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INTRODUCTION 

I. LIFE OF DICKENS 

CHILDHOOD AND EDUCATION (1812-1836). — Charles John 
Huí ham Dickens was born in a small suburb of Portsea on 
Friday, February 7, 1812. He was the oldest son of John 
and Elizabeth Dickens, and the second of eight children. 
His mother taught him to read, and when the Diekens 
family moved to Chatham, in Kent, he attended school there 
for a few months. But his father, too poor and improvi-
dent to educate his family properly, moved to London in 
1821, and there rapidly fared worse and worse in his business, 
and was driven from one wrí^tched lodging in a squalid suburb 
to a stiU more wretched one, until he finally landed in the 
Marshalsea, a debtor^s prison. For two years Charles, now 
ten years old, Uved from hand to mouth, earning a miserable 
pittance by pasting labels on blacking pots in a great ware-
house. Sensitive and ambitious beyond his station or years, 
he felt so acutely the humihation of this work and the hard-
ships Oi this hfe that the scars from these sufferings remained 
with him as long as he hved. For years he could not rcfer 
to these experiences without shedding tears, and in his 
tramps about London later on, he always avoided the scenes 
of these hardships. Yet this bitter education in the streets 
of London gave him priceless hterary capital in the oppor-
tunities for the exercise of those marvellous powers of obser-
vation which subsequently made him famous as the master-
portrayer of lower- and middle-class Hfe and character. He 
never ceased accumulating that wealth of incident and those 

Vll 
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studies in types and manners which make his pages so per̂  
ennially rich in hving human interest. 

About 1824 Dickens had two or three last years of school-
ing at the WeUington House Academy. Next he spent a 
vear and a half as clerk in a law office. Then he decided to 
follow his father's example and become £ parhamentary 
reporter; accordingly, he studied shorthand writing, and at 
the same time began the practice, which he kept up for several 
years, of spending all his spare time in reading omnivorously 
in the British Museum. From 1828 to 1836 he worked very 
hard as reporter for various London papers, and he himself 
ascribed most of his subsequent success as a novehst to this 
severe journahstic training. 

EARLY NOVELS (1834-1841). — I n December, 1833, the 
Monthly Magazine printed Dickens^s first pubhc venture in 
the field of prose fiction — a humorous paper entitled Din-
ner at Poplar Walk. More of these papers fohowed, and by 
the beginning of 1836 they w êre sufficiently numerous and 
successful to be collected and pubhshed in book form under 
their present title of Sketches by Boz. On the last day of 
March, 1836, appeared the first instalment of Pickwick Pa-
pers, and Dickens's fame and fortune were at once secured. 
Three days afterward he married Catherine Hogarth. Then 
followed in rapid succession Oliver Twist^ Nicholas Nickleby, 
various occasional essays and sketches, Old Curiosity Shopf 
and Barnaby Rudge. 

FoREiGN TRAVELS (1841-1847). — I U 1841 Dickens's hfe-
long restlessness led him first to Edinburgh, where he re-
ceived an overwhelming ovation, and then in the following 
January to America. Popular aemonstrations of the most 
enthusiastic kind greeted him wherever he went in this coun-
try; but nevertheless he took a great disUke to the nation, 
abundantly shown by the caustic satire on all things American 
in his next two pubhcations, American Notes and Martin 
Chuzzlewit. The years from 1844 to 1847 were spent in 
Italy, Switzerland, and France, with a few brief visits to 
London interspersed. To this period also belong his Christ-
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rnas books, Christmas Carol^ Chimes, Cricket on the Hearth, 
e t c , with Pictures from Italy and Dombey and Son. 

LATER NOVELS (1848-1861). — Now foilowed the high tide 
of Dickens's literary productiveness. His matured genius 
and his conscientious study of his art had practically over-
come his two greatest practical handicaps, — his intermittent 
method of'production by instalments, and his lack of educa-
tion. After writing numerous short pieces, he published, in 
185C, one of the greatest masterpieces of Enghsh prose fic-
tion, David Copperfield. Then came Bleak Hous€y ChiWs 
History oj Englandj Hard Times, Little Dorrity Tale of Two 
Cities, Uncommercial Traveller, and Great Expectations. 

The summers of 1853, 1854, and 1856 Dickens spent abroad. 
In 1858 he and his wife, on account of complete incompati-
bihty of temperament, agreed upon an entirely amicable 
separation. The younger children remained in their father's 
care at his recently purchased house at GadshiU, near his 
boyhood^s home in Chatham, Kent. In this year, also, he 
put into highly successful operation a plan which he had 
tried tentatively several years earher, — giving pubhc read-
ings from his own works. 

PUBLIC READINGS AND LAST YEARS (1861-1870). — From 
1860 to the end of his life Dickens was engaged in an almost 
uninterrupted series of pubhc readings, and appeared in nearly 
every town of any size in the United Kingdom, with enor-
mous popular and financial success. In the winter of 1867-
1868 he gave his iast American series: the country was taken 
by storm and about ninety thousand dohars was realized on 
eighty readings. But all these successes cost him dearly. 
His method was intensely dramatic, and the st'rain was so 
severe that positive exhaustion soon began to follow each per-
formance. During the last few years, moreover, he suffered 
acutely from insomnia, his appetite failed, dizziness and faint-
ness were common symptoms, and his strength could only 
be kept up by stimulants- He persevered in this fatal course 
of readings, not so much from greed for gain, though he had 
a natural desire to provide comfortably for his old age, as 
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from a restless craving for activity whîch continualljl 
haunted him. 

But sick as he certainly was, and busy as he was, Dickens's 
pen was not idle in these years. Besides several shghter 
stories, such as the Holiday Romance, George Silverman's Ex-
planation, e t c , and numerous magazine articles, he pubhshed 
in 1865 his last complete novel, Our Mutual Friendj whicb 
showed, in the opinion of many critics, a marked falhng-Cj 
in his powers; and he was engaged upon The Mystery of Edwin 
Drood when he diedo His death, which was undoubtedly 
due to overwork, occurred in his horae at GadshiU on 
Thursday, June 9, 1870. He w âs buried in Westminster 
Abbey. 

PERSONAL CHARACTERISTICS. — Dickens was an inveteratfí 
walker; wherever he might be, he invariably tramped all 
about the place, rain or shine, summer or winter, always 
keenlyalert to new subjects for observation. When compps-
ing he seemed to need to walk, especially in London by night; 
and as a result there were few streets that he did not 
traverse more than once, and no nian before or since has 
known his London so well. But some of his long winter 
walks caused the serious disorders in his left foot and hand 
and his head, which certainly hastened the end. 

Another peculiarity of Dickens was his intense histrionic 
mterest — almost the strongest passion of his life. In fact, 
only an accident made him a novehst instead of an actor: 
for at the age of eighteen Dickens sought an engagement at 
Covent Garden Theatre; illness caused him to miss his inter-
view with the manager, who was strongly prepossessed in his 
favor, and before the next theatrical season opened he was 
launched in his journalistic career. But he patronized plays 
and players all his life, was continually active in amateur 
theatricals, where he was preéminent for versatility and 
skill, and wrote at various times nearly a dozen plays. His 
public readings and most of his novels clearly show his dra-
matic feeling and powers. 

Dickens was a devoted fathe the light and life of hís 
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home, and a very ardent participatoi in a few întimate friend^ 
ships. Among his closest friends were the cartoonist John 
Leech, Judge Talfourd, the poet Landor, the painters Mac-
lise and Stanfield, the great actor Macready, Thackeray, 
Carlyle, and John Forster, his biographer and literary 
executor. 

Dr. Jowett said, at Dickens's funeral, that "nc one was 
ever so much beloved or so much mourned.'^ Carlyle char-
acterized him as " a most cordial, sincere, clear-sighted, 
quietly decisive, iust and loving man," and said of his death i 
^Mt is an event world-wide; a unique of talents suddenly 
extinct; and has ^eclipsed,' we too may say, Hhe harmless 
gayety of nations.^ The good, the gentle, high-gifted, ever-
friendly, noble Dickens, — every inch of him an Honest 
Man." 

11. A TALE OF TWO CITIES 

DICKENS^S METHOD. — Dickens wrote practically all of his 
novels in weekly or monthly instalments for magazine publi-
cation. The consequent necessity for making each instal-
ment more or less complete in itself, accounts for the lack of 
smoothness in the progress of his narratives and for his errors 
of construction and the weakness of his plots. Furthermore, 
he was usually engaged upon two novels at once: and since 
he never completed a novel before beginning its serial pub-
lication, but always relied upon himself to produce each in-
stalment offhand as it became due, is it altogether wonderful 
that his style shows lack of pohsh, and his workmanship signs 
of haste? 

A Tale of Two Cities is almost unique in Dickens's work. 
It was his second and last eíîort in the field of the historical 
novel. The mechanics of its.style and constriictíon are freer 
than usual from the faults mentioned in the preceding para-
graph. It is less than half as long as his other great noveîs, 
has far fewer characters, and, above all, entirely lacks the 
element of real humor so predominant in the others ' - for 
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one cannot laugh very heartily or very of ten at Jerry and Miss 
Pross. In most of his other novels the plot is almost a neg-
ligible quantity, while the interest centres wholly in the humor 
or pathos of characíer; ^'he has contrived,'^ as Taine saySj 
^^amusingphantasmagoria,^^ ^^adventures, memoirs, sketches, 
collections of scenes,^^ but not ' 'an action.'' In A Tale of 
Two Cities, on the contrary, the plot is the r̂ imary intcrest 
and the emphasis is dehberately placed on action; Dickens 
himself said of i t : * Î set myself the little task of making a 
picturesque story, rising in every chapter with characters 
true to nature, but whom the story itself should express, 
more than they should express themselves, by dialogue. 
I mean, in other words, that I have fancied a story of inci-
dent might be written, in place of the bestiality that is 
written under that pretence, pounding the characters out in 
its own mortar, and beating their own interests out of them." 
In general, the other novels are diffuse and disjointed, — 
characteristics traceable, doubtless, to the magazine ''penny-
a-hne' ' system of payment and to the necessary repetitions 
incidental to serial pubhcation. Taine said; ^'He began 
with essays, and his large novels are only essays tagged 
together." But A Tale of Two Cities is painstakingly 
condensed, as his letters during its »aborious composition 
show, and very skilfully constructed; Ward called it an 
example of ^'the French art of telhng a story succinctly.'^ 
Dickens once referred to it as ^'the best story he had 
written.^' 

A TALE OF TWO CITIES. — Before settling upon its present 
title Dickens had considered cahing the story One of thesc 
Days, Buried Alive,^ The Thread of Gold, c^A The Doctor of 
Beauvais. His original Preface saysof its inception: ^^When 
I was acting, with my children and friends, in Mr. Wilkie Col-
lins^s drama of The Frozen Deep, I first conceived the main 
idea of this story. . . . As the idea became familiar to me^ 
it gradually shaped itself into its present form. Throughout 
its execution it has had complete possession of me; I have so 
far verified what is done and suffered in these pap'es, as that 
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I have certainly done and suffered it all myself. Whenever 
any reference (however slight) is made here to the condition 
of the French people before or during the Revolution, it is 
truly made on the faith of the most trustworthy witnesses. 
I t has been one of my hopes to add something to the popular 
and picturesque means of understanding that terrible time, 
though no one can hope to add anything to the philosophy 
of Mr. Carlyle^s wonderful book.^^ Some purpose further 
than this, some moral teaching, should be sought by the stu-
dent; for Dickens wrote each novel with some great ethical 
lesson to impart. , 

In general, too little is made of Carlyle^s iní uence upon the 
writing of this book. One incident shows clearly enough 
the source of Dickens^s historical information. Charles Dick-
ens the younger writes: ^^WhiIe engaged in the prelim-
inary work on the Tale ,of Two Cities, my Tather asked 
Carlyle for ^the loan of a few such authorities as might be 
useful for his purpose, and promptly received from the his-
torian of the French Revolution two cart-loads of books!" 
Moreover, he adopted Carlyle^s theory of the Revolution; and 
surely the opening paragraph and the descriptions of Saint 
Antoine are strongly reminiscent of Carlyle^s method, while 
the verbless sentences, the compound words, and the harsh 
locutions more than suggest Carlyle's manner. 

As A Tale of Two Cities could hardly have been written, 
at least in its present form, without the influence of Carlyle, 
so also it could hardly have been thus written by any one 
lacking Dickens^s keen interest in the stage. In fact, whik 
he was still writing the story he corresponded with the great 
French actor Regnier about a French performance of a dram-
atization of the story. There have been several English 
dramatizations, of which the first v/as Tom Taylor's produc-
tion in 1860, superintended by Dickens himself, and the last 
Henry Miller^s admirable version, entitled The Only Way, 
produced in this country a few years ago. The great succes.s 
of these two versions, and of most of the others, sufficiently 
vindicates the high dramatic qualities of ^h^ novel. 
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STUDY OF DICKENS^S STYLE. — Professor J- S. Clark, in his 
excellent Study of English Prose Writers, d'stinguishes the 
following eleven particular characteristics of Dickens's style; 
a valuable exercise for the student would be the finding of 
specific iUustrations, in A Tale of Two Cities, of each one of 
these characteristics: 1. Fondness for Caricature — Exag-
geration, Grotesqueness. 2. Genial Humor. 3. Incarnation 
of Characteristics — Single Strokes. 4. Descriptive Power 
— Minuteness of Observation, Vividness. 5. Tender, some-
times Mav/kish, Pathos. 6. Gayety—Animal Spirits, Good 
Fellowship. 7. Sincerity —Manhness, Earnestness. 8. Broad 
Sympathy —Plain, Practical Humanity. 9. Dramatic Power. 
10. Vulgarity—Artificiahty. 11. Diffuseness. 

STANDARD CRITICISMS OF A TALE OF TWO CITIES. — George 
Saintsbury said, in his History of XlXth Century Literature: 
' 'Thc Tale cf Two Cities has been more differently judged 
than any other of his works; some extolling it as a great 
romance, if not quite a great historical novel, while others 
see it in little more than mixed mannerism and melodrama.'' 
The consensus of critical opinion now seems to favor the first 
of these estimates, as the following quotations will show: — 

^^The general edifice of the plot is solid; its interest is, 
notwithstanding the crowded background, concentrated 
with much skiíl upon a small group of personages; and 
Carton^s self-sacrifice, admirably prepared from the very 
first, produces a legitimate tragic effect. . . . Altogether, 
the book is an extraordinary tour de force, which Dickens 
never repeated.^' 

— A. W. WARD. 

^^With singular dramatic vivacity, much constructive 
art, and with descriptive passages of a high order everywhere? 
. . . there was probably never a book by a great humorist^ 
and an artist so prolific in the conception of character, with 
so little humor and so few rememberable figures. Its merits 
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lie elsewhere. . . . I should myself prefer to say that its 
distinctive merit is less in any of its conceptions of character^ 
even Carton^s, than as a specimen of Dickens^s power in 
imaginative story telling. . . . To the end, the book in 
this respect is really remarkable.'^ 

— JOHN FORSTER. 

"The best nove , surely, like the best play, is that în which 
inner character and outward action are developed simul-
taneously; in which the growth of mind and heart and wiK 
are expressed through tangible and striking scenes. In 
this respect Vanity Fair and A Tale of Two Cities ánd Adam 
Bede and Pan Michael— to choose stories of very different 
types — accomphsh what Shakespeare accomphshed in Mac-
beth. They allow us to watch the growth or the decay of 
a soul even while we are fascinated by a spectacie." 

— BLISS PERRY. 

"I ts portrayal of the noble-natured castaway makes it 
almost a peerless book in modern literature, and gives it a 
place among the highest examples of hterary art. . . . The 
conception of this character shows in its author an ideal of 
magnanimity and of charity unsurpassed. There is not a 
grander, lovelier figure than the self-wrecked, self-devoted 
Sydney Carton, m hterature or history; and the story itself 
is so noble in its spirit, so grand and graphic in its style, 
and filled with a pathos so profound and simple, that it de-
serves and will surely take a place among the great seriougi 
"vorks of imagination-" 

— GRANT WHITE. 
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II . TOPICS FOR EXERCISES IN COMPOSITION 

1. A Simple Paraphrase of one or more paragraphs in 
Chapter I. 

2. The Old-fashioned Stage Coach. 
3. Travelling in 1775. 
4. Mr. Lorry^s Journey from London to Paris, as described 

by Himself. 
5. The Suburb of St. Antoine. 
6. The Wine Shop of Monsieur Defarge. 
7. The Shoemaker. 
8. Tehson^s Bank. 
9. Mr. Cruncher at Home. 

10. In the Court Room at the Old Baîley. 
11. The Trial of Darnay for Treason. 
12. Miss Pross. 
13. The Home in Soho Square. 
14. Social Conditions in France in 1775. 
15. The Accident to the Peasant Child, as described by a 

Bystander. 
16. Monseigneur at Home. 
17. The Murder at the Château. 
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RECALLED TO Lim 

CHAPTER 1 
THE PERIOD 

iTĈ  was the best ot times, it was the worst ot ^imes, it W»Ã 
the age of wisdom, ít was the age of foolishness^ it wag 
the epoch of belief, it was the epoch of incredulity, ít was the 
season of Lîght, it was the season of Darkness, it was the 
sprmg of hope, it was the winter of despair, we had every-
thing before us, we had nothing before us, we were all going 
direct to Heaven, we were all goîng dîrect the other way — 
in short^ the period was so far like the present period, that 
some of its noisiest authorities insîsted on its beîng received^ 
for good or for evil, in the superlative degree of comparison 
only. 

There were a king with a large jaw and a queen with a 
plain face, on the throne of England; there were a king with 
a large jaw and a queen wîth a fair face, on the throne oí 
Fraiice.^ In both countries it was clearer than '^rystal tc 
the lords of the State preserves of loaves and f: ..3S^ thøt 
things in general were settled fci* ever. 

It was the year of Our Lord one thousand seven hundred 
and seventy-five. Spirituai revelations were wLnceded to 
England at that favoured period, as at this. Mrs. South-
cott^ had recently attained her five-and-twentîeth blessed 
birthday, of whom a prophetic private in the Life Guards 
had heralded the sublime appearance by announcing thai? 

8 
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»̂-::<rangements were made for the swallowîng up of ILondDT 
.̂ j»d Westminster. Even the Cock-lane ghost*^ had been laîd 

:í> Dtiy a round dozen of years, after rapping out îts messages, 
.̂ug the spirits of this very year last past (supernaturally defi-
Cîient in originality) rapped out theirs. Mere messages in 
fehe earthly order of events had lately come to the Enghsh 
Crown and People, from a congress of British subjects in 
Ámerica. whîch, strange to relatCj have proved more im-
portant to the human race than any communications yet 
'̂ eceived through any of the chickens of the Cock-Iane brood. 

