sides
with laughter. I'll be revenged upon him
some time or other.””

Albert.—<1 have no occasion, sir, to
trouble you with any farther questions.”
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The next witness, who appeared, was a
druggist of Berlin. He deposed, that, on
the 30th of April, Solomon the Jew came
to his shop, and asked for blue paints.
That after trying the colours very care-
fully upon the back of a letter, which he
took out of his pocket, he bought a small
quantity of a shade of blue, which the
witness produced in court.

Albert ordered, that the paint should
be handed to the gentlemen of the jury,
that they might compare it with the blue
ground of the Prussian vase. With this
it was found, upon comparison, to match
exactly. '

Albert to the Druggist.—Do you know
what became of the paper, upon which,
you say, the Jew tried your colours?”

Witness.— Yes; here it is. I found
it under the counter, after the Jew went
away, and I kept it to return to him, as I
saw there was an account on the other
- side of the paper, which, I imagined, he
might want. He never happened to call
at my shop for some time afterward, and
I forgot that I had such a paper, till you,
sir, called upon me about a week ago, to
make inquiry on this subject. You desired
me to keep the paper carefully, and not
to let any one know that it was in my
possession, till the day on which the trial
of count Laniska was to come on. I have
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complied with your request, and here is
the paper.”

The paper was handed to the jury; and
one of the shades of blue exactly matched
that of the ground of the Prussian vase.
Albert now called upon the Jew to pro-
duce, once more, the handkerchief with
which he had rubbed off the paint. The
chain of evidence was now complete, for
the blue on the handkerchief was precisely
the same as the colours on the paper and
on the vase. After the jury had satisfied
themselves of this resemblance, Albert
begged, that they would read what was
written upon the paper. The first thing
that struck their eyes, was the word tyrant
frequently repeated, as if by some one who
had been practising to write different hands,
One of these words was an exact resem-
blance of the word #yrant on the Prussian
vase; and Albert pointed out a circum-
stance, which had till now escaped at-
tention, that the letter r,in this word, was
made differently from all the ars in the
rest of the inscription. The writing of
the count Laniska had, in every other re-
spect, been successfully imitated.

After Albert had shown these things to
the jury, he here closed the evidence in -
favour of the prisoner, observing, that the
length of time, which the trial had lasted,
scemed to have somewhat fatigued both
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the judge and jury ; and knowing, that it
was now their usual hour of dinner, he
prudently forbore to make a long speech
upon the evidence, which had been laid
before them in favour of his friend : he
left it to their own understandings to de-
termine the balance of probabilities be-
tween the honour of count Laniska and
the honesty of Solomen the Jew.

The judge, in a manner which would
have done honour even to the English
bench, summed up the evidence on both
sides, and gave a distinct and impressive
charge to the jury, who, without leaving
the court, gave a verdict in favour of .the
prisoner. Loud acclamations filled the
hall. In the midst of these acclamations,
the word—silence! was pronounced by
that voice, which never failed to command
instantaneous obedience in Prussia. All
eyes turned upon the monarch.

“ This court is now dissolved,” said his
majesty. “ My judgment confirms the
verdict of the jury. Count Laniska, I
took your sword from you too hastily.
Accept of mine in it’s stead.” And as
he pronounced these words, Frederick
ungirded his sword, and presented it to
the young count. “ As for you, sir,” con-
tinued the king, addressing himself to
Albert; “you want no sword for the
defence of your friends. Your arms aré
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superior to ours. Let me engage them
in my service; and trust me, I shall not
leave them long unemployed, or unre-
warded.”

There was but one person present, to
whom this speech seemed to give no satis-
faction. This person was Solomon the
Jew, who stood apart, waiting in black
silence to learn his own fate. He was
sentenced, not to a year’s imprisonment
in the castle of Spandau, but to sweep
the streets of Potzdam (including. the
court in front of count Laniska’s palace),
for. a twelvemonth.

After having heard this sentence, which
was universally approved, the spectators
began to retire.

The king dined ; it is always important
to know where great men dine; Frederick
the Great dined this day at the countess
Laniska’s, in company with her son, his
friend Albert, and the English traveller.
After dinner the king withdrew to attend
‘parade; and it was observed, that he wore
the count Laniska’s sword.

“ You will allow,” said the countess to
the English traveller, « that our king is
a great man; for none but great men can
~ bear to acknowledge, that they have been
mistaken.”

“ You will allow, madam,” replied the
Englishman, “ that it was our English
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trial by jury, which convmced the kmg of
his mistake ? ”’

“ And you applaud him for granting
that trial ? ” said Albert.

“To a certain degree, I do,” said the
Englishman, from whom it was difficult
to extort praise of a despotic king. “To
a certain degree I do; but you will ob-
serve, that this trial by jury, which is a
matter of favour to you Prussians, is a
matter of right to us Englishmen. Much
as I admire your king of Prussia, I admire
our English constitution more.”

END OF VOL. I

C. Baldwin, Priater,
New Rridge Street, Londos.
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