France, less favoured on the whole as to matters spiritual 
í:han her siste^ of the shield and trident,*^ rolled with exceed* 
xjig smoothness down hill, making paper money and spend-
ĵQg it, Under the guidance of her Christian pastors, she 
^ntertanied herself, besides, with such humane achievements 
-1.8 sentencing a youth to have his hands cut off, his tongue 
.orn out with pincers, and his body burned alive, because 
'r.ie had not kneeled down in the rain to do honour to a dirty 
procession of monk3 which passed within his view, at a 
hstance of some fifty or sixty yards.^ It is likely enough 
rhat, rooted in the woods of France and Norway, there were 
growing trees, when that sufferer was put to death, already 
;xiarked by the Woodman, Fate, to come down and be sawn 
í.ato boards, to make a certain movable framework with a 
iHck and a knife in it, terrible in historys^ It is likely enough 
.:hat in the rough outhouses of some tíllers of the heavy 
'^jids adjacent to Paris, there were sheltered from the weather 
í'hat very day, rude carts, bespattered with rustic njire, 
snuffed about by pigs, and roosted in by poultry, which the 
Harmer, Death, had already set apart to be his tumbrils 
.)i the Revolution. But that Woodman and that ííarmer, 
hough they w ^rk unceasingly, work silentîy^ and no one 
•jeard them as they went about with muíHed tread; the 
•'^ther, forasmuch as to entertam any suspicíon that they 
^ere awake, was to be atheistical and traitorous. 

in England, there was scarcely an amount of order aná 
:]rotection to justify much national boasting. Darmg burg-' 
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feirîes by armed men, and híghway robbei.es, took place m 
the capîtal itself every nîght; families were pubHcly cautioned 
not to go out of town without removing their furniture tft 
upholsterers' warehouses for security; the highwayman in 
the dark was a City tradesman in the Hght, and, being recog-
nised and challenged by his fellow-tradesman whom he 
stopped in his character of "the Captain,'' gallantly shot 
him through the head and rode away; the mail was way-
laid by seven robbers, and the guard shot three dead, and 
then got shot dead himself by the other four, ' ' in consequence 
of the failure of his ammunitîon:'' after whîch the mail was 
robbed în peace; that magnificent potentate, the Lord 
Mayor of London, was made to stand and deliver on Turn-
ham Green, by one highwayman, who despoiled the îllus-
trious creature in sight of all his retînue; prisoners in London 
gaols fought battles with their turnkeys, and the majesty 
of the law fired blunderbusses in among them, loaded with 
rounds of shot and ball; thieves snipped off diamond crosses 
from tbe necks of noble lords at Court drawing-roo!T^s; 
musketeers went into St. Giles's,^ to search for contraband 
gocds, and the mob fired on the musketeers, and the mus-
keteers fired on the mob, and nobody thought any of these 
occurrences much out of the common way. In the midst 
of them, the hangman, ever busy and ever worse than use-
less, was in constant requisition; now, stringing up long 
rows of miscellaneous crlminals; now, hanging a house-
breaker on Saturday who had been taken on Tuesday; now^ 
buming people in the hand at Newgate by the dozen, and 
now burning pamphlets at the door of Westmînster Hall, 
to-day, taking the life of an atrocious murderer, and to-
morrow of a wretched pilferer who had robbed a farmer^s 
boy of sixpence. 

All these things, and a thousand Hke them, came to pass 
in and close upon the dear old year one thousand seveo 
hundred and seventy-five. Environed by them, while the 
Woodman and the Farmer worked unheeded, those two of 
the large jaws, and those other two of the plain and the fajj 



6 A TALE OF TWO CITIEA 

faces, trod wîth stir enough, and carried their divine Hŝ cn 
with a high hand. Thus did the year one thoa»and fv̂ v-,̂  
hundred and seventy-five conduct theír Greatnessef*, âŝ d̂ 
myriads of small creatures — the creatures oí this chron . i* 
among the rest — along the roada that Uy besjtarí? ibs^., 

CHAPTER n 

THE MAIL 

ÍT was the Dover road that iay, on a Friday nie;h% i«.t̂  in 
íVÍovember, before the first oí the persons with wnoin ch>3 
î istory has business. The Dover road lay, as to him^ be>»j'Ki-d 
the Dover mail, as it iumbered up Shooter's HiH,'' He 
walked up hiil in the mire by the side of the maii, as tJae 
rest of the passengers did; not because they had the îeast 
relish for walking exercise, under the circumstances but 
because the hill, and the harness, and the mud, and the maiî^ 
were all so heavy, that the horses had three times already 
come to a stop, besides once drawmg the coach across the 
road, with the mutinous intent of takmg ii back to .yiack-
heath.^ Reins and w ĥip and coachman and guard, however^ 
in corabination, had read that article of war which forbade 
a purpose otherwise strongly in favour of the argumenr., 
that some brute animals are endued with Reason; and the 
tfiMn had capitulated and returned to their duty* 

Wiih drooping heads and tremuîous tails, they mashecJ 
íheir way through the thick mud, floundermg and stumbliíig 
oetween whiles, as if they were fa ling to pieces at the largei 
joints. As often as the driver rested them and brought 
them to a stand, with a wary *'Wo-hoî so-ho-thenr' the 
ûeai leader violently shook his head and everything upon 
it —" hke an unusually emphatíc horse, denying that the 
eoach could be got up the hilL Whenever the leader made 
ibhis rattle, the passenger started, a^ a nervous passenger 
night, and was di»turbed in miod* 



Ji TALE OF TWO UITIES t 

TbpT^ waf? a steamîng mÍBt in ail the hollows, and ît had 
roaihéd 'm »tg forlornní^ss'up the hiU, like an evil spirit* seek^ 
Í3Xg rest and finding none. A clanimy and inteHLBeás?̂  coid 
mist, it raade its slow way thrôugh the air in ripples that 
vî íbly foliiowed and overspfead one another, as the waveg 
of ân unwholesome sea mtgni do- It was dense enough t̂ o 
sbut oui ftv-ftrythmg from the hght of the coách-íamps but 
these itH own workings, ând a few yards of road; and the 
feek oí the ífl.bouring horses titieamed into it, as rf ^̂ 5̂7 had 
ma.de it aH 

Two other passengers, besides the one, were pioading up 
the hill by the side of the maiL AH three were wrapped 
to the cheek-bones and over the ears, and wore jack-boots. 
Not one of the three could have said, from anythin^ he saw, 
what éíther of the other two was Hke; and each was hidden 
under alinost as many wrappers from the eyes of the mind, 
as from the eyes of the body, of his two companions. In 
those days, travellers were very shy of being confidential 
on a short notice, for anybody on the road might be a robber 
or in league with robbers. As to the latter, when every post-
íng^house and ale-house could produce somebody in ^'the 
Captain's" pay, rangmg from the landlord to the lowest 
stable nondeseript, ît was the HkeHest thing upon the cards. 
So the guard of the Dover mail thought to hîmself, that 
Friday nighl in November, one thousand seven hundred and 
seveiity-five, lumberirjg up Shooter's HiH, as he stood on hís 
own particiilar perch behind the mail, beatîng his feet, and 
keepuig aífc eye and a hand on the arm-chest cefore him, 
where a ioaded blunderb ss lay at the top cí líx or eight 
loaded horse-pístols, deposited on a substratum of cutlass. 

The Dover mail was in its usiíal gemal positîon that the 
guard susp€?cted th3 passengers, the passengers suápected 
ohe another and the guard, they all suspected everybody 
else, and'the ooachman was sure of nothing but the horæs; 
as to which cattle he wuld with a clear conscience have taken 
his oath on th'^ two TeatÆments that they were oot fit for thíé 
ourn?y. 

http://ma.de
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*^Wo-hO'-' said the coachman, ^'So, thení One mon 
puU and you're at the top and be damned to you^ toi I ha^B 
had trouble enough to get you to itl —Joe '^ 

^'Halloa!' the guard replied. 
' What o'clock do you make it, Joe? ' ' 
'^Ten minutes, good, past eleven,*' 
^̂ My bloodî'* ejaculated the vexed coachman, *^and not 

atop of Shooter's yetf Tst ' Yaht Get on with you?'' 
The emphatic horse. cut short by the whip in a most de-

cíded negative, made a decided scramble for it, and the th'̂ ee 
other horses followed suit Once more, the Dover m ĵJ 
struggled on.. with the jack-boots of its passengers squashir«g 
along by its side^ They had stopped when the coach stopped, 
and they kept close company with it> If any one of the 
three had had the hardihood to propose to another to walk 
on a little ahead into \he mist and darkness, he wou d have 
put himselí in a fair way of getting shot instantly a& a high-
wayman. 

The last burst carríed the mail to the summit of the hill 
The horses stopped to breathe again^ and the guard got down 
to skid the wheel for the descent, and open the coach-door 
to let the passengers in. 

"'Tst' Joe r ' cried the coachman VÚ a warning voice, 
looking down from his box. 

^^What do you say, Tom? 
They both listened. 
*'I say a horse at a canter commg up, Joe.'* 
*'/ say a horse at a gallop, Tom/ ' returned the guard, 

leaving his hold of the door, and mounting nimbly to hia 
place. ^^Gentlemen? In the king's name, all of yout'*'^ 

With this hurried adjuration, he cocked his blunderbuss^ 
und stood on the offensive. 

The passenger booked by this history, was on the coach-
step, getting in; the two other passengers were close behind 
him, and about to follow. He remained on the step, half ÍY:^ 
the coach and half out of; they remained in the road below 
him, Thev aU looked from the coachman to the guard 

;s 
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^ná îrom the guard fco the coachman, and Ustened. ThQ 
:oachman looked back and the guard looked back, and evê ^̂  
the emphatîc leader pncked up his ears and looked back 
without contradicting. 

The stillness consequent cn the cessation of the rumbling 
and labouring of the coach, added to the stillness of the night, 
made it very qmet índeed. The panting of the horses com-
municated a tremulous motion to the coach, as if it were in a 
state of agitation- The hearts of the passengers beat loud 
enough perhaps to be heard; but at any rate, the quiet pause 
was audibly expressive of people out of breath, and holding 
the breath, and having the pulses quickened by expectation 

The sound of a horse at a gallop came fast and furíously 
up the hilL 

*So-ho!" the guard sang out, as loud as he could roat 
^'Yo there! Stand l I shaU fireî'' 

The pace was suddenly checked, and, wíth much splashíng 
and floundering, a man's voice called from the mist, ** Is ttiat 
the Dover mail? ' 

'*Never you mmd what it ís'i'' tiieguard retortecL ^'Whal 
^•e you? * 

-'Is that the Dover maíl?" 
'Why do you want to know?'' 
*'l want a passenger, íf it is." 
•'What passenger?'' 
*'Mr. Jarvis Lorry/' 
Our booked passenger showed ín a moment that it was híê 

í^ame. The guard, the coachman, and the two other passen 
gers eyed him distrustfully, 

*̂ *Keep where you are,'' the guard caUed to the voíce ín the 
mist, "because, if I should make a mistake, it could never be 
set rîght ín your Hfetime. Gentleman of the name of Lorry 
answer straight.^' 

'^What is the matter?" asked the passenger, then^ witfe 
aiildly quavering speech. ^ Who wants me? Is it Jerry?' 

O^ I don't like Jerry's voiee, if it is Jerry/* growled the guarci 
íW) himselL "He's hoarser than suits me, is Jerry/') 
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" Yes, Mr. Lorry." 
"What is thematter?*' 
** A despatch sent after you from'over yonder. T. and Oo.'̂  
*̂ I know this messenger, guard," said Mr. Lorry, gettíng 

down into the road — assisted from behind more swiftly 
than politely by the other two passengers, who immedi-
ately scrambled into the coách, shut the door, and puUed 
up the window. "He may come close; there's nothing 
wrong." * 

" I hope there ain't, but I can G inake so *Nation sure oí 
that," said the guárd, in gruf soHloquy. ^̂ HaUo you!" 

" WeU î And hallo you I" said Jerry, more hoarsely than 
before. 

'^Come on at a footpaceí d*ye mind me? And if youVe 
got holsters to that saddle o' yourn, don't let me see your 
hand go nigh 'em. For I*m a devU at a quick mistake, and 
when I make one it takes the form of Lead. So now let's 
jiook at you.^' 

The figures of a horse and rider came slowly through the 
eddying mist, and came to the side of the mail, where the pas-
^enger stood. The rider stooped, and, casting up his eyes 
at the guard, handed the passenger a small folded paper. 
The rider's horse was blown, and both horse and rider were 
covered with mud, from the hoofs of the horse to the hat of 
cne man, 

'Guard "' said the passenger, in a tone of quiet business 
.onfidence. 

The watchful guard, wîth his right hg.nd at the stock of his 
raised blunderbuss, his left at the barrel, and his eye on the 
ûorseman, answered curtly, "Sir/* ' 

'There is noth ng to apprehend. I belong to Tehson^s 
Bank. You must know Tellson's Bank n Londori; I axB 
going to Paris oo business, A crown to drmk, 1 may 
^ead thus?'* 

' 'lf so be as you re quick, sir.'' 
He opened it m the Hght of the coach-lamp on that side 

má read — first to himself and then aioud : '^' Wail at Dove/ 
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for Mam'seUe.' It 's not long, you see, guard. Jerry, say 
that my answer was, RECALLED TO LIFE." 

Jerry started in his saddle. "That 's a Blazirig strange 
answer, too,'* said he, at his hoarsest. 

"Take that message back, and they wiU know that I 
received this, as well as if I wrote. Make the best of your 
way. Good night.^' 

With those words the passenger opened the coach-door 
and got in; not at all assisted by his fellow-passengers, who 
had expeditiously secreted their watches and purses in their 
boots, and were now making a genera pretence of being 
asleep. With no more definite purpose than to escape the 
hazard of originating any other kind of action. 

The coach lumbered on again, with heavier wreaths of 
mist closing rouncl it as it began the descent. The guard 
soon replâced his blunderbuss in his arm-chest, and, havmg 
looked to the rest of its contents, and having looked to the 
supplementary pistols that he wore in his belt, looked to a 
^maller chest beneath his seat, in which there werc a few 
smith's tools, a couple of torches, and a tinder-box. For he 
was furnished with that completeness that if the coach-lamps 
had been blown and stormed out, which did occasionally 
happen, h^ had only to shut himself up inside, keep the flint 
and steel sparks well off the straw, and get a Hght with to! 
erable safety and ease (if he were lucky) in five mínutes. 

^^Tomî'^ softlv over the coach roof. 
^^Hallo. Joe."'' 
'^Did you hear the message?** 

I did, Joe,'' 
What did you make of it, Tom?'^ 

" Nothing at ail, Joe.'* 
That^s a coinadence, too," the guard mused^ **fot 1 

made the same of it myself/' 
Jerry, left alone in the mist and darkness, dismounteo 

meanwhUe, not only to ease his spent horse, but to wipe the 
mud from his face, and shake the wet out of hîs hat>-brim, 
which might be capable of holding about half a gallon AfteP̂  
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standing wîth the bridle over his heavily-splashed armj untH 
the wheels of the maU were no longer within hearing and the 
night was quite still again, he turned to walk down the hiUc 

^^After that there gaUop from Temple Bar, old lady, I 
won't trust your fore-Iegs till I get you on the level," said this 
hoarse messenger, glancing at his mare. ^^^Recalled to Hfe.' 
That's a Blazing strange message. Much of that wouIdn*t 
do for you, Jerry 1 I say, Jerry) You^d be în a Blazing bad 
way, if recaUing to life was to come into fashion, Jerry '; ,-Vt:i 

CHAPTER III 

THE N I G H T S H A D O W S 

A WONDERFUL fact to reflect upon, that every human 
creature is constituted to be that profound secret and mystery 
ío every other. A solemn consideration, when I enter a 
great city by night, that every one of those darkly clustered 
houses enclo^es its own secret; that every room in every one 
of thera encloses its own secret; that every beating heart in 
the hundreds of thousands of breasts there, is, in some of its 
maginings, a secret to the heart nearest i t! Somethîng of 
the awfulness, even of Death itself, is referable to thîs, 
No more can I turn the leaves of this dear book that I loved, 
aad vainly hope in time to read it all. No more can I look 
into Jtho depths of this unfathomable water, wherein, as mo-
mentr;.ry lights glanced into it, I have had glimpses of buried 
treasure and other things submerged. It was appointed that 
the book should shut with a spring, for ever and for ever, 
when I had read but a page. It was appointed that the watei 
should be locked in an eternal frost, when the light was play-
ing on its suríace, and I stood in ignorance on the shore. My 
friend îs dead, my neighbour is dead, my love, the darling 
of my soul, is dead; it is the inexorable consoHdation and 
perpetuation of the secret that was always in that individ^ 
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uality, and which I shall carry in mine to my híe's end* In 
any of the burial-places of this city through which I pass, is 
there a sleeper more inscrutable than its busy inhabitants 
are, in their innermost personahty, to me, or thaii I am to 
them ? 

As to this, his natural and not to be alienated inheritance, 
the messenger on horseback had exactly the same possessions 
as the King, the first Minister of State, or the richest merchant 
in London, So with the three passengers shut up in the nar-
row compass of one lumbering old mail-coach; they were 
mysteries to one another, as complete as if each had been in 
his own coach and six, or his own coach and sixty, with the 
breadth of a county between him and the next. 

The messenger rode back at an easy trot, stoppîng pretty 
often at ale-houses by the way to drink, but evincing a ten-
dency to keep his own counsel, and to keep his hat cocked 
over iiis C3'̂ es. He had eyes that assorted very well with that 
decoration, being of a surface black, wiih no depth in the 
colour or form, and much too near together — as if they were 
afraid of being found out in something, singly, if they kept 
too far apart, They had a sinister expression, under an old 
cocked-hat iike a three-cornered spittoon, and over a great 
muffler for the chin and throat, which descended nearly to 
the wearer's knees. When he stopped for drink, hemoved 
this muffler with his left hand, only while he poured his liquoi 
in with his right; as soon as that was done, he muffled again. 

^̂  No, Jerry, no ! '̂ said the messenger, harping on one theme 
as he rode. " I t wouldn't do for you, Jerry. Jerr^/ you 
honest tradesman, it wouldn^t suit your line of bitsiness! 
Recalled —! Bust me if I don't think he'd been a'drinkîng!' ' 

His message perplexed his mind to that degree that he was 
fain, several times, to take off his hat to scratch his head. 
Except on the crown, which^was raggedly bald, he had stiff, 
black hair, standing jaggedly all over it, and growing down 
hill almost to his broad, blunt nose. I t was so like Smith^s 
work, so much more like the top of a strongly spiked w âll 
than a ^ead of hair, that the best of players at leap-frog 
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might have declined him, as the most dangerous man in 
vvorld to go over. 

While he trotted back with the message he was to deîivef 
lo the night watchman in his box at the door of Tellson's 
Bank, by Temple Bar, who was to deliver it to greater au-
thorities within, the shadows of the night took such shapes 
jj him as arose out of the message, ancl took such shaps!; to 
ivi s mare as arose outof Å r̂ private topicsof uneasiness. They 
seemed to be numerous, for she shied at every shadow ou the 
road. 

What time, the mail-coach îumbered, jolted, rattled, and 
bumped upon its tedious way, with its three fellow-înscru-
tabîes inside. To whom, likewise, the shaclows of the night 
revealed themselves, in the forms their dozing eves and wa;> 
dering thoughts suggested. 

TelTson^s Bank had a run upon it in the mail. As the bank 
passenger — with an arm drawn through the leathern strap, 
which did what lay in it to keep him from pounding agaínst the 
riext passenger, and driving him into his corner, whenever the 
coach got a special jolt — nodded in his piace, wlth hah'-shut 
^yes, the little coach-'A''indows, and the coach-lamp dimiy 
gleaming through them, and the bulky bundle of opposite 
passenger, became the bank, and did a great stroke of busi-
ness. The rattle of the harness wa« the chink of money, 
and more drafts were honoured ia rninutes than even 
Tellson^s, with all its foreign and home connection, ever paid 
ri thrice the time. Then the stroiig-rooms undergrouod, 
at Teilson^s, witli such of their valuable stores and secr6::y 
as were known to the passenger (and it was not a litt::. ::ha*: 
he knew about them), opened before him, and he wsut in 
•imong them with the great keys and the feebly-buraing 
candle, and found them safe, and strong, and sound, and stili, 
jast as he had last seen them. 

But, though the bank was almost always with him, and 
though the coach (m a confused way, hke the presence of 
paÍA under an opiate) was always with him, there wasanother 
:urrent of impression that never ceased to run, all througb 
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the íiight. He was on his way to dig some one out of a 
grave. 

Now, which of the multitude of fa^es that showed themselves 
before him. was the true face of the buried person, the shadows 
"f the niglit did not indicate; but they were ail the faces of 
r man of five-and-forty by years, and they differed princi-
jally in the passions they expressed, and in the ghastliness 
of ;beir worn and wasted state. Pride, contempt, defiance. 
stuobo :niijss, submission, lamentation, succeeded one another: 
so did ^a;:3ties oi sunlæn cheel^, cadaverous colour, ema-
ciated ha i:ts ÍJJÍA figures. But the face was in the main oixe 
face, and every head waF _ matureiy white. A hundreo 
times the dozing passenger inquired of this spectre: 

'^Buried liow long?'^ 
Tiie answer was always the same: ^^Almost eighteen 

years." 
' 'You had abandoned aU hope of being dug o u t ? " 
' 'Long ago.^^ 
'̂  You know that you are recalled to life?'^ 
'^Thev teU me so.'' 
" I hope you care to live?'* 
^'I can't sav.' ' 
^'Shall I show her to you? WiII you come and see her? ' 
The answe^s to this question were various and contra* 

dictory. Somstimes the broken reply was, ^̂  Wait! i 
Yv̂ ouid iíill me if I saw her too soon/^ Sometimes, it was gi:-̂ er 
ri. a tender rain of tears, and then it was, ^'Take me to her. 
':3.x'ietimes it was staring and bewiidered, and then it was, 
•' don't know her. I don't understand." 

After such imaginary discourse, the passenger In hîs fancy 
wculd dig, and dig, dig — now with a spade, now with e 
great key, now witii his hands — to dig this wretched crea-
ture out. Got out at last, with earth hanging about his faee 
and hair, he would suddeniy fali-away to dust. The passen-
ger wouid then start to himseif, and lower the window, to geí 
the reality of mist and rain on his cheelc. 

Yet even when his eyes were opened on the mist and rain. 
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on the muvmg patch of Hght from the amps, and the hedge 
at the roadside retreating by jerks, the night shadows outside 
the coach would fal into the train of the night shadows within. 
The real Banking-house by Temple Bar. the real business 
of the past day, the real strong-rooms, cne real express sent 
after him, and the real message returned, would all be there-
O it of the midst of them, the ghostly face would rise, and h* 
wraid accost it again. 

'^Buried how long?'' 
"Almost eighteen years."' 
*̂I hope you care to live?^' 

" I can't say." 
Dig — dig — dig — unti an împatîent movement from 

orie of the two passengers would admonish him to puU up the 
window, draw his arm securely through the leathern strap, 
and speculate upon the two slumbering forms, until his mind 
lost its hold of them, and they again slid away into the bank 
and the grave. 

"Buried how long? 
"Almost eighteen years." 
"You had abandoned all hope of beîng dug o u t ? " 
"Long ago.'^ 
The words were still în his hearing as just spoken — dis-

dnctly in his hearing as ever spoken words had been in hia 
Hfe — when the weary passenger started to the consciousness 
of daylight, and found that the shadows of the night were 
gone. 

He lowered the window, and looked out at the rising sun. 
There was a ridge of ploughed land, with a plough upon it 
where it had been left last night when the horses were un-
yoked; beyond, a quiet coppice-wood, in which many leaves 
of burning red and golden yellow still remained upon the 
trees. Though the earth was cold and wet, the sky was 
cîear, and the sun rose bright, placid, and beautiful. 

"Eighteen years!" said the passenger, looking at the sun. 
"Gracious Creator of dayl To be buried ahve fôr eighteen 
years! 

99 

LraP' 
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CHAPTER IV 

THE PREPARATION 

W H E N the mail got successfuliy to Dover, in the course of 
fhe forenoon, the head drawer at the Royal George Hotel 
opened the coach-door as his custom was. He did it with some 
flourish of ceremony, for a mail journey from London in 
winter was an achievement to congratulate an adventurous 
traveller upon, 

By that time, there was only one adventurous traveller 
íeft to be congratulated: for the two others had been set 
down at tlieir respective roadside destinations. The miidewy 
inside of the coach, with its damp and dirty straw, its dis-
agreeabie smeii, and its obscurity, w âs rather like a larger 
dog-kennei. Mr. Lorry, the passenger, shaking himself out 
of it in chaîns of straw, a tangle of sliaggy wrapper, flap-
ping hat, and muddy legs, was rather like a larger sort of 
dog. 

^^There will be a packet to Calaîs, to-morrow, drawer?'^ 
'̂ Yes, sir, if the weather holds and the winci sets tolerable 

fair. The tide v/ill serve pretty nicely at about two in the 
afternoon, sir. Bed, sir?^' 

' ' I shaU not go to bed till night; but I want a bedroom, 
and a barber.^' 

^^And then breakfast^ sîr? Yes, sir. That way, sir, if 
you please. Show Concord!^ Gentleman^s valise and hot 
water to Concord. PuII off gentleman^s boots in Concord. 
(You will find a fine sea-coal fire, sir.) Fetch barber to Con-
cord. Stir about there, now, for Concord ! '̂ 

The Concord bed-chamber being always assîgned to a pas-
senger by the mail, and passengers by the mail being always 
heavily wrapped up from head to foot, the room had the odd 
interest for the establishment of the Royal George, that 
although but one kind of raan was seen to go into it, aU 
kinds ^rid varieties of men came out of it. Consequently, 
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another drawer, and two porters, and several maids and the 
iandlady, were aU loitering by accident at various points oi 
the road between the Concord and the coffee-roora, when a 
gentleman of sixty, formally dressed in a brown suit of clothes, 
pretty well -worn, but very well kept, with large square cuffs 
and large flaps to the pockets, passed along on his way to his 
breakfast. 

The coffee-room had no other occupant, that forenoon, than 
the gentleman in brown. His breakfast-table was drawn 
before the fire, and as he sat, with its light shining on him, 
waiting for the meal, he sat so still, that he might have been 
sitting for his portrait. 

Very orderlj^and methodical he looked, with a hand on each 
knee, and a loud watch ticking a sonorous sermon under his 
flapped waistcoat, as though it pitted its gravity and longevity 
against the levity and evanescence of the brisk fire. He had 
a good ieg, and was a little vain of it, for his brown stockings 
fitted sleek and close, and were of a fine texture; his shoes 
and buckles, too, though r.'ain, were trim. He wore an odd 
little sieek crisp flaxen wig, setting very close to his head; 
which wig, it is to be presumed, was made of hair, but which 
ooked far more as though it were spun from filaments of silk 
or glass. His linen, though not of a fineness in accordance 
with his stockings, was as white as the tops of the waves 
that broke upon the neighbouring beach, or the specks of sail 
that glinted in the sunlight far at sea. A face habitually sup-
pressed and quieted, was still lighted up under the quaint wig 
by a pair of moist bright eyes that it must have cost their 
owner^ in years gone by, some pains to driU to the composed 
and reserved expression of Tellson^s Bank. He had a healthy 
colour in his cheeks, and his face, though lined, bore few traces 
of anxiety. But, perhaps the confidential bachelor clerks 
m Tellson^s Bank were principally occupied with the cares 
ô  other people; and perhaps second-hand cares, like second-
haixd clothes, come easily off and on. 

Completing his resemblance to a man who was sîtting for 
his portrait, Mr. Lorry dropped off to sleep. The arrival oí 
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his breakfast roused him^ and he said to the drawer, as he 
îT ?ved his chair to i t : 

^ Î wish accommodation prepared for a young lady who 
may come here at any time to-day. She may ask for Mr. 
Jarvis Lorry, or she may only ask for a gentleman from TeU-
scn^s Bank. Please to let me know." 

*^Yes, sir. Tellson^s Bank in London, s i r? ' ' 
^^Yes.^\ 
^'Yes, sir. We have oftentimes the honour to entertain 

your gent emen in their traveliing bacivwards and forwards 
betwixt London and Paris, sir. A vast deal of travelling, 
sir, in Tellson and Company^s House.' ' 

*̂ Yes. We are quite a French House, as well as an English 
one.^^ 

" Yes, sir. Not much in the habit of such traveliing your-
seif, I think, sir ? ^̂  

^'Not of iate years. I t is fifteen years since we — since 1 
— came last from France." 

^^lndeed, sir? That was before my time here, sir. Before 
our peopie^s time here, sir. Th^ George was in other hands 
at that time, sir.'^ 

^ Î believe so.^' 
^^But I would hold a pretty wager, sir, that a House like 

Teiison and Company was flourishing, a matter of fifty, not 
to speak of fifteen years ago? ' ' 

^^You migiit trebie that, and say a hundred and fifty, yet 
not be far from the truth.^' 

'^lndeed, sir! ' ' 
Roun':^::^^ his mouth and both his eyes, as he stepped 

backward from tiie table, the waiter shifted his napkin from 
his right arm to his left, dropped into a comfortable attitude, 
and stood surveying the guest while he ate and drank, as 
from an observatory or watch-tower. According to the 
immemorial usage of waiters in aîl ages. 

Wlien Mr. Lorry had finished his breakfast, he went out 
for a stroll on the beach. The little narrow, crooked town 
of Dover hid itseif away from the beach, and ran its head into 
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the chalk clîffs, like a marine ostrich. The beach was a 
desert of heaps of sea and stones tumbling wildly about, and 
the sea did what it liked, and what it liked was destruction. 
I t thundered at the town, and thundered at the cliffs, and 
brought the coast down, madly. The air among the houses 
was of so strong a piscatory flavour that one might have sup-
posed sick fish went up to be dipped in it, as sick people went 
down to be dipped in the sea. A little fishing was done in 
the port, and a quantity of strolling about by night, and look-
ing seaward: particularly at those times when the tide made;* 
and was near fiood. Small tradesmen, who did no business 
whatever, sometimes unaccountably realised large fortunes, 
and it was remarkable that nobody in the neighbourhood 
could endure a lamp-Iighter.^ 

As the day declined into the afternoon, and the air, which 
had been at intervals clear enough to allow the French coast 
to be seen, became again charged with mist and vapour, Mr. 
Lorry's thoughts seemed to cloud too. When it was dark, 
and he sat before the coffee-room fire, awaiting his dinner as 
he had awaited his breakfast, his mind was busily digging, 
digging, digging, in the live red coals. 

A bottle of good claret after dînner does a digger in the red 
coals no harm, otherwise than as it has a tendency to throw 
him out of work. ^ Mr. Lorry had been idle a long time, and had 
just poured out his last glassful of wine with as complete an 
appearance of satisfaction as is ever to be found in an elderly 
gentleman of a fresh complexion who has got to the end of a 
bottle, when a ratthng of wheels came up the narrow street, 
and rumbled into the inn-yard. 

He set down his glass untouched. "This îs Mam'selle!" 
said he. 

In a very few mînutes the waiter came în to announce that 
Miss Manette had arrived from London, and would be happy 
to see the gentleman from Tellson's. 

'^So soon?" 
Miss Manette had taken some refreshment on the road, and 

required none then, and was extremely anxious to see the 
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gentleman from Tellson's immediately, if it suited his pleasure 
and convenience. 

The gentieman from Telison's had nothing left for it but to 
empty his giass with an air of stolid desperation, settle his odd 
little flaxen wig at the ears, and foiiow the waiter to Miss 
Manette^s apartment. It was a iarge, dark room, furnished 
in a iunereai manner with black horsehair, and loaded with 
heavy dariv tables. These had been oiled and oiied, until 
the two tali candles on the table in the middle of the room 
were gloomibr reflected on every leaf; as if they were 
buried, in deep graves of black mahogany, and no hght 
to speak cf couid be expected from them until they were 
dug out. 

The ob::curity was so difficult to penetrate that Mr, Lorry, 
picking h:s way over the weli-worn Turkey carpet, .•̂ ûpposed 
Miss Manette to be, for the moment, in some adjacent room, 
until, having got past the two tail candles, he saw standing to 
receive him by the table between them and the fire, a young 
lady of not more than seventeen, in a riding-cioak, and still 
holding her straw traveiiing-hat by its ribbon in her hand. 
As his eyes rested on a short, siight, pretty figure, a quantity 
of golden hair, a pair of blue eyes that met his own with an 
inquiring loolv. and a forehead with a singuiar capacity (re-
membering liow young and smooth it was), of lifting and 
knitting itseif into an expression that was not quite one of 
perplexity, or wonder, or alarm, or mereiy of a bright fixed 
attention, thougli it included all the four expressions — 
as his eyes rested on these things, a sudden vivid likeness 
passed before him, of a child whom he had held in his arms 
on the passage across that very Channel, one coid time, 
when the liaii drifted heavily and the sea ran high. The 
likeness passed away, like a breath along the surface of the 
gaunt pier-giass behind her, on the frame of which, a hospitai 
procession of negro cupids, several headless and all cripples, 
were offering black baskets of Dead Sea fruit to black divini-
ties of the feminine gender — and he made his formal bow 
to Miss Manette. 
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'^Pray take a seat, «ir.̂ ^ In a very clear and pleasant 
young voice; a little foreign in its accent, but a very little 
indeed. 

'' I kiss your hand. miss," said Mr. Lorry, wíth the manners 
of an earher date, as he made his formal bow again, and took 
his seat. 

^T received a letter from the Bank, sir, yesterday, informing 
me that some intelligence — or discovery ^̂  

^The word is not material, miss; either word will do." 
^*-—respecting the small property of my poor father, whom 

I never saw — so long d e a d — - ^ ' 
Mro Lorry moved in his chair, and cast a troubled look 

towards the hospital procession of negro cupids. As íf they 
had any help for arybody in their absurd baskets! 

*' —rendered it necessary that I should go to Paris, there 
to comraunicate with a gentleman of the Bank, so good as to 
be despatched to Paris for the purpose.^' 

''Myseli/' 
^'As I was prepared to hear, sir.̂ ^ 
She curtseyed to him (young ladies made curtseys in those 

•days), with a pretty desire to convey to him that she felt 
how much older and wiser he was than she. He made her 
^nother bow. 

'' I replied to the Bank, sir, that as it was considered neces-
sary, by those who know, and who are so kind as to advise 
me, that I should go to France, and that as I am an orphan 
and have no friend who could go with me, I shou d esteem 
it highly if I might be permitted to place myself, during the 
journey, under that worthy gentleman's protection* The 
gentieman had left London, but I think a messenger was 
í5ent after him to beg the favour of his waiting for me 
here.^^ 

^̂ I was happy,'' said Mr. Lorry, " to be entrusted with the 
charge. I shall be more happy to execute it.'^ 

^^Sir, I thank you indeed. I thank you very gratefully. 
t was told me by the Bank that the gentleman would explain 

to me the details of the business, and that I must prepare my-
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self to find them of a surprising náture. I have done my best 
to prepare myseif, and I naturaUy have a strong and eager 
iiiterest to know what they are. 

^'Naturaliy,'' said Mr. Lorry. '^Yes — I 
After a pause, he added, again settiing the crisp flaxen wig 

at tiie ears, 
^^lt is very difficuit to begin.'" 
He did not begin, but, in his indecision, met iier glance< 

The young forehead iií'ted itself into that singuiar expression 
— but ic was pretty and characteristic, besides being singular 
— and siie raised iier hand, as if with an invoiuntary action 
siie caugiit at. or stayed some passing shadow. 

'^Are you quite a stranger to me, sir?'^ 
' 'Am I not?^^ Mr. Lorry opened his hands, and extended 

them outwards with an argumentative smiie. 
Between the eyebrows and just over the little femípinc 

nose, the iine of which was as delicate and fine as it was p̂  ŝsi-
bie to be, the exprcssion deepened itseif as she took her seat 
thoughtfully in the chair by whicli she had hitherto remained 
standing. He watched her as siie mused, and the monicnt 
she raised her eyes again, went on: 

^^ln your ado ̂ ted country, I presume, I cannot do better 
than address you as a young English lady, Miss Manette?' ' 

^ l̂f you please, sir.'^ 
^'Miss Manette, I am a man of busmess. I have a businesí* 

charge to acquit myseif of. In your reception of it, don'^ 
heed me any more than if I was a speaking machine — tru!y. 
I am not much eise. I will, with your leave, reiate to yoti, 
miss, the story of one of our customers.^^ • 

'^"Story!^^ 
He seemed wiifully to mista ce the word she had repeated, 

when he added, in a hurry, '^Yes, customers; in the banking 
business we usualiy call our connection our customers. He 
was a French gentieman; a scientific gentleman; a man ol 
great acquirements — a Doctor.'' 

'^Not of Beauvais?'" 
Why, yes, of Beauvais. îáke Monsieur Manette, youT <i 
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father, tjie gentleman was cí Beauvais. Like Monsîeui 
Manette, your father, the ^entleman was of repute in Paris 
I had the honour of jsnowing him there. Our relations 
were businéss relations, but confidentiaL I WÍÍJ at that 
t ime' in our French House, and had been — oh! twenty 
years.^' 

^̂  At that time — .. may ask, at what time, sir?^* 
^̂ I speak, miss, of twenty years ago. He married—an 

English lady — and I was one of the trustees. His affairs, 
like the affairs of many other French gentlemen a:.id French 
families, were entirely 1TI Tellson^s hands. Ln a similar way 
I am, or I have been, trustee of one kind or other for scores 
of our customers. These are mere business reiations, miss; 
there is no friendship in them, no particular interest, nothing 
like sentiment. I have passed from one to another, in the 
course of my business life, just as I pass from one of our cus-
tomers to another in the course of my business day; in short, 
I íiave no feelings; I am a mere machine. To go on " 

' 'But this is my father's story, sir; and begin to think" 
— the curiously roughened forehead was very intent upon 
him — 'Hhat when I was leit an orphan virough my mother's 
surviving my father only two years, it v/^3 you who brought 
me to England. I am almost sure it wai 70U." 

Mr. Lorry took the hesitating little hand that confidingly 
advanced to take his, and he put it with some ceremony to 
his lips. He then conducted the young lady straightway 
to her chair again, and, holding the chair-back with his left 
hand, and using his right by turns to rub his chin, pull his 
wig at thfe ears, or point what hesaid, stood looking down 
into her fa33 while she sat looking up into his. 

^^Miss ¥íanette, it was L And you wiUsee how truly I 
spoke of myself just now, in saying I had no feelingi, and that 
all the relations I hold with my fellow-creatures are mere 
business relations, when you reflect that I have never seen 
you since. No; you have been the ward of Tellson^s House 
since, and I have been busy with the other business of TelL 
son's House since. Feelings! I have no time for them( 
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ûo chance of them. I pass my whole hfe, mí«s, in turning an 
immense pecuniary Mangie.^^^ 

After this odd description of his dailj^ routme of employ-
ment, Mr. Lorry flattened his flaxen wig upon his head with 
both hands (which was most unnecessary, for nothing could 
be flatter than its shining surface was before), and resumed 
his former attitude. 

^̂ So far, miss (as you have remarked), this is the story of 
your regretted father. Now comes the difference. If your 
father had not died when he did Don^t be frightened! 
How you start I '̂ 

She did, indeed, start. And she caught his wrist with both 
her hands. 

^^Pray,'' said ^lr, Lorry, in a soothing tone, bringing his îeft 
hand from tiie back of the chair to lay it on the supplicatory 
fingers tliat ciasped him in so violent a tremble: ^^pray 
control your agitation — a matter of business. As I was 
saying '̂ 

Her look so discomposed him that he stopped, wandered, 
and began anew: 

^^As I was saying; if Monsieur Manette had not died; iî 
he had suddenly and siientiy disappeared; if he had been 
spirited aw^ay; if it liad not been difficult to guess to what 
dreadful place, though no art couid trace him; if he had an 
enemy in some compatriot who couid exercise a privilege 
that I in my own time have known the boldest peopîe afraid 
to speak of in a whisper, across the w^ater there; for instance, 
the privilege of filiing up biank forms for the consignment of 
any one to the oblivion of a prison for any length of t ime; 
if his wife had impiored the king, the queen, the court, the 
clergy, for any tidings of him, and ail quite in vain; — then 
the history of your father would have been the history of this 
aníortunate gentleman, the Doctor of Beauvais.^' 

" I entreat you to tell me more, sir.'^ 
" I will. I am going to. You can bear i t ? " 
^'I can bear anything but the uncertainty you leave me 

.̂t thîs moment.^' 
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'* You speak collectedly, and you — are coUected. That'a 
good! *' (Though his manner was less satisfied than his 
words.) *̂ A matter of business. Regard it as a matter of 
business — business that must be done. Now if this doctor's 
wife, though a lady of great courage and spirit, had suffered 
so intensely from this cause before ber little child was born— " 

^^The httle child was a daughter, sir." 
"A daughter. A — a — matter of business — don't be 

distressed. Miss, if the poor lady had suffered so intensely 
before her little child was born, that she came to the deter-
mination of sparing the poor chiid the inheritance of any part 
of the agony she had known the pains of, by rearing hcr in the 
behef that her father was dead No, don^t knejl! In 
Heaven's name why should you kneel to me! ' ' 

^^For the truth. O dear, good, compassionate sír, for the 
truth! ' ' 

^̂ A — a matter of business. You confuse me, and how 
can I transact business if I am confused? Let us be clear-
headed. If you could kindly mention now, for instance, what 
nine times ninepence are, or how many shillings in twenty 
guineas, it would be so encouraging. I should be so mucb 
more at ease about your state of mind." 

Without directly answering to this appeal, she sat so still 
when he had very gently raised her, and the hands that had not 
ceased to clasp his wrists were so much more steady than they 
had been, that she communicated some reassurance to Mr̂  
Jarvis Lorry. 

^^That's right, thafs right. Courageí Businessî You 
have business before you; useful business. Miss Manette, 
your mother took this course with you. And when she died 
— I beheve broken-hearted — having never slackened her 
unavailing search for your father, she left you, at two years 
pld, to grow to be blooming, beautiful, and happy, without 
the dark cloud upoli you of Hving in uncertainty whether 
3''our father soon wore his heart out in prison, or wasted there 
tlwough many lingering years/! 

As he said the words he Jooked down, with an admiring pity, 
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on the flowing golden hair; as if he pictured to hîmself that 
it might have been already tinged with grey. 

" You know that your parents had no great possession, and 
that what they had was secured to your mother and to you. 
There has been no new discovery, of money, or of any other 

'propercy; but '^ 
He felt his wrist heid closer, and he stopped. The ex-

pression in the forehead, whicli had so particuiarly a.ttracted 
hÍ3 notice, and which was now immovable, had deepened 
into one of pain and horror. 

^'But he has been — l^een found. He is alive. Greatly 
changed, it is too probabie; almost a wreck, it is possible; 
though we wiU hope the best. StiU, a ive. Your father hae 
been taiæn to the house of an oid servant in Paris, and we 
are going there: I, to identify iiim if I CJ^-^: you, to restore 
him to life, love, duty, rest, comfort." 

A shiver ran through her frame, and from it through his. 
She said, in a low, distinct, awe-stricken voice, as if she were 
saying it in a dream, 

^ Î am going to see his Ghost! I t wiU be hîs Ghost ~ 
not him!^' 

Mr. Lorry quietly chafed the hands that heid h s arn:. 
"There," there, there! See now, see now! The best and the 
worst are known to you, now. You are weil on your way to 
ihe pocr wronged gentleman, and, with a fair sea voyagCj 
)nd a fair iand journey, you will be soon at his dear side.^' 

She repeated in the same tone, sunk to a whisper, '*I have 
Oeen free, I have been happy, yet his Ghost has never haunted 
me! ' ' 

*^0nly one thing more,^^ said Mr. Lorry, laying stress upor 
it as a whol^ome means of enforcing her attention: ^^he haí 
been found under anotiie^ name; his own, long forgotten or 
long concealed. It would be worse than useless now to in 
quire whicli; worse than useless to seek to know whether h€ 
has been for years overiooked, or always designedly held 
prisoner. I t would be worse than useless now to maké any 
inquiries, because it would be dangerous. Better not to 
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mentîon the subject, anywhere or in any way, and to remove 
him — for a while at all events — out of France. Even I, 
safe as an Englishman, and even Tellson^s, important ãs they 
are to French credit, avoid all naming of the matter. I carry 
about me, not a scrap of writing openly referring to it. This 
is a secret service altogether. My credentials, entries, and 
memoranda, are all comprehended in the one line, ' RecaUed 
to Life;^ which may mean anything. But wíiat is the 
matterl She doesn^t notice a word! Miss Manette!^^ 

Perfectly still and silent, and not even fallen back in her 
chair, she sat under his hand, utterly insensible; with her 
eyes open and fixed upon him, and with that last expression 
looking as if it were carved or branded into her forehead. 
So close was her hold upon his arm, that he feared to detach 
himself lest he should hurt her; therefore he called out 
loudly for assistance without moving. 

A wild-looking woman, whom even in his agitation, Mr. 
Lorry observed to be all of a red colour, and to have red hair, 
and to be dressed in some extraordinary tight-fitting fashion, 
and to have on her head a most wonderful bonnet like a 
Grenadier wooden measure,^ and good measure too, or a 
great Stilton cheese, came running into the room in advance 
of the inn servants, and soon settled the question of his de-
tachment from the poor young lady, by laying a brawny 
hand upon his chest, and sending him flying back against the 
nearest wall. 

("I really think this must be a man! ' was Mr. Lorry^s 
breathless reflection, simultaneously with his coming against 
the wall.) 

^̂  Why, look at you al l!" bawled this figure, addressing the 
inn servants. ^̂  Why don't you go and fetch tl^ings, instead 
of standing there staring at me ? I am not so much to look 
at, am I? Why don^t you go and fetch things? Î Il let 
you know, if you don^t bring smelling-salts, cold water, and 
vinegar, quick, I will." 

There was an immediate dispersal for these restoratives, 
and she softly laid the patient on a sofa, and tended her with 
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great sldll and gentleness: calling her " my precious!' ' 
and ^^my bird!'^ and spreading her golden hair aside over 
her shoulders with great pride and care. 

^^And you in brown V she said, indignantly turning to Mr. 
Lorry; *^couldn^t you teil her what you had to tell her, 
without frightening her to death? Look at her, with her 
pretty pale face and her cold hands. Do you call thot being 
a Banker? ' ' 

Mr. Lorry was so exceedingly disconcerted by a question so 
hard to answ^er, that he could oniy look on, at a distance, with 
much feebler sympathyand humiiity, whiie íhe strongwoman, 
having banished the inn servants under the mysterious penalty 
of ^^letting them î now^^ something not mentioned if they 
stayed there, staring, recovered her charge by a reguiar series 
of gradations, and coaxed her to iay her drooping head upon 
Iier shoulder. 

'^I hope she wili do weil now,'' said Mr. Lorry. 
^^No thanks to you in brown, if she does. My darling 

pretty! '̂ 
*̂ I hope,' ' said Mr. Lcrry, after another pause oí feeble 

sympathy and humility, 'Hhat you accompany Miss Manette 
to France? ' ' 

^̂ A liiæly thing, too!'^ replied the strong woman. ^ l̂f it 
was ever intended that I should go across sait water, do you 
suppose Providence wouid have cast my lot in an isiand?^^ 

This being another question hard to answer, Mr. Jarvis 
Lorry withdrew to consider it. 

CHAPTER V 

THE WINE-SHOP 

A LARGE cask of wine had been dropped and brokén, în the 
street. The accident had happened in getting it out of a 
<tí>-rt; the cask had tumbled out with a run, the hoops had 
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burst, and ît îay on the stones just outside the door of the 
wine-shop, shattered like a walnut-shelL 

AI the people within reach had suspended their business, or 
their idleness, to run to the sí)ot and drink the wine. The 
rough, irregular stones of the street, pointing every way, and 
designed, one might have thought, e premly to lame all 
Hving creatures that approached them, had dammed it into 
Httle pools; these were surrounded, each by its own jcctling 
grdup or crowd, according to its size. Some men kneeled 
down, made scoops of their two hands joined, and sipped^ 
or tried to help women, wiio bent over their shoulders, cosipcj 
before íhe wine had all run out between their fingers. Others, 
men and women, dipped in the puddles with little mugs of 
mutilated earthenware, or even with handkerchiefs from 
women's heads, which were squeezed dry into infants' mouths; 
others made small mud-embankments, to stem the wine as 
it ran; others, directed by lc ers-on up at high windows. 
darted tiere and thercy to cut off little streams of wine that 
startea away in new directions; others devoted themselves 
to the sodden and lee-dyed pieces of the cask, Hcking, and 
even champing the moister wine-rotted fragraents with eager 
relish. There was no drainage to carry off the wine^ and not 
only did ît all get taken up, but so much mud got taken up 
along with it, tíiat there might have been a sca venger in the 
stree , if anybody acquainted with it could have believed in 
such a miraculous presence. 

A shrill sound of laughter and of amused voices — voices of 
men, women, and children — resounded in the street while 
this wine game lasted. There was little roughness in tht? 
sportj and much playfulness- There was a special compan-
jonship in it, an observable incHnation on the part of every 
one to join some other one, which led, especially among the 
luckier or lighter-hearted, to frolicsome embraces, drinking of 
healths, shaking of hands, and even joining of hands and 
dancing, a dozen together. , When the wine was gone, and the 
places where it had been most abundant were raked into a 
gridiron-pattern by fingers, these demonstrations ceased, as 
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suddenly as they had broken out. The man who had leff: 
his saw sticking in the firewood he was cutting, set it in motion 
again; the v/oman who had left on a door-step the little pot 
of hot ashes, at which she had been trying to soften the pain in 
her cwn starved fingers and toes, or in those of her child, 
roturned to i t ; men with bare arms, matted locks, and cadav-
erous faces, who had emerged into the winter light from 
cellars, moved away, to descend again; and a gioom gathered 
on the scene that appeared more natural to it than sunshine. 

Tlie wine was red wine, and had stained the ground of the 
narrow street in the suburb of Saint Antoine,'^ in Paris, where 
.t was spiiied. I t had stained many hands, too, rnâ many 
faces, and many naked feet, and many wooden shoes. The 
hands of the man who sawed the wood, ieft red marks on the 
biiiets; and the forehead of the woman who nursed her baby, 
was stained with the stain of the oid rag she wound about her 
head again. Those who had been greedy witii the staves of 
tiie cask, had acquired a tigerish smear about the mouthj 
and one tall joker so besmirched, his head more out of a long 
squaiid bag of a nigiitcap tiian in it, scrawled upon a waU 
with his finger dipped in muddy wine-Iees —BLOOD. 

The time was to come, when that wine too wouid be spilled 
on the street-stones, and when the stain of it wouid be red 
upon many there. 

And now tliat the c oud settled on Saint Antoine, which a 
momentary gieam had driver "̂ ôm his sacred' countenance, 
the darkness of it was heavy — cold, dirt, sickness, ignorance, 
and want, were the íoras in waiting on the saintly presence — 
lobles of great power aii of them; but, most especially the. 
iRst. Samples of a people that had undergone a terrible 
grinding and regrinding in the miil, and certainiy not in the 
fabuious miil which ground old peopie young, shivered at 
evcry corner, passed in and out at every doorway, looked 
from every window, fiuttered in every vestige of a garment 
that the wind shook. The mill which had worked them 
down, was the mill that grinds young people oM; the chiIdreE 
had ancient faces and grave voices; and upon them, and upoc 
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tíie grown íaces, and pioughed into every furrow of age and 
coming up afresh^ was the sigh, Hunger. I t was prevaient 
everywhere. Hunger was pushed out of the tall houses, ii: 
the wretched ciothing that hung upon poies and lines; Hunp s. 
was patched into them with straw and rag and woed and 
paper, Runger w âs repeated in every fragment ci 'che smaii 
modicum of firewood that the man sawed off; Kunger stared 
down from tiie smokeiess chimneys, and staiúed up from the 
filthy street tliat had no offai, among its refuse, of anything 
to eatc Hunger was the inscription on the baker^s sheives, 
written in every smail loaf of his scanty stock of bad bread: 
at the sausage-shop, in every dead-dog preparation that was 
offered for sale. Hunger rattied its dry bones among the 
roasting chestnuts in the turned cylinder; Hunger was shred 
mto atoraies in every farthing porringer of husky chips of 
potato, fried wdth some reiuctant drops of oil. 

ts abiding piace was in aii things fitted to it. A narrow 
winding street^ fuii of oft̂ ence and stench^with other narrow 
winding streets diverging, ali peopied by rags and nightcaps, 
and ail smeiiing of rags and nightcaps, and ail visible things 
with a brooding iook upon them that iooked iil. In tiie 
hunted air of the people there was yet some wild-beastthought 
of tlie possibility of turning at bay. Depressed and siinking 
though the}^ were, eyes of fire were not wanting among them; 
oor compressed ips^ wliite whth what tiiey suppressed; nor 
íoreheads knilted into tiie likeness of the gallows-rope they 
mused about enduririg, or inflicting. Tiie trade signs (and 
they were almost as many as tiie sliops) were, ail, grim ilius-
trations of Want. The butcher and the pori^man painted up, 
oniy the leanest scrags of meat; the baker, the coarsest oí 
meagre loaves. The peopie rudely pictured as drinking in 
the wine-shopS;, croaked over their scanty measures of thin 
wine and beer, and were gloweringly confidential together. 
Nothing was represented in a flourishing condition, save 
toois and weapons; but, the cutler's knives and axes were 
sharp and bright, the smith's hammers were heavy, and the 
gunmaker's stoclí was murderous. The crippling stones oí 
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the pavement, with their many little reservoirs of mud and 
water, had no footways, but broke off abruptly at the doors. 
The kennel, to make amends, ran down the raiddle of the 
street — wlien it ran at all: which was oniy after heavy rains, 
and then it ran, by many eccentric fits, into the houses. 
Across the streets^ at wide intervals, one clumsy lamp was 
slung by a rope and puliey; at night, when tiie lamplighter 
had iet tliese down, and lighted, and hoisted tiiem again, 
a feebie grove of dim wicks swung in a sickiy manner over-
head, as if they were at sea- Indeed they were at sea, and 
the ship and crew were in peril of tempest. 

For, the time w âs to come, when the gaunt scarecrows of 
that region should have watclied the lamplighter, in their 
idleness and hunger, so iong, as to conceive the idea of im-
proving on his method, and hauhng up men by those ropes 
and pulieys, to flare upon the dariviiess of tlieir condition. 
But, the time was not come yet; and every wind that blew 
over France shooiv the rags of the scarecrows in vain, for the 
birds, fine of song and feather, took no warning. 

The wine-shop was a corner shop, better than most others 
in its appearance and degree, and the master of the wine-shop 
had stood outside it, in a yeliow waistcoat and green breeches^ 
looidng on at the struggle for the iost wine. ' 'lt^s not my 
affair,̂ ^ said he, witii a final shrug of the shoulders. *^The 
people from the market did it. Let them bring another.^' 

There, his eyes happening to catch the tail joker writing 
up his jolve, he calied to him across the way: 

^^Say, then, my Gaspard, what do you do there?^^ 
The feiiow pointed to his joke with immense signifieance, 

as is often the way with his tribe. I t missed its mark, and 
compietely faiied, as is often the way with his tribe too. 

^^What now? Are you a subject for the mad hospital? ' 
said the wine-shop lceeper, crossing the road, and obliterating 
the jest with a handful of mud, picked up for the purpose 
and smeared over it. ^^Why do you write in the public 
streets ? Is tliere — tell me thou — is there no other place 
to write such words in?'^ 
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In his expostulatîon he dropped his cleaner hand (perhapa 
accidentally, perhaps not) upon the joker's heart. The joker 
rapped it with his own, took a nimble spring upward, and 
came down in a fantastic dancing attitude, with one of his 
stained shoes jerked off his foot into his hand, and held out. 
A joker of an extremely, not to say wolfishly practical char-
icter, he looked, under those circumstances. 

^¥vt it on, put it on,'' said the other. ^^Call wine, wine; 
ttnd íi/iish there." With that advice, he wiped his soiled 
hand upon the joker's dress, such as it was — quite dehber-
ately, as having dirtied the hand on his account; and then 
iTb̂ îrossed the road and entered the wine-shop. 

This wine-shop keeper was a bull-necked, martial-looking 
man of thirty, and he should have been of a hot temperament, 
for, although it was a bitter day, he wore no coat, but carried 
one slung over his shoulder. His shirt-sleeves were rolled 
up, too, and his brown arrc'^ were bare to the elbows. Neither 
did he wear anything more on his head than his own crisply-
curling short dark hair. He was a dark man altogether, 
with good eyes and a good bold breadth between them-
Good-humoured looking on the whole, but implacable-look-
ing, too; evidently a man of a strong resolution and a set 
purpose; a man not desirable to be met, rushing down a 
narrow pass with a gulf on either side, for nothing would turn 
the man. 

Madame Defarge, his wife, sat în the shop behînd the counter 
as ^e came in. Madame Defarge was a stout woman of about 
his own age, with a watchful eye that seldom seeired to look 
at anything, a large hand heavily ringed, a steady face, 
strong fea. :res, and great composure of manner. There was 
a character about Madame Defarge, from which one might 
hav3 nredicted that she did not often make mistakes against 
herseif in any of the reckonings over which she presided. 
Madame Defarge being sensitive to cold, was wrapped in fur, 
and had a quantity of bright shawl twined about her head, 
though not to the concealment of her large ear-rings. Her 
knitting was before her, but she had laid it down to pick 
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her teeth with a toothpick. Thus engaged, with her right 
elbow supported by her left hand, Madame Defarge sa^d 
nothing when her lord came in, but coughed just one grain 
of cough. This, in combination with the lifting of her darkly 
defined eyebrows over her toothpick by the breadth of a line, 
suggested to her husband that he wouid do well to look 
rouncl the shop among the customers, for any new customer 
who had dropped in while he stepped over the way. 

The wine-shop keeper accordingly rolled his eyes about, 
until they rested upon an elderiy gentleman and a young lady, 
who were seated in a corner. Other corapany were there: 
two playing cards, two piaying dominoes, three standing 
by the counter lengthening out a short supply of wine. As 
he passed behind the counter, he took notice that the elderly 
gentieman said in alook to the young lady, ' 'This is our 
raan.^' 

'^What the devil '̂ o you do in that galiey there?'^ said 
Monsieur Defarge tc nimself; *̂I don^t know you.'^ 

But, he feigned not to notice the two strangers, and fell 
into discourse with the triumvirate of customers who were 
drinking at the counter. 

^^How goes it, Jacques?'* said one of these tliree to Mon-
sieur Defarge. ^^Is all the spiit wine swaliowed?^^ 

^^Every drop, Jacques / '^ answered Monsieur Defarge. 
When this intercliange of Christian narae was effected, 

Madame Defarge, picking her teeth with her toothpick^ 
coughed another grain of cough, and raised her eyebrows 
by the breadth of another line. 

" I t is not often,'' said the second of the three, addressing 
láonsieur Defarge, ^Hhat many of these miserable beasts 
know the taste of wine, or of anything but black bread and 
death. Is it not so, Jacques?" 

^'lt is so, Jacques," Monsieur Defarge returned. 
At tiiis second interchange of the Christian name, Madame 

Defarge, stiil using her toothpick with profound composure, 
coughed another grain of cough, and raised her eyebrows 
by the breadth of another line. 
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The last of the three now saîd his say, as he put down hiã 
tîmpty drinking vessel and smacked his hps. 

^'Ah! So much the worse ! A bitter taste it is that such 
poor cattle aiways iiave in their mouths, and hard lives they 
live, Jacques. Am I right, Jacques? ' ' 

^'You are right, Jacques,' ' was the response of Monsieur 
Defarge. 

This third interchange of the Christian name was com-
pieted at the moment when Madame Defarge put her tooth-
p ck by, kept her eyebrows up. and slightly rustied in her seat 

^^Hoid then! Truel^' muttered her husband. ^'Gentie-
men — my wife !" 

The tîiree customers puiled off their hats to Madame De-
farge, with three flourislies. She acknowiedged tiieir homage 
by bending her head, and giving tiiem a quick look. Then 
she gianced in a casual manner round the wine-shop, took up 
her knitting witli great apparent caimness and repose of spirit, 
and became absorbed in it. 

^^Gentiemen,^' said her husband, who had kept hîs bright 
eye observantly upon her, '^good day. The ciiamber, fur-
nished bacheior-fashion, hat you wished to see, and were 
inquiring for when stepped out, is on the fifth floor. The 
doorway of the staircase gives on the iittie courtyard close 
to the left here/^ pointing witli liis hand, '^ near to the window 
of ray estal3Íishment. But, now that I remember, one of 5̂ ou 
has aiready been there and can siiow tlie way. Gentiemen, 
adieu!' ' 

They pa.d for their wine, and ieft the piace. The eyes of 
Monsieur Defarge were studying iiis wife at her Imitting when 
the eideriy gentieman advanced from iiis corner, and begged 
the favour of a word. 

^'Wiiiingiy, sir,^' said Monsieur Defarge, andquietiy stepped 
with him to tiie door. 

Their conference was very short, 6ut very decided. Al-
most at the first word, Monsieur Defarge started and became 
deepiy attentive. I t had not lasted a minute, when hc 
nodded and w^ent out. The gentieman then beckoned to the 
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ycung lady, and they, too, w^ent out. Madame Defarge 
knitted with nimble fingers and steady e^^ebrows, and saw 
nothing. 

Mr. Jarvis Lorry and Miss Manette, emerging from the 
wine-shop thus, joined Monsieur Defarge in the doorway 
to which he had directed his own company just before. It 
opened from a stinking littie black courtyard, and was the 
general public entrance to a great piie of houses, inhabited 
by a great number of people. In the gioomy tiie-paved 
entry to the gloomy tile-paved staircase, Monsieur Defarge 
bent down on one knee to the child of his old master, and put 
her hand to his lips. I t was a gentle action, but not at ail 
gently done; a very remarkable transformation iiad come 
over him in a few seconds. He had no good-humour in his 
face, nor any openness of aspect ieft, but had become a secret, 
angry, dangerous man. 

^^lt îs very high; it is a little difficuit. Better to begin 
slowly.'* Thus, Monsieur Defarge, in a stern voice, to Mr> 
Lorry, as they began ascending the stairs. 

^^Is he alone?^^ the latter whispered. 
"Alone! God help him, who should be with him!*' said 

the other, in the same low voice. 
^^Is he always aione, then?^' 
'^Yes.;' 
^'Of his own desire?'^ 
'^Of his own necessity. As he was, w^hen I first saw him 

after they found me and demanded to know if I would take 
him, and, a.t my peril be discreet — as he was theD. *?o he is 
now.'^ 

" H e is greatly changed?** 
"Changed!^' 
The keeper of the wine-shop stopped to strike the waU with 

hîs hand^ and mutter a tremendous curse. No direct answer 
could have been haif so forcibie. Mr. Lorry's spirits grew 
heavier and heavier, as he and his two companions ascended 
higher and higher. 

Such a staircase, with its accessories, in the older and rnore 



A TALE OF rWO CITIES 

crowded parts of Paris, would be bad enough now; but, ali 
that time, it was vile indeed to unaccustomed and unhardened 
senses. Every little habitation within the great foul nest of 
one iiigh building — that is to say, the room or rooms within 
every door that opened on the general staircase — ieft its 
own heap of refuse on its own landing, besides flinging other 
refuse from its own windows. The uncontrollable and hope-
less mass of decomposition so engendered, would have pol-
luted the air, even if poverty and deprivation had not loadeC 
it with their intangibie impurities; the two bad sources com 
bined made italmost insuppcr'able. Through such an at 
mosphere, by a steep dark shaít of dirt and poison, the wa}/ 
lay. Yielding to his own disturbance of mind, and to hi 
young companion^s agitation, which became greater every 
iiistant, Mr. Jarvis Lorry twice stopped to rest. Each oi 
these stoppages was made at a doleful grating, by which any 
languishing good airs that were left uncorrupted, seemed to 
escape, and all spoilt and sickiy vapours seemed to crawl in. 
Througli the rusted bars, tastes, rather than ghmpses, were 
caught of the jumbled neighbourhood; and nothing within 
range, nearer or lower than the summits of the two great 
towers of Notre-Dame, had any promise on it of healthy life or 
wholesome aspirations. 

At last, the top of the staîrcase was gaîned, and they 
stopped fcr the third time. There was yet a upper stair-
case, of a steeper inclination and of contracted dimensions, 
to be ascended, before the garret story was reached. The 
íceeper of the wine-shop, always going a little in advance, and 
Å ways going on the side which Mr. Lorry took, as though he 
dreaded to be aslæd any question by the young lady, turned 
himself about here, and, carefully feeling in the pockets of 
the coat he carried over his shoulder, took out a key. 

"The door is locked then, my friend?" said Mr̂  Lorry, 
gurprised. 

^̂  Ay. Yes,*' was the grîm reply of Monsîeur Defarge. 
^'You think it necessary to keep the unfortunate gentlemaii 

w retired?*^ 
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"' I think ît necessary to turn the key." Monsieur Defarge 
whispered it closer in his ear, and frowned heavily. 

*^Whv?^' 
"Why! Because he has Hved so long, locked up, that he 

would be frightened — rave — tear himself to pieces — die — 
come to I know jQot what harm — if his door was left open." 

'^ls it possible!'' exclaimed Mr. Lorry. 
" Is it possible!" repeated Defarge, bitterly f es. And 

a beautiful world we Hve in, when it is possible, and when 
many other such things.are possible, and not only possible, 
but done — done, see you! — under that sky there, every 
day* Long live the Devil. Let us go on." 

This dialogue had been held in so very low a whisper, that 
not a word of it had reached the young lady's ears. But, 
oy this time she trembled under such strong emotion, and her 
face expressed such deep anxiety, and, above all, such dread 
and terror, that Mr. Lorry felt it incumbent on him to speak 
a word or two of reassurance. 

^^Courage, dear miss! Courage 1 Business! The worst wiU 
be over in a moment; it is but passing the room-door, and 
CÍie worst ís over. " '̂"en, all the good you bring to him, all the 
relief, all the happiness you bring to him, begin. Let our 
good friend here, assist you on that side. That's well, friend 
Defarge. Come, now. Business, business!" 

They went up slowly and softly. The staîrcase was short, 
and they were soon at the top. There, as it had an abrupt 
fcurh in it, they came all at once in sight of three men, whose 
heads were bent down close .̂,ogether at the side of a door, and 
who were intently looking into the room to which the door 
be onged, through some chinks or holes in the waîl. On hear-
ing footsteps close at hand, these three turned, and rose, and 
showed themselves to be the three of one name whc had been 
drinking in the wine-shop. 

*̂ I forgot them in the surprîse of your visw/* explained 
Monsieur Defarge. "Leave us, good boys; we have business 
here." 

The three gHded hy^ and went silently down 
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There appearing to be no other door on that flocî, and the 
keeper of the wine-shop going straight to this one when thej 
were left alone, Mr. liorry asked him in a whisper, with â 
Httle anger: 

"Do you make a show of Monsieur Manette?" 
" I show him, in the way you have seen, to a chosen 

few.̂ ^ 
"Is that weU?" 
^^/ thinki t isweU." 
"Who are the few? How do you choose them?" 
" I choose them as real men, of my name — Jacques îs my 

name — to whom the sight is likely to do good. Enough; 
you are English; that is another thing. Stay there, if you 
please, a little moment." 

With an admonitory gesture to keep them back, he stooped, 
and looked in through the crevice in the wall. Soon raising 
his head again, he struck twice or thrice upon the door — 
evidently with no other object than to make a noise there. 
With the same intention, he drew the key across it, three or 
four times, before he put it clumsily into the lock, and turned 
It as heavily as he could. 

The door slowly opened inward under hîs hand, and he 
îooked into the room and said something. A faint voice 
answered something. Little more than a single syllable could 
have been spoken on either side. 

He looked back over his shoulder, and beckoned them to 
enter. Mr. Lorry got his arm securely round the daughter's 
waist, and he d her; for he felt that she was sinking. 
: " A — a — a — business, business! '* he urged, wîth a 
moisture that was not of business shîning on his cheek. 
" Come in, come in !" 

" I am afraid of it," she answered, shudderîng. 
"Of i t ? What?^' 
" I mean of him. Of my father.** 
Rendered in a manner desperate, by her state and by the 

beckoning of their conductor, he drew over hi^ neck the arm 
that ^hook upon his shoulder, lifted her a little, and hurried 
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her ínto the room. He sat her down just withîn the door^ 
and held her, clinging to him. 

Defarge drew out the key, closed the door, locked it on the 
îjside, took out the key again, and heid it in his iiand. AII 
this he did, methodicaily, and with as loud and harsh an ac-
companiment of noise as he could make. Finaily, he waiked 
across the room with a measured tread to where the window 
was. He stopped there, and faced round. 

The garret, buiit to be a depository for firewood and the 
Hke, was dim and daric: for, the window of dormer shape, 
was in trutli a door in the roof, with a littie crane over it for 
the hoisting up of stores from the street: unglazed, and ciosing 
up the middle in two pieces, iike any otiier door o^ French 
construction. To exclude tiie coid, one half of this door was 
fast closed, and the other was opened but a very littie w^ay. 
Such a scanty portion of ligiit was admitted tlirough these 
means, that it was difficuit, on first coming in, to see anything: 
and long habit alone couid ha^'e siowiy formed in any one, 
the ability to do any work requiring nicety in sucli obscurity. 
Yet, work of that kind was bemg done in the garret; for, 
with his back towards the door, and his face towards the 
V indow where the keeper of the wine-shop stood looking at 
him, a white-haired man sat on a low bencli, stooping forward 
and very busy, making shoes. 

CHAPTER VI 

T H E SHOEMAKER 

'^GOOD day !'^ sa d Monsieur Defarge, looking down at the 
white head tiiat bent low over the shoemaidng. 

I t was raised for a moment, and a very faint voice responded 
the saiutation, as if it were at a distance: 
'^Goodday!^^ 
'̂  You are still hard at work, I see? '̂ 
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After a long silence, the head was lifted for another moment^ 
and the voice replied, "Yes — I am working.'' This time 
a pair of haggard eyes had looked at the questioner, befor̂ ^ 
the face had dropped again. 

The faintness of the voice was pitiable and dreadfuL li 
was not the faintness of physical weakness, though confine 
ment and hard fare no doubt had their part in it. Its deplor 
able peculiarity was, that it was the faintness c:: solitude and 
disuse. It was like the last feeble echo of a sound made 
iong and long ago. So entirely had it lost the life and reso« 
nance of the human voice, that it affected the senses like s 
once beautiful colour faded away into a poor weak stain 
So sunken and suppressed it was, that it was like a voice 
underground. So expressîve it was, of a hopeless and lost 
creature, that a famished traveller, wearied out by lonely 
wandering in a wilderness, wouid have remembered home and 
friends in such a tone before lying down to die. 

Some minutes of silent work had passed: and the haggard 
eyes had looked up again: not with any interest or curiosity, 
but with a duîl mechanical perception, beforehand, that the 
spot where the only visitor they w êre aware of had stood, was 
not yet empty. 

^̂ I want,^^ J'^Âd Defarge, who had not removed his ga,5.e 
frora. the shoemaker, " to let n a little more Hght here. You 
can bear a Httle more?' ' 

The shoemaker stopped hîs work; looked with a. vacant air 
of listening, at the floor on one side of him; then similarly^ 
at the floor on the other side of him; then, upward P^ (he 
speaker. 

"What did you say?*' 
"You can bear a little more light?'* 
" I must bear it,'if you let it in." (Layîng the paiest 

shadôw of a stress upon the second word.) 
The opened half-door was opened a little further, and 

secured at that angle for the time. A broad ray of Hght feU 
Into the garret, and showed the workman with an unfinîshed 
ghoe upon his lap^ pausing. in his labour. His few common 
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fcools and various scraps of îeather were a t his feet and on his 
bench. He had a white beard, raggedly cut, but not very 
îong, a hoilow face, and exceedingiy bright eyes. The hol* 
îowness and thînness of his face would have caused them to 
lool<: large, under his yet dark eyebrows and his confused 
white hair, though they had been really otherwise; but, they 
were naturally large, and looked unnaturally so. His yellow 
rags of shirt lay open at the throat, and showed his body to 
be withered and worn. He, and his old canvas frock, and his 
loose stockings, and all his poor tatters of clothes, had, in a 
îong seclusion from direct iight an"! air, faded down to such 
a duli uniformity of parchment-yehow, that it would have 
been hard to say which was which. 

He had put up a hand between his eyes and tlie lîght, and 
the very bones of it seerned transparent. So he sat, with a 
steadfastly vacant gaze, pausing in his work- He never 
looked at the figure before him, without first looking down on 
this side of himself, then on that, as if he had lost the habit of 
associating place with sound; he never spoke, without first 
wandering in this manner, and forgetting to speak. 

'̂ Are you going to finish that pair of shoes to-day ?'^ asked 
Defarge, motioning to Mr. LoiTy to come forward. 

^^What d idyou say?/ ' 
"Do you mean to finish that pair of shoes to-day ?'* 
*' I can^t say that I mean to. I suppose so. I don^t know* 
But, the question reminded him of his work, and he bent 

over it again. 
Mr. Lorry came silently forward, leaving the daughter by 

the door. When he had stood, for a minute or two. by the 
side of Defarge, the shoemaker looked up. He showed no 
surprise at seeing another figure, but the unsteady fingers of 
one of his hands strayed to his hps as he looked at it (his lips 
and his nails were of the same pale lead-colour), and then the 
hand dropped to his work, and he once more bent over the 
shoe. Tlie look and the action had occupied. but an instant 

^^You have a visitor, you see,'' said Mons eur Defarge. 
^^What did you say?'^ 

^i 
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*'Here is a vîsitor." 
The shoemaker looked up as before, but without removing & 

hand from his work. 
"Come!" said Defarge. "Here îs monsieur, who knows 

a well-made shoe when he sees one. Show him that shoe 
you are working at. Take it, monsieur." 

Mr. Lorry took it in his hand. 
'̂T©U monsieur what kind of shoe ît is, and the maker'g 

name." 
There was a longer pause than usual, before the shoemaker 

repHed: 
'^ I forget what it was you asked me. What did you say ? '̂  
^̂ I said, couldn't you describe the kind of shoe, for mon-

sieur's information?^' 
*^It is a lady^s shoe. It îs a young lady's walking-shoe. 

I t is in the present mode. I never saw the mode. I have 
had a pattern in my hand." He glanced at the shoe with 
some Httle passing touch of pride. 

^^And the maker^s name?" said Defarge. 
Now that he had no work to hold, he laid the knuckles of 

the right hand in the hoUow of the left, and then the knuckles 
of the left hand in the hollow of the right, and then passed ?̂  
hand across his bearded chin, and so on in regular changes, 
without a moment's intermission. The task of recalHng him 
írora the vagrancy into which he always sank when he had 
spoken, was like recalling some very weak person from a 
swoon, or endeavouring, in the hope of some disclosure, to; 
stay the spirit of a fast-dying man. 

^^Did you ask me for my name?" 
"Assuredly I did." 
"One Hundred and Five, North Tower.*' 
*'Isthat aU?^' 
"One Hundred and Five, North Tower.^' 
With a weary sound that was not a sigh, nor a groan, he 

bent to work again, until the silence was again broken. 
'^You are not a shoemaker by t rade?" said Mr. Lorry 

looking steadfastly a t him. 
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fíis haggard eyes turned to Defarge as if he would have 
transferred the question to him: but as no help came from 
that quarter, they turned back on the questioner when they 
had sought the ground. 

^'I am not a shoeraaker by trade? No, I was not a shoe-̂  
maker by trade. I — I learnt it here. I taught my^self. I 
asked leave to " 

He lapsed away, even for minutes, ringing those measured 
changes on his hands the whoie time. His eyes came slowiy 
back, at iast, to tlie face from w^hich they had wandered ^ 
whe^ they rested on it, he started, and resuraed, in the man-
ner of a sleeper that moment awaice, reverting to a subject 
of last nigiit. 

' ' I asked leave to teach myself, and I got it with much 
difficulty after a long whiie, and I have made shoes ever 
since.^' 

As he heid out his hand for the shoe that had been taivcn 
from him, Mr. Lorry said, stili looking steadfastly in his face; 

''Monsieur Manette, do you remember nothing of me? ' ' 
The shoe dropped to the ground, and he sat looking fixedly 

at the questioner. 
''Monsieur Manette; ' ' Mr, Lorry iaid his hand upon De-

farge's arm ; '̂ do you remember notliing of this man ? Look 
at him. Look at me. Is there no oid banker, no old busi-
ness, no old servant, no oid time, rising in your mind, Mon-
sieur Manette?' ' 

As the capti^^e of many year^j sat iooking fixedly, by turnS; 
at Mr. Lorry and at Defarge, some îong obhterated marks of 
an actively intent intelhgence in tiie middle of the forehead, 
graduaiiy forced themselves through the black mist that had 
faiien on him. They were overclouded again, they werc 
fainter, tliey were gone; but they had been tiiere. And so 
exactiy was the expression repeated on tiie fair young face ol 
her who had crept along the wall to a point where she couici 
see him, and where she now stood iooking at him, with hand^ 
which at first had been only raised in frigiitened compassion 
if not even to keep him oft and shut out the sight of hira, bu* 
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which were now extending towards him, trembling with 
eagerness to lay the spectral face upon her warm young 
breast, and love it back to life and hope — so exactiy was 
the expression repeated (tliough in stronger characters) on 
her fair young face, that it looked as though it had passed 
lilve a moving light, from him to her. 

Darkness had fallen on him in its place. He looked at the 
two, less and less attentively, and his eyes in gioomy abstrac-
tion sought the ground and iooked about him in the old way. 
Finally, with a deep long sigh, he took the shoe up, and re-
sumed his work. 

'*Have you recognised him, monsieur?' ' asked Defarge m 
a v/hisper. 

^̂  Yes; for a moment. At first I thought it quite hopeless, 
but I Iiave unquestionably seen, for a single moment, the 
face that I once knew so well. Husli! Let us draw further 
back. Hush!" 

She had moved frora the wall of the garret, very near to the 
bench on which he sat. There was sometliing awful in his 
unconsciousness of the figure that couid have put out its 
hand and touched him as he stooped over his labour. 

Not a word was spoken, not a sound was made. She 
stood, hlce a spirit, beside him, and he bent over his work. 

I t happened, at iengtii, that he had occasion to change the 
instrument in his hand, for his shoeraaker's knife. It iay 
on tîiat side of hira whicli was not tlie side on which she stood. 
He had taken it up, and was stooping to work again, when 
his eyes caught the sldrt of her dress. He raised tliem, and 
saw her face. The two spectators started forward, but she 
stayed thera with a motion of her hand. She had no fear of 
ĥ .s striking at her with the knife, though they had. 

He stared at lier with a fearful iook, and after a while his 
lips began to form some words, though no sound proceeded 
frora them. By degrees, in the pauses of his quick and la-
boured breathing, he was heard to say: 

•^What is this?^' 
With the tears streaming down her face, she put hsr two 
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nands to her Hps, and kissed them to him; then clasped them 
on her breast, as if she laid his ruined head there. 

' 'You are not the gaoler^s daugliter?^' 
She sighed '^No.'^ 
'Who are you?'^ 

Not yet trusting the tones of her voice, she sat down on the 
iQencli beside îiim. He recoiled, but she iaid her hand upon 
his arm. A strange thriil struck him when she did so, and 
visiljiy passed over his frame; he laid the knife down softly, 
as he sat staring at her. 

Her goiden hair, which she wore in long curls, had been 
hurriedly pushed aside. and fell down over her neck. Ad-
vancing his hand by little and littie, he toolc it up and looked 
at it. In the midst of the action he went astray, and, with 
another deep sigh, feil to work at his shoemaking. 

But not for iong. Reieasing his arm, she laid her hand upon 
his shoulder. x\fter looking doubtfuliy at it, two or three 
timeS; as if to be sure that it was really there, he laid down his 
work, put his hana to his neck, and tooi<: off a blackened 
string with a scrap of folded rag attached to it. He opened 
this, carefuiiy, on his knee, and it contained a very little 
quantity of hair: not more than one or two long golden hairs, 
which he had, in some old day, wound off upon his finger. 

He took her hair into his hand again, and looked closely at 
it. ^' It Í3 the same. How can it be! When was i t ! How 
was it ! '̂ 

As the concentrated expression returned to his forehead, he 
leeraed to become conscious that it was in hers too- He turned 
ier full to the light, and looked at her, 

^' She had laid her head upon my shoulder, that night when 
I was suramoned out — she had a fear of my going, though I 
had none — and when I was brought to the North Tower 
they found these upon my sleeve. ^ You will leave me them ? 
They can never help me to escape in the body, though they 
may in the spirit-' Those were the words I said. I remember 
them very well.^' 

He formed this speech with his lips many times before he 
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3ould utter it. But when he did find spoken words for % 
they came to him coherently, though slowîy. 

"How was this? — Was it you?'' 
Once more, the two spectators started, as he turned upon 

her with a frightful suddenness. But she sat perfectly stiU 
in his grasp, and only said, in a low voice, " I entreat you, 
good gentlemen, do not come near us, do not speak, do not 
move!" 

^^Harkî^' he exclaimed. "Whose voice was t h a t ' " 
His hands released her as he uttered this cry, and went up 

to his white hair, which they tore in a ::renzy. It died out, 
as everything but his shoemaking did die out of him, and he 
refolded his little packet and tried to secure it in his breast; 
but he still looked at her, and gloomily shook his head. 

"No, no, no; you are too young, too blooming. It can't 
be. See what the prisoner is. These are not the hands she 
knew, this is not the face she knew, this is not a voice she ever 
heard. No, no. She was — and He was — befor3 the slow 
years of the North Tower — ages ago. What is your name, 
my gentle angel?^' 

Hailing his softened tone and manner, his daughter fell 
upon her knees before him, with her appealing hands upon his 
breast. 

^^0, sir, at another time you shall know my name, and who 
my mother was, and who my father, and how I never knew 
their hard, hard history. But I cannot tell you at this time, 
and I cannot teU you here. AII that I may tell you, here 
and now,-is, that I pray to you to touch me and to bless me. 
Kiss me, kiss mé! O my dear, my dear!^' 

His cold white head mingled with her radiant hair, which 
warmed and lighted it as though it were the light of Freedom 
shining on him. 

" If you hear in my voice — I don't know that it is so, but I 
hope it is — if you hear in my voice any resemblance to a 
voice that once was sweet music in your ears, weep for it, 
weep for i t! If you touch, in touching my hair, anything 
that recalls a beloved head that lay on your breast when you 
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.vere young and free, weep for it, weep for i t ! If, when I 
hint to you of a Home that is before us, where I will be true 
to you with ali my duty and with ail my faithful service, I 
bring back the remerabrance of a Home ong desolate, while 
your poor heart pined away, weep for it, weep for it V^ 

She hê "̂ . him closer round the neck, and rocked hira on 
her breast like a child-

^'lf, when I teh you, dearest dear, that your agony îs over, 
and tliat 1 have come here to take you frora it, and that we go 
to Engiand to be at peace and at rest, I cause you to think of 
your usefui life laid waste, and of our native France so wicked 
to you, v/eep for it, weep for i t ! And if, when I shail teli you 
of my name, and of ray father who is liying, and of ray mother 
who is dead, you learn that I have to kneel to my honoured 
father, and implore his pardon for having never for his sake 
striven al' day and lain awake and wept ali night, because 
the love ot my poor inother hid his torture frora me, weep for 
it, weep for i t ! Weep for her, then, and for me! Good 
gentiemen, thank God ! I feei his sacred tears upon mj^ face, 
and h s sobs strike against mŷ  heart. O, see! Thank God 
for us, thank God!^^ 

He had sunk in her arms, and his face dropped or lier 
breast: a sight so touciiing, yet so terrible in the tremendous 
VvTong and suffering which had gone before it, that the two 
behoiders covered their faces-

AVhen the quiet of the garret had been long undisturbed, 
and his heaving breast and shaken form had long yielded to 
the calra that must follow all storms — embiem to humanity, 
of the rest and silence into which the storm caiied Life must 
husli at last — they came forward to raise the father and 
daaghter from the ground. He had gradually Iropped to 
the floor, and lay there in a lethargy, worri out. She had 
nestied down with him, that liis head might lie upon her 
arm; and her hair drooping over him curtained him from the 
iight-

*'If, without disturbing him,'^ she said, raising her hand 
to Mr. Lorry as he stooped over thera, after repeated blowings 
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of his nose, " all could be arranged for our leavîng Parîs at once, 
so that, from the very door, he could be taken away '' 

^'But, consider. Is he fit for the journey?'' asked Mr. 
Lorry. 

^^More fit for that, I think, than to remain in this city, so 
dreadful to hira.'' 

*^It is true,' ' said Defarge, who was kneeling to look on 
and hear. ^^More than that; Monsieur Manette is, for aU 
reasons, best out of France. Say, shall I hire a carriage and 
post-horses?*' 

'^That's business,'' saîd Mr. Lorry, resuraîng on the 
shortest notice his methodicaî manners; "and if business m 
to be done, I had better do it.̂ ^ 

^'Then be so kind,'' urged Miss Manette, "as to leave ug 
here. You see how composed he has become, and you cannot 
be afraid to leave him witii me now. Why should you be? 
If you wiil lock the door to secure us from interruption 
I do not doubt that you will find him, when you come 
back, as quiet as you ieave him. In any case, I wiil take 
care of him until you return, and then we wiU remove him 
straight.^* 

Both Mr. Lorry and Defarge were rather disincHned to thie 
course, and in favour of one of them remaining. But, as 
there were not only carriage and horses to be seen to, but 
traveiiing papers; and as time pressed, for tlie day was draw-
ing to an end, it came at last to their hastily divicHng the 
business that was necessary to be done, and hurrying away 
to do it. , 

Tiien, as the darkness closed in, the daughter íaid her head 
down on the hard ground close at the father's side, and 
watched hîm. The darkness deepened and deepened, and 
they both lay quiet, untii a Hght gleamed through the chinks 
in the wall. 

Mr. Lorry and Monsieur Defarge had made all ready for 
the journey, and had brought with them, besides traveîling 
eloaks and wrappers, bread and meat, wine, and hot coffee. 
Monsieur Defarge put this provender, and the lamp he carried, 



A TALE OF TWO CITIES Ôl 

on the shoemaker's bench (there was notliing else in the garret 
but a pallet bed), and he and Mr. Lorry roused the captive, 
and assisted him to his feet. 

No human intelligence could have read the mysterîes of 
his mind, in the scared blank wonder of his face. Whether 
he knew w^hat had happened, w^hether herecollectedwhat they 
had said to him, whether he knew that he was free. were 
questions which no sagacity could have soived. Tiiey tried 
speaking to him; but, he v\̂ as so confused, and so very siow 
to answer, tliat they took fright at liis bewilderment, and 
igî*eed for the time to tamper with him no morc He had a 
v\'ild, lost manner of occasionahy ciasping his head in his 
hands, that had not been seen in iiim before; y^t, he had sorae 
pleasure in the mere sound of his daughter's voicCj and in-
variably turned to it when she spoke-

In the sul^raissive way of one long accustoraed to obey under 
coercion, he ate and drank \^'Iiat they gave hira to eat í.nd 
drink, and put on the cloalc and other wrappings, that they 
gave him to wear, He readíiy responded to his daugliter's 
drawing her arra througli hís, and took — and kept — her hand 
ai both his own. 

They began to descend; Monsieur Defarge going first WTth 
the larap, Mr. Lorry closing the httle procession They had 
not traversed raany^ steps o^ tiie iong main staircase when he 
stopped, and stared at the roof and round at the w^alls 

"You reraeraber the place, my father? You remember 
coming up here?^' 

^^Wliatdidyousay?'^ 
But, before she could repeat the question. he murmured an 

answer as if she had repeated it. 
"Reraeraber? No, I don't reraeraber í t was so very 

long ago.'' 
That he had no recollection whatever of his having beei 

brought from his prison to that house, was apparent to them. 
They heard hira rautter, ' 'One Hundred and FivCj Nortb 
Cower," and when he looked about him, it evider:tly was fof 
ciie strong fortress-walls which had long encompassed him 
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On their reachmg the courtyard he instinctively altered hi> 
tread, as being in expectation of a drawbr dge; and when 
there was no drawbridge, and he saw the carriage waiting in 
the open street, he dropped his daughter's hand and clasped 
his head again. 

No crowd was about the door; no people were discernible 
at any of the raany windows; not even a ciiance passer-by 
was in the street. An unnaturai siience and desertion reigned 
there. Oniy one soul was to be seen, and that was Madame 
Defarge — who leaned against tiie door-post, knitting, and 
saw notliing. 

The prisoner had got into a coach, and his daughter had 
foilowed iiim, when Mr. Lorry's feet were arrested on the step 
by his asking, miserably, for iiis shoemaicing tools and the 
unfinished slioes. Madame Defarge immediately called to 
her husband that she wouid get tiiem., and wont, icnitting, 
out of the iampîight, tiirough the courtyard. Slie quickiy 
brougiit thera down and handed tliem in; —and immediateiy 
afterwards leaned against the door-post, knitting, and saw 
nothing-

Defarge got upon tlie box, and gave tlie word "To the 
Barrier !̂ ^ The postilion craclved his whip, and they clattered 
away under tîie feeble over-swi iging lamps. 

Under the over-swinging iamps — swinging ê êr brighter 
în the better streets, and ever chxmier in the w^orse — and 
by iighted siiops, gay crowds, illurninated coffee-iiouses, and 
tîieatre-doors, to one of the city gates. Soidiers with iantern."-í, 
at the guard-house there. '̂  Your papers, traveilers V^ ^^See 
here then, Monsieur the Officer," said Defarge, getting down, 
and taidng him gravely apart, ^Hhese are the papers of mon-
sieur inside, with the white head. They were consîgned to 
me, with him, at tlie ^' He dropped his voice, there was 
a flutter among the miiitary lanterns, and one of tiiem being 
handed into the coach by an arm in uniform, tiie eyes con-
nected with the arm looked, not an every day or an every 
night loolc, at monsieur with the white head. ^^ît is welL 
Forward^'^ from the uniform* '^Adisu!'' from Defarge 
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And so, under a short grove of feebler and feebler over-
swinging lamps, out under the great grove of stars. 

Beneath that arch of unmoved and eternal lights; some^ 
so remote from this little earth that the learned tell us it is 
Joubtful whether their rays have even yet discovered it, as a 
coint in space where anything is suffered or done \ the shad-
•̂ ws of the nigiit were broad and black. All through the cold 
md restless interval, until dawn, they once more whispered 
m the ears of Mr. Jarvis Lorry — sitting opposite the buried 
man who had been dug out, and wondering what subtle powers 
were for ever iost to hira, and what were capable of restora-
tion — the oid inquiry: 

*̂ I hope you care to be recalled to Hfe?^' 
And the old answer \ 
'M can't say/ 

THS BND OF THE FUUT »0OK 



BOOK THE SECOND 

THE GOLDEN THREAD 

CHAPTER I 
PIVE YEARS LATER 

TELLSON'S Bank by Temple Bar° was an old-fashioned 
place, even in the year one thousand seven hundred and 
eighty. I t was very small, very daric, very ugly, very in-
commodious. I t was an old-fashioned place, moreover, in 
the moral attribute that the partners in the House were 
proud of its smaliness, proud of its darkness, proud of its 
ugliness, proud of its incommodiousness. They were even 
boastful of its eminence in those particulars, and were fired 
by an express conviction that, if it were less objectionable, it 
would be less respectable. This was no passive beiief, but an 
active weapon which they flashed at more convenient places 
of business. Tellson's (they said) wanted no elbow-room, 
Tellson's wanted no light, Tcllson's wanted no embellish-
ment. Noakes and Co.'s might, or Snoolvs Brotiiers' might; 
but Tellson's, thanlc Heaven! 

Any one cf these partners wou d have disinherited his son 
on the question of rebuiiding Teilson's. In this respect the 
House was much on a par with the country; which did very 
often disinherit its sons for suggesting improvements in laws 
and customs that had long been highly objectionable, but 
were only the more respectable. 

Thus it had come to pass, that Tellson's was the trium-
phant perfection of inconvenience. After bursting open a 

54 
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door of idîotic obstinacy with a weak rattle in its throat, you 
feli into Tellson^s dowiî two steps, and came to your senses in 
a miserable littie shop, with two lî'tle counters, where the 
oidest of men made your cheque shalíc as if the wind rustled 
T.t, while they examined the signature b)^ the dingiest of 
windows, which were aiwavs under a shower-bath of mud 
from Fieet-street, and which were made the dingier by their 
own iron bars proper, and the heavy shadow of Tempie Bar, 
If your business necessitated your seeing 'Hhe House,'' ŷ ou 
were put into a species of Condemned Hold at the back, 
where you meditated on a misspent Hfe, until the House 
came with its hands in its pockets, and you couid hardly 
bîink at it in the dismai twiiight. Your money came out of̂  
or went into, wormy old wooden drawers, particles of whicb 
flew up your nose and down your throat when they were 
opened and shut. Your bank-notes had a rausty odnur, as 
Íf thej'' were fast decomposing into rags again. Your plate 
was stowed away among the neighbouring cesspools, and eviî 
communications corrupted its good poiish in a day or two-
Your deeds got into exteraporised strong-rooms made oí 
k:itchens and sculleries, and fretted aU the fat out of their 
parchments into the banking-house air. Your Iighter boxeí^ 
of family papers went up-stairs into a Barmecide room, that 
always had a great dining-table in it and never had a dinner, 
and where, even in the year one thousand seven hundred and 
eighty, the first letters written to you by your old love, or by 
your little children, were but newly released from the horror 
oí being ogied through the windows, by the heads exposed on 
Teraple Bar with an insensate brutality and ferocity worthy 
oi Abyssinia or Ashantee. 

But indeed, at that tirae, putting to death was a recipe 
much in vogue with all trades and professions, and not least 
of all with Tellson's^ Death is Nature's remedy for all things, 
and why not Legislation's? Accordinglyj the forger was put 
to Death} the utterer of a bad note was put to Death; the 
unlawful opener of a letter was put to Death; the purloiner 
of forty shUHngs and sixpence was put to Death; the holdeí 
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of a horse at Tellson's door, who made oft with it, was put tfl 
Death; the coiner of a bad sliiiiing was put to Death; the 
sounders of three-fourths of the notes in tlie whole gamut of 
Crime, were put to Death. Not that it did the ieast good in 
the way of prevention — it might almost iiave been worth 
remarking tliaL the fact was exactly^ tlie reverse — but, it 
cleared off (as to tiiis v/orid) tlie troubie of each particular 
case, and left notliing eîse connected with it to be looked 
after. Thus, Telison's, in its day, like greater piaces of 
business, its coritemporaries, had taken so many lives, that, 
if tlie heads iahl iow before it had been ranged on Tempie 
Bar instead of being privately dispo:-ed of, tliey would prob-
ably have excluded wliat httle light the ground fioor had, in 
a rather significant manrier. 

Cramped in aîl idnds of dim cupboards and hutches at Telb 
son's, the oidest of men carried on the busir).ess gravely. 
When they took a young man into Tehoon's London house, 
tliey hid liim somewiiere tiU he was old. They kept hiin in 
a dark place, íike a cheese, until iie iiad tiie f ail Teilson flavour 
and biue-mould upon iiimo Tlien only was he permitted to 
be seen, spectacuiarly poring over iarge books, and casting 
his breeches and gaiters into tiie general weight of the estab-
lishment. 

Outside Teilson^s — never bv any means in it, uniess 
caiied in — was an odd-job-man, an occaslonai porter and 
messenger, who served as the iive sign of ih^ iiouse. He 
was never absent during business hours, unless upon an 
errand, and then he w âs represented by his son: ^ grisiy 
urchin of tweive, who was his e:^:press imãgvSv People un-
derstood that Tellson's, in a stately^ way, tolerated Ihe odd-
job-raan. The house had aiways tolerated some person in 
tiiat capacity, and time and tide had drifted tliis person to 
the post. His surname was Crunciier, and on the youthfui 
occasion of his renouncing by proxy the works of darkness, m 
tiie easterly parish church of Hounsditch, he had received 
the added appeUation of Jerry. 

The scene was Mr. Cruncher*s private lodging in Hanging-
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sword-aUey, Whitefriars"^ ^ the tirae, half-past seven of the 
clock OD a windy March raorning, Anno Domini seventeen 
hundred and eighty. (Mr. Cruncher hiraself always spoke 
of the year of our Lord as Anna Dominoes : apparently under 
the irapression that the Christian era dated from the inven-
tion of a popuiar garae, by a lady who had bestowed her narae 
upon it.) 

Mr. Cruncher's apartraents were not in a savoury neigh* 
bourhood, and were but two in number, even if a closet with a 
singie pane of giass in it might be counted as one. But they 
were very decently kept. Early as it was, on the windy March 
morning, the roora in whîch he lay abed was already scrubbed 
throughout; and between the cups and saucers arranged 
for breaicfast, and the lumbering deal table, a very clean 
white cloth was spread. 

Mr. Cruncher reposed under a patchwork counterpane^ 
like a Harlequin^ at îiome. At first, he slept heavily, but^ 
by degrees, began to roll and surge in bed, until he rose above 
the surface, with his spilcy hair looking as if it must tear the 
sheets to ribbons. At which juncture, he exclaimed, in a 
voice of dire exasperation: 

*'Bust me, if she ain't at it agin! ' ' 
A woraan of orderiy and industrious appearance rose from 

her knees in a corner, with sufficient haste and trepidation to 
show that she was tlie person referred to. 

*̂ Wliat!" said Mr. Cruncher, looking out of bed for a bootf 
'^YouVe at it agin, are you? ' ' 

After haihng the raorn with this second salutatîon, he 
threw a boot at the woraan as a third. It was a very muddy 
boot, and mav introduce the odd circumstance connected 
with Mr. Cruncher's domestic economy, that, whereas he 
often came home after banking hours with clean boots, he 
often got up next morning to find the same boots covered 
with clay. 

*^What," said Mr. Cruncher, varying his apostrophe aftef 
missing his mark — "what are you up to, Aggerawayter^ ?" 

^ Î was only saying my prayers.'^ 
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'^ Saying your prayers!! You^re a nice woman! What da 
you mean by flopping yourself down and praying agin me?^ 

" I was not praying against you; I was praying for you.' 
^^You weren't. And if you were, I won^t be took 

liberty with. Here! your mother^s a nice woman, yonmg 
Jerry, going a praying agin your father^s prosperity. YouVe 
got a dutiful mother, you have, my son. YonVe got a reU-
gious mother, you have, my boy: going and :^opping herseíf 
down, and praying that the bread-and-butter may be snat^ned 
out of thc mouth of her only child.'' 

Master Cruncher (who was in his shirt) took this very il^ 
and, turning to iiis mother, strongly deprecated any praying 
away of his personai board. 

^^And what do you suppose, you conceited female," said 
Mr. Cruncher, with unconscious inconsistency, ^Hliat the 
worth of your prayers may be? Name the price that you 
put your prayers a t ! '̂  

" They only come from the heart, Jerry. They are wor+h 
no more than that.^'" 

Worth no more than that/ repeated Mr. Cruncher. 
They ain^t worth much, then, Whether or no, I won^t be 

prayed agin, I tel you. I can t afford it. I'm not a going to 
De made unlucky by your sneaking. If you must go flopping 
yourself down, flop in favour of your husband and child, and 
not in opposition to 'em. If [ had had any but a unnat^ral 
wife, and this poor boy had had any but a unnatVal motherj, 
I might have made some money last week instead of being 
counterprayed and countermined and reiigiously circum-
wented into the worst of iuck. B-u-u-ust meî ' ' said Mr 
Cruncher, who all this time had been putting on his clothea 
^̂ if I ain't, what with piety and one blowed thing and another, 
been choused this last week into as bad uck as ever a poor 
devU of a honest tradesman met with \ Young Jerry^ dress 
yourseif, my boy, and while I clean my boots keep a eye upon 
your mother now and then, and if you see any signs of more 
flopping, give me a caU. For, I teíl you/^ here he addresse^í 
his wife once more, ^̂ I won't be gone agin, in this manner 

6Í 
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l am as rickety as a hackney-coach, I^m as sleepy as Iaud» 
anum, my lines is strained to that degree that I shouldn^t 
know, if it wasn^t for the pain in 'em, which was me and 
which somebody else, yet I^m none the better for it in pocket; 
and it's my suspicion that youVe been at it from morning 
to night to prevent me from being the better for it in pocket, 
and I won^t put up with it, Aggerawayter, and what do yo'i 
say now?^^ 

Growling, in addition, such phrases as " Ah! ye31 YouVe 
religious, too. You wouldn'o put yourself in opposition to 
the interests of your husband and child, would you? Not 
you! ' ' and throwing off other sarcastic sparks from the 
whirling grindstone of his indignation, Mr. Cruncher betook 
hiraself to his boot-cleaning and his general preparation for 
business. In the meantime, his son, whose head was gar-
nished with tenderer spikes, and whose young eyes stood 
close by one another, as his father^s did, kept the required 
watch upon his mother. He greatly disturbed that poor 
woman at intervals, by darting out of his sleeping closet, 
where he made his toilet, with a suppressed cry of *̂ You are 
going to flop, mother. — Halioa, father l^' and, after raÍGÍng 
this fictitious alarm, darting in again with an undutiful grin> 

Mr. Cruncher^s teraper was not at all improved when he 
came to his breakfast. He resented Mrs. Cruncher^s saying 
grace with particular animosity. 

^̂  Now, Aggerawayter! What are you up to ? At r> 
again?^' 

His wife explained that she had merely "asked a blessing.' 
^^Don^t do it V' said Mr. Cruncher, looking about, as if h3 

rather expected to see the loaf disappear under the effi^acy 
of his wife's petitions. ^'I ain^t a going to be biest out oi 
house and home. I won^t have my wittles blest off my table 
KeepstiU!^' 

Exceedingly red-eyed and grim^ as if he had been up aíi! 
night at a party which had takeu anything but a con^rUn^j 
turn, Jerry Cruncher worried his breakfast rather thaa afô ^̂  
growling over it ike any four-footed mmate of a raenage í.e 
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Towards nine o'clock he smoothed his ruffled aspect, and 
presenting as respectable and business-Iike an exterior as he 
could overlay his natural self with, issued forth to the occu-
pation of the day. 

I t could scarcely be called a trade, in spite of his favourite 
description of hiraself as ^'a honest tradesraan.'^ His stock 
consisted of a wooden stool, made out of a broken-backed 
chair cut down, which stool, young Jerry,. walking at hîs 
father^s side, carried every morning to beneath the banking^ 
house window that was nearest Temple Bar: where, with the 
addition of the first handful of straw that could be gleaned 
from any passing vehicle to keep the cold and wet from the 
odd-job-man^s feet, it formed the encarapraent for the day, 
On this post of his, Mr. Cruncher was as well known to Fleet-
street and the Temple, as the Bar itself, — and was almost 
as ill-looking. 

Encaraped at a quarter before nine, in good tirae to touch 
his three-cornered hat to the oldest of men as they passed 
in to Tellson^s, Jerry took up his station on this windy 
March raorning, with young Jerry standing by him, when 
not engaged in making forays through the Bar, to inflict 
bodily and mental injuries of an acute description on passihg 
boys who were small enough for his amiable purpose, Father 
and son, extreraeiy hké each other, looking silentiy ^ii at 
the raorning traffic in Fleet-street, with their two heads as 
near to one another as the two eyes of each were, bore a con-
siderable resemblance to a pair of mon^eys. The resera-
blance was not lessened by the accidental circumstance, 
that the mature Jerry bit and spat out straw^ while the 
twinkling eyes of the youthful Jerry were as re^tbssly 
watchful of him as of everything else in Fleet-streeto 

The head of one of the regular indoor messengers attached 
to Tellson^s estabhshment was put through the door, and the 
word was given: 

"Porter wanted!^' 
^'Hooray, fatherî Here's an earíy job to begin withi ' 
Having thus given his parent God speted, young Jerr;^ 



A TALE OF TWO CITIES 61 

seated himself on the stool, entered on his reversionary interest 
in the straw his father had been chewing, and cogitated. 

^'Al-ways rusty! His fingers is al-waj^s rusty!'^ mut-
tered young Jerry. '^Where does my father get all that 
iron rust from ? He don^t get no iron rust here! ^̂  

CKAPTER I 

A SIGHT 

You know the Old Baiiey,^ well, no doubt?^^ said one of 
the oldest of cierivs to Jerry the messenger. 

^^Ye-es, sir,'* returned Jerry, in something of a dogged 
manner. ^'I do know tiie Bailey." 

^^Just so. And you icnow Mr. Lorry.'^ 
^ Î know Mr. Lorry, sir, mucii better than I know the 

Bailey. Much better,^^ said Jerry, not unlike a reiuctant 
witness at the establishment in question, ^^than I, as a honest 
tradesman, wish to iaiow the Bailey.^^ 

^^Very weilo Find the door where the witnesses go in, and 
show the door-keeper this note for Mr. Lorry. He wiU then 
let you in.'^ 

^^lnto the court, sîr?'^ 
^^lnto the court.^' 
Mr. Cruncher's eyes seeraed to get a lîtt e c oser to one 

another, and to mterchange the inquiry, ^̂  What do you think 
of this?'^ 

^̂ Am to wait in the court, rc?^^ he a.sked, as the result of 
that conference. 

*̂I am going to tell you. The door-keeper will pass the 
lote to Mr. Lorry, and do you raake any gesture that wiU 
attract Mr. Lorry^s attention, and show hira where you stand. 
Then what you have to do, is, to remain there until he wants 
you.^' 

' ^ l s t b a t a l l sir?'^ 
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^^That^s all. He wishes to have a messenger at hand 
This is to tell him you are there, ' ' 

As the ancient clerk deiiberately folded and superscribed 
the note, Mr. Cruncher, after surveying him in silence until 
he came to the biotting-paper stage, remarked: 

**I suppose they^Ii be trying Forgerles this morning?^' 
•'^Treasonl'' 
'^That^s quai^^enng,^^' said Jerry. ^^Barbarousî" 
^^lt is tlie I:.w,'' remarked the ancient cierlc, turning hls 

surprised spectacies upon him. ^'lt is the iaw.^' 
' 'lt^s iiard in the law to spiie a man, I think. It 's liard 

enough to Idll him, but it's wery hard to spile him, sir.̂ ^ 
^^Not at aii,^^ returned the ancient cieriv. ^'Speak weii of 

the law. Take care of your chest and voice, my good friend, 
and leave the law to take care of itself. I give you that ad-
vice.^^ 

^^lt^s the damp, sir, what setties on my chest and voice,^' 
said Jerry^ '̂ I ieave you to judge what a damp way of earn-
ing a iiving mine is.^' 

^^Well, weli,'^ said the old cierk; ^^we all have our various 
ways of gaining a livelihood. Some of us have damp ways, 
and some of us have dry ways. Here is the letter^ Go 
along.^^ 

Jerry took the letter, and, remarking to himseif with iess 
internal deference than he made an outward show of, *^You 
are a lean oid one, too, ' ' made his bow, informed his son, in 
passing, of iiis destination, and went his way. 

Tliey^ hanged at Tyburn,^ in those days, so the street out-
side Newgate^ had not obtained one infamous notoriety that 
has since attached to it. But, the gaoi was a viie place, in 
which most kU ds of debaucliery and viiiainy were prac-
tised, and where dire diseases weic bred, tliat came into 
court with the prisoners, and sometimes rushed straight from 
the dock at my Lord Chief Justice himself, and pulled him 
off the bench. I t had more than once happened, that the 
Judge in the black cap pronounced his own doom as cer-
tainly as the prisoner^s, and even died before him. For tho 
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rest, the Old Bailey was famous as a idnd of deadly inn-yard, 
from which pale t/aveilers set out continually, in earts and 
coaches, on a violent passage into the other worjd : traversing 
some two miles and a Iialf of pubiic street and road, and 
sharaing few good citizens, if any. So powerful is use, and so 
desirabie to be good use in the beginning. I t was famous, 
too, for tiie piilory, a wise old institution, that inflicted a pun-
ishment of wliich no one could foresee the extent; also 
for the whipping-post, another dear old institution, very 
liumanising and softening to behold in action; also, for ex-
tensive transactions in biood-money, another fragraent of 
ancestral wisdom, systematicaliy îeading to the most fright-
fui mercenary crimes that côuld be committed under Heaven. 
Altogether, the Oid Bailey, at that date, was a choice illustra* 
tion f the precept, tha t ' ' Whatever is is right ;'̂  an aphorism 
that wouid be as final as it is lazy, did it not include the 
troubiesome consequence, that nothing that ever was, was 

wrong. 
Making his way through the tainted crowd, dispersed up 

and down this hideous scene of action, with the skill of a 
man accustomed to make his way quietly, the messenger 
found out the door ne sought, and handed in his letter through 
a trap in it. For, peopie then paid to see the play at the Old 
Bailey, just as they paid to see the play in Bedlam*^ — only the 
fcrmer entertainment was much the dearer. Therefoie, all 
the Old Bailey doors were weli guarded — except, îi:deed, the 
sociai doors by wiilch the criminais got there, and those were 
alway^s left wide open. 

After some delay and deraur, the door grudgingly turned 
on its hinges a very little way, and aUowed Mr. Jerry 
Cruncher to squeeze himself into court. 

" What's on ? " he asked, in a whisper, of the man he íound 
'^imself next to. 

"Xothing yet.'" 
*'What's coming on?'* 
'The Treason case.'* 

' 'The quartering one, eh?" 
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'*Ah! •' returned the man, witli a rehsli; ^^he^l be drawi^ 
on a hurdie to be lialf iianged, and then he'U be taken dowiî 
and shced íjefore his own l'ace, and then his inside whU be 
taken out and burnt while he iooks on, and then his head wiU 
be chopped off, and he'ii be cut into quarters. That^s the 
sentence.^' 

*'If Iie's found Guilty, you mean to s ay? ' ' Jerry added, by 
way of proviso. 

*^^0h! tiieyll find him guiity,^' said the other. '^Don't 
you be afraid of t h a t / ' 

Mr. Cruncber's attention was here diverted to the door-
lceeper, wiiom iie saw making iiis way to Mr. Lorry, with the 
note in his hand. )sh\ Lorry sat at a tabie, araong the gentle-
men in wigs : not far from a vdgged gentieman, the prisoner's 
counsei, wiio had a great bundie of papers before liim: and 
nearly opposite another wigged genticman with his hands in 
his pocivets, wiiose whoie attention, wlien Mr. Cruncher 
iooked at him then or afterwards, seemed to be concentrated 
on the ceiiing of tiie court. After some gruff coughing and 
rubbing of his ciiin and signing with his hand, Jerry attracted 
the notice of Mr, Lony^ who iiad stood up to look for liim, 
and who quietiy nodded and sat down again. 

^^What's he got to do with tiie case?' ' asked the raan he 
had spoicen witii. 

'^BIest if I know,'^ said Jerrv. 
'^What iiave you got to do wîtli it, then, if a person may 

inquire?^' 
^^Biest if I know that either,'* said Jerry. 
The entrance of the Judge, and a consequent great stir and 

settiing down in the court, stopped tiie diaiogue. Presently, 
the dock became the central point of interest. Two gao ers, 
who had been standing there, went out, and the prisoner was 
brouglit in, and put to the bar. 

Everybody present, except the one wigged gentleman who 
loolced at the ceiling, stared at him. All the human breath 
in the place, rolled at him, iike a sea, or a wind, or a fire. 
Eager faces strained round piiiars and corners, to get a sight 
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oí hím; spectators in back rows stood up, not to miss a haii 
of hira; people on the floor of the court, iaid their hands OE 
the shoulders of the peopie before them, to help theraselves. 
at anybodj^'s cost, to a view of him — stood a-tiptoe, got upon 
^edges, stood upon next to nothing, to see every inch of him 
Oonspicuous among these iatter, Hke an animated bit of the 
spiked wail of Newgate, Jerry stood: aiming at the prisonei 
the beery breath of a whet he had talven as he came along, and 
discharging it to ríhngie with the waves of other beer, and gin, 
and tea, and coffee, and what not, that flowed at him, and 
aiready broke upon the great windows behind Iiim in an im-
pure mist and rain. 

The object of ali this staring and blaring, was a young man 
of about íive-and-tv/enty. weil-grown and weil-iooldng, with 
a sunburnt cheek and a daH -̂ eye. His condition was that of 
a young gentleman. He was plainiy dressed in biack, or very 
dark grey, and his hair, wiiicii vvas iong and dark, was gathered 
in a ribbon at the back of his nec , more to be out of his way 
than for ornament. As an emotion of the mind v\̂ iii express 
itself through any covering of tiie body, so tlie paieness which 
hís situation engendered came tiirougli the brown upon his 
cheek, showing the soul to be stronger than the sun. He 
was otherwise quite seif-possessed, bowed to ^he Judge, and 
tood quiet. 

The sort of ínterest witii which tliis man was stared and 
:reathed at, was not a sort tliat elevated humanity. Had he 
.tood in peril of a iess horribie sentence — had there been a 
diance of any one of its savage detaiis being sparea — by 
'ust so much would he have lost in his fascination. The 
^orra tliat was to be dooined to be so shamefuily mangled, was 
che sight; the immortal creature that was to be so butchered 
and torn asunder, yieided the sensation. Whatever gloss the 
various spectators put upon the interest, according to their 
several arts and powers of seif-deceit, the interest was, at the 
root of it, Ogreish. 

Siience in the court! Charles Darnay had yesterday 
pleaded ^ o t Guilty to an indictraent denouncing: him (witb 
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ínfinite jingle and jangle) for that he was a taise ":raxtor ta 
our serene, iiiustrious, exceiient. and so forth, prince, our 
Lord the King, by reason of his iiaving, on divers occasions, 
and by divers means and ways, assisted Lewis, the Frencb 
King, in his v\̂ ars against our said serene, iilustrious, exceilent, 
and so foi t h ; tiiat was to say, by coming and going, between 
the domi^xí3ris of our said serene, iiiustrious, exceUent, and so 
forth, and tliose of the said French Lewis, and' wickediy, 
faiseiy, traitorousiy, and otherwise evil-adverbiously, reveai-
ing to tiie s?' :1 Frencii Lewis w^hat forces our said serene, 
illustrious, eiccellent, and so forth, iiad in preparation to send 
to Canada and Nortii America. This mucli, Jerry, witli iiis 
head becoming more and more spiky as the iaw terms bristled 
it, made out with huge satisfaction, and so arrived circuitously 
at the understanding tiiat the aforesaid, anci over and over 
again aforesaid. Charles Darnay, stood there before him upon 
his triai; that the jury were swearing in; and tliat Mr. 
Attorney-General was making ready to speak. 

The accused, who was (and who knew he was) being men-
tally hanged, beheaded, and quartered, by everybody tliere, 
neither flinciied from the situation, nor assumed any theat-
ricai air in it. He was quiet and attentive; watched the 
opening proceedings with a grave interest; and stood whth 
his hands resting on the siab of wood before, him, so com-
posedly, that they had not dispiaced a leaf of the herbs with 
which it was strewn, The court was aii bestrewn with iierbs 
and sprinlded with vinegar, as a precaution against gaol air 
and gaoi fever. 

Over tlie prisoner's head there was a mirror, to throw the 
Hght down upon him. Crowds of the wicked and the wretched 
had been reflected in it, and had passed from its surface and 
this earth^s together. Haunted in a most ghastly manner 
that abominable place would have been, if the glass could ever 
have rendered back its reflections, as the ocean is one day to 
give up its dead. Sorae passing thought of the infamy and 
disgrace for which it had been reserved, may have struclv the 
prisoner's mind. Be that as it may, a change in his positioa 
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making him conscious of a bar of light across his face, he 
looked up ; and when he saw the glass his face flushed, and 
his right hand pushed the herbs away. 

I t happened, that the action turned his face to that side of 
the court which was on his left. About on a ievel with his 
eyes, there sat, in that corner of tlie Judge^s bench, two per-
sons upon whom his look immediately rested; so immediately, 
and so much to the changing of his aspect, that ali the eyes 
that were turned upon him, turned to them. 

The spectators saw in the two figures, a young lady of 
little more than twenty, and a gentieman who was evidently 
her father; a man of a very remaricabie appearance in respect 
of the absoiute whiteness of his hair, and a ceríain indescrib-
able intensity of face: not of an active kind, but pondering 
and seif-comrauning. When this expression was upon him, 
he iooked as if he were old; but when it was stirred and 
brolven up — as it was now, in a moment, on his spealving to 
his daughter — he became a handsome man, not past the 
prime of life. 

His daughter had one of her hands drawn tlirough his arra, 
as she sat by him, and the otlier pressed upon it. She had 
drawn close to him, in her dread of the scene, and in her pity 
for the prisoner- Her forehead Iiad been strikingiy expres-
sive of an engrossing terror and compassion that saw nothing 
but the perii of tiie accused. This had been so very notice-
able, so very powerfuily and naturally shown, that starers 
wlio had had no pity for him were touched by her; and the 
whisper went about, ' 'Who are they?^' 

Jerry, the messenger, who had made his own observations, 
in his own manner, and who had been sucking tiie rust off his 
fingers in his absorption, stretched his neck to hear who they 
were. The crowd about him had pressed and passed the 
inquiry on to the nearest attendant, and from him it had 
been more slowly pressed and passed back; at last it got to 
Jerry: 

^'Witnesses.'' 
^̂  For wtiich side ?' ' 
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"Against.^' 
^^Against what side?^' 
^'The prisoner's." 
The JudgC; wiiose eyes had gone în the general directîon^ 

recalled them, ieaned back in his seat, and iooked steadily a.̂  
the man whose iife was in his hand, as Mr. Attorney-General 
rose tcp spin tiie rope, grind the axe, and hammer the nails 
into the scaffold. 

CHAPTER I I I 

A DISAPPOINTMENT 

MR. ATTORNEY-GENERAL had to inform the jury, that the 
prisoner before them, though young in years, was oid in the 
treasonabie practices which ciaimed the forfeit of his life. 
Tliat this correspondence witii the pubiic enemy was not a 
correspondence of to-day, or of yesterday, or even of last 
5^ear, or of tiie year before. That, it was certain tiie prisoner 
had, for ionger than that, been in tlie habit of passing and 
repassing between France and England, on secret business of 
wiiicli he couid give no honest account. That, if it 'were in 
the nature of traitorous ways to thrive (which happiiy it 
never was), the reai wickeclness and guiit of his business 
might have remained undiscovered. Tliat Providence, how-
ever, had put it into the heart of a person who was beyond 
fear and beyond reproach, to ferret out the nature of the 
prisoner's schemes, and, struclc whth iiorror, to disclose them 
to his Majesty's Cliief Secretary of State and most honourable 
Privy Counci . Tiiat, tliis patriot wouid be produced before 
them. That, his position and attitude were, on tiie whole, 
subhme. That, iie had been tlie prisoner's friend, but, at 
once in an auspicious and an evil hour detecting his infamy, 
had resolved to immoiate the traitor he could no longer 
eherisii in his bosom, on the sacred aitar of his country. 
That, if statues were decreed in Britain, as in ancient Greece 
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and Rome, to public benefactors, this shining citizen w^ould 
assuredly have had one. That, as they were not so decreed, 
lie probably would not have one. That, Virtue, as had been 
observed by the poets (in many passages which he weli knew 
the jury wouid have, word for word, at tiie tips of their 
tongues; whereat the jury's countenances dispiayed a gmity 
consciousness that they knew nothing about tlie passages), 
was in a manner contagious; more especiaily tiie brigiit 
virtue known as patriotism, or love of countiy. That, the 
lofty example of this immacuiate and unimpeaciiable witness 
for the Crown, to refer to whom however unworthiiv was an 
honour, had communicated itself to the prisoner's servant, 
and had engendered in him a holy determination to examine 
his master\s table-drawers and pockets, and secrete iiis papers. 
That, he (Mr. Attorney-Generai) was prepared to iiear some 
disparagement attempted of this admirabie serA'ant; but 
that, in a general Avay, he preferred him to his (Mr. Attorney-
General's) brothers and sisters, and honoured him more than his 
(Mr. Attorney-Generai's) father and mother. That, he caiied 
with confidence on tlie jury to come and do iikewise. That, 
the evidence of these two witnesses, coupled with the docu-
ments of their discovering that wouid be produced, would show 
the prisoner to have been furnished witii lists of his Majesty's 
forces, and of their disposition and preparation, both by sea and 
and, and would leave no doubt that he had habitually conveyed 

such information to a hostiie power. Tiiat, tiiese lists could 
not be proved to be in tiie prisoner^s handwriting; but that 
it was all the same; that, indeed, it was ratiier the better 
for the prosecution, as showing the prisoner to be artfui in 
his precautions. Tliat, the proof would go back five years, 
and Would show the prisoner already engaged in these per-
nicious raissions, within a few weelcs before the date of the 
very first action fought between the .British troops aiid the 
Americans. That, for these reasons, the jury, being a ioyal 
jury (as he knew they were), and being a responsible jury fas 
they knew they were), must positively hnd the prisoner 
GuUty, and inake an end of him, whether they liked it or no t 
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That, they never could lay theîr heads upon their píUows, 
that, they never could toierate the idea of their wives laying 
their heads upon their piilows; that, they never could endure 
the notion of their children laying their heads upon their 
piliows; in short, that there never more couid be, for them or 
theirs, any iaying of heads upon piUows at ail, uniess tlie 
prisoner's head was taken off. That head Mr. Attorney-
General concluded by demanding of them, in the name of 
everything iie could think of with a round turn in it, and on 
the faith of his solemn asseveration that he already con-
sidered the prisoner as good as dead and gone. 

When tiie Attorney-General cea,sed, a buzz arose in the 
court as if a cloud of great blue-flies were swarming abcut 
the prisoner, în anticipation of what he was soon to become. 
When toned down again, the unimpeaciiable patriot 4p-
peared in the witness-box. 

Mr. Solicitor-General then, foliowing liis leader's lead, 
examined the patriot: John Barsad, gentleraan, by name. 
The story of his pure soui was exactly what Mr. Attorney-
General had described it to be — perhaps, if it had a famt, 
a little too exactly. Having reieased his nobie bosom of îts 
burden, he would have modestly withdrawn himself, but thst 
the wigged gentieman witli tiie papers before him, sitting not 
íar from Mr. I^orry, begged to ask him a few questions. The 
wigged gentieman sitting opposite, still looking at the ceiling 
of the court* 

Had ie ever been a spy himself ? No, he scorned the basc 
hisinuation. What clid he live upon? His property. 
Where was his property? He didn't precisely remembef 
where it was. What was i t? No business of anybody^e. 
Had he mherited i t? Yes, he îiad. From whom? Distanî 
relation, Very distant ? P^ather, Ever been în prison t 
Certamly not. Never in a debtors' prison? Didn't se-:5 
what tliat had to do with it. Never in a debtors' prison ? — 
Corae. once again. Never ? Yes. How many times 'í 
T wo or thre»=̂  trai-s. Not five or six? Perhaps- Of wha? 
5^rofess:ori? Gentleman. Ever been kicked? Might havø 
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been, Frequently ? No. Ever kicked down-staîrs ? De-
cidedly not; once received a kick on the top of a staircase, 
and fell down-stairs of his own accord. Kicked on that 
occasion for cheating at dice ? Something to that effect was 
said by the intoxicated liar who committed the assault, but 
it was not true. Swear it was not true? Positively. Ever 
live by cheating at play ? Never. Ever live by piay ? Not 
more than other gentlemen do. Ever borrow money of the 
prisoner? Yes. Ever pay hira? No. Was not this in-
timacy with the prisoner, in reality a very sligiit one, fdrced 
upon the prisoner in coaches, inns, and packets? No. Sure 
he saw tlie prisoner with these lists? Certain. Knew no 
raore about the lists? No. Had not procured them hiraself^ 
for instance ? No. Expect to get anything bŷ  tliis evidence ? 
No. Not in reguiar government pay and employment, to 
lay traps? Oh dear no. Or to do anything? Oh dear no. 
Swear that ? Over and over again. No motives but motives 
of sheer patriotism ? None whatever. 

The virtuous servant, Roger Ciy, swore his way through 
the case at a great rate. He had taken service with the pris-
oner, in good faith and simplicity, four years ago. He had 
asked the prisoner, aboard the Calais packet, if he wanted 
a handy feilow, and the prisoner had engaged him. He had 
not asked the prisoner to take the handy feilow as an act of 
charity — never thought of such a thing. He began to have 
suspicions of the prisoner, and to keep an eye upon hira, soon 
afterwards. In arranging his clothes, while traveUing, he had 
seen similar lists to these in the prisoner's pockets, over and 
over again. He had taken these lists from the drawer of the 
prisoner^s desic. He had not put them there first. Ee had 
seen tlie prisoner show these identical lists to French gentle-
men at Calais, and similar lists to French gentieraen, both at 
Caiais and Boulogne. He loved his country, and couldn t 
bear it, and had given ínformation. He had never been 
suspected of steaiing a silver tea-pot; he had been maligned 
respecting a mustard-pot, but it turned out to be only a, 
'^lated onCo He had known the last witness seven oi eigfci 
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years; that was merely a coincidence. He didn't caU it a 
particularly curious coincidence; most coincidences were 
curious. Neither did iie call it a curious coincidence thai 
true patriotism was his only motlve too. He was a trup 
Briton, and hoped there were many like him. 

The blue-flies buzzed again, and Mr. Attorney-Genera.^ 
called Mr. Jarvis Lorry. 

^'Mr. Jarvis Lorry, are you a clerk in Tellson's bank?^' 
^ Î am." 
*^0n a certa n Friday night in November one thousand 

seven hundred and seventy-five, did business occasion you 
to travel between London and Dover by the raail?'' 

" I t did.^' 
"Were there any other passengers in the raail*^'* 
^^Two.̂ ^ 
^̂  Did they alight on the road in the course of the night ?'" 
^^Theydid.'^ 
*̂ Mr. Lorry, look upon the prisoner. Was he one of thos^ 

two passengers?^' 
* Î cannot undertake to say that he was." 

Does he resemble either of these two passengers?'' 
Botli were so wrapped up, and the night was so dark, ana 

we were all so reserved, that I cannot undertake to say even 
that.^' 

^^Mr. Lorry, look again upon the prisoner. Supposing 
him wrapped up as those two passengers were, is there any-
thing in his bulk and stature to render it unHkely that he was 
one cf thera?^' 

^^No.'^ 
^^You wiU not swear, Mr. Lorry, that he was not one oí 

the ra?" 
^*No/' 
^'So at least you say he may have been one of them? ' ' 
** ^í'es. Except that I remember them both to have been 

— Hke rayseif — tiraorous of highwaymen, and the prisoner 
has not a tiraorous air." 

^"'Did you ever see a counterfeit of timidity, Mr. Ijorry?' 

fí4 
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'^I certamly have seen that ." 
^'Mr. Lorry, look once raore upon the prisoner Have yois 

Been hira, to your certain knowledge. before?" 
^ Î have." 
" W h e n ? ' ' 
^ Î was returning frora France a few days afterwards, and, 

at Calais, the prisoner came on board the packet-ship in 
which I returned, and made the voyage with me." 

^^At wliat hour did he corae ou board? ' ' 
^'At a littie aicer midnight.^' 
**In the dead of the night. Was he the only^ passenger whc 

carae on board at that untimeiv hour?" 
^'He happened to be tiie on y one.'* 
'^Never raind about ^happening,' Mr. Lorry, He was the 

©niy passenger who came on board in the dead of the night? ' ' 
^'He was-'' 
'̂  Were you traveilîng aione, Mr. Lorry, or wîth any com« 

panion?*' 
'* With two companions. A gentleman and lady. They are 

aere." 
' 'They are here. Had you anv conversation wîth the pris* 

oner ?'' 
*^HardIy any. The weather was stormy, and the passage 

îong and rough, and I lay on a sofa, almost from shore to 
fíhorp 

'^Miss Manette! ' ' 
The young lady, to whom all eyes had been turned before, 

and were now turned again, stood up where she had sat. Her 
father rose whth her, and kept her hand drawn through his 
arm. 

''Miss Manette, loolc upon the prísoner.'^ 
To be confronted with such pity, and such earnest youth 

and beautv, was far more trying to the accused tlian to be 
confronted whth all the crowd. Standing, as it were, apart 
with her on the edge of his grave, not all the staring curiosity 
that looked on, could, for the moraent, nerve hira to remaÍD 
quite stilL His hurried right hand parceUed out tlie herb^ 
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before hira înto imaginary beds of fiowers in a garden; and 
his efforts to controi and steady his breathing shook the lips 
írorn which the coîour rushed to iiis heart. The buzz of the 
great íh'es was ioud again-

**Mis::i ]\ anet:'^ have you seen the prisoner before?' ' 
^^Yes, sir.'' 
^^Wbere^'"' 
' 'On board of the packet-slûp just now referred to, sir, and 

ou tlie same occasion.^^ 
^ '̂You are tlie young ladj' just now referred to?^" 
^ ' 0 ! most unîiappily, I am!'^ 
Tiie pîainuive tone of her compassion merged into the less 

musicai voice of the Judge, as he said something fiercely^: 
*' Answer the questions put to you, and malce no remaric upon 
them." 

'^Miss Manette, had you any conversation with the prisoner 
on tiiat passage across the Channel?'^ 

*^Yes, sir.'* 
^^RecaU iV' 
In the midst of a profound st ilness, she faîntly began' 
**When the gentleman came on board 9f 

^*Do you mean the prisoner?^^ inquired the Judge, knit-
ting his brows. 

^^Yes. my Lord.'* 
"Thr 1 say the prîsoner." 
"When the prisoner came on board, he notîced that mŷ  

father,'^ turning her eyes iovingly to him as he stood beside 
her, ^Svas much fatigued and in a very weak state of health. 
My fatiier was so reduced that I was afraid to take him out 
of the air; and I had rnade a bed for him on the deck near 
the cabin steps, and I sat on the deck at his side to take care 
of him. There were no other passengers that night, but we 
four. The prisoner was so good as to beg permission to advise 
me how I could shelter my father from the wind and weather^ 
better tlian I bad done. I had not known how to do it well, 
oot understanding how the whnd would set when we were out 

the harbour. He did it for me. He expressed great 
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gentleness and kindness for my father's state, and I am sure 
he felt it. That was the manner of our beginning to speak 
toeether.'^ 

—' 

'^Let me interrupt you for a moment. Had he come on 
board alone?" 

^^No." 
^^How many were wîth h i m ? " 
^^Two French gentlemen." 
" H a d they conferred together ? * *'' 
'^They had conferred together until the last moment, when 

it was necessary for the French gentlemen to be landed in 
their boat.'^ 

'̂ Had any papers been handed about among them, sirailar 
to tliese Hsts?' ' 

^^Some papers had been handed about among them, but I 
don't know what papers.^' 

*^Like these in shape and size?' ' 
^^Possibly, but indeed I don't know, although they stood 

whispering very near to rae : because tliey stood at the top of 
the cabin steps to have the light of the lamp that was hanging 
there; it w âs a duU lamp, and they spoke very low, and I did 
aot hear what they said, and saw only that they looked at 
papers." 

**Now, to the prisoner^s conversation, Miss Manette." 
^^The prisoner was as open in his confidence with me — 

wh ch arose out of my helpless situation — as he was 
kind, and good, and useful to my father. I hope," burst-
ing into tears, " I may not repay him by doing hira harm 
to-day." 

Buzzing from the blue-flies. 
^'Miss Manette, if the prisoner does not perfectly unrter-

stand that you give the evidence which it is your duty to 
give — which you must give — and which yoii cannot escape 
from giving — with great unwillingness, he is the only person 
present in that condition. Please to go on." 

'* He told me that he was travelling on business of a delicate 
and difficult nature, which might get people into trouble, and 
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that he was therefore travellîng under an assumed name. íe 
said that this business had, within a few days, taken hîm to 
France, and might, at intervals, take him backwards and 
forwards between France and England for a long time to 
come." 

''Did he say anything about America, Miss Manette? Be 
particular.'^ 

"He tried to explain to me how that quarrel had arîsen, 
and he said that, so far as he could judge, it was a wrong and 
foolish one on England's part. He added, in a jesting way, 
that perhaps George Washington might gain almost as great 
a name in history as George the Third. But there was no 
harm in his way of saying this: it was said laughingly, and to 
beguile the tirae." 

Any strongly raarked expression of face on the part of a 
chief actor in a scene bf great interest to whom many eyes are 
directed, will be unconsciously iniitated by the spectators. 
Her forehead was painfully anxious and intent as she gave 
this evidence, and, in the pauses when she stopped for the 
Judge to write it down, watched its effect upon the counsel 
for and against. Among the lookers-on there was' the same 
expression in all quarters of the court; insomuch, that a great 
major ty of the foreheads there, raight have been mirrors 
reflecting the witness, when the Judge looked up from his 
notes to glare at that treraendous heresy about George 
Washington. 

Mr. Attorney-General now sîgnified to my Lord, that he 
deemed it necessary, as a matter of precaution and form, to 
caU the young lady's father, Doctor Manette. Who wsu^ 
caUed accordingly. 

*̂  Doctor Manette, look upon the prîsoner. Have jovi ever 
seen hira before?" 

" Once. When he called at ray lodgîngs în London. Some 
three y^ars, or three years and a half ago." 

*^Can you identify hira as your fellow-passenger on board 
the packet, or speak to his conversation with your daughter ?' 

"Sir, I can do neither.*' 
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" Is there any partîcular and specîal reason for your being 
unable to do ei ther?" 

He answered, in a low voice, '^There is ." 
^' Has it been your misfortune to undergo a long împrison* 

ment, without trial, or even accusation, in your native coun-
try, Doctor Manette? ' ' 

He answered, in a tone that went to every heart, ^'A long 
imprisonraent.^' 

"Were you ncAvly released on the occasion in question?'* 
"They teU rae s c ' ' 
"Have you no reraerabrance of the occasion?'* 
"None. My mind is a blank, from some tirae — I cannot 

even say what tirae — when I eraployed rayself, in ray cap-
tivity, in raaking shoes, to the time when I found rayself 
living in London with my dear daughter here. She had 
becorae farailiar to rae, when a gracious God restored ray 
faculties; but, I ara quite unable even to say how she-
had becorae faraiiiar. I have no reraerabrance of the 
process." 

Mr. Attorney-General sat down, and the father and daugh-
ter sat down together. 

A singular circurastance then arose în the case. The 
object in hand being to show that the prisoner went down, 
with some fellow-plotter untracked, in the Dover mail on 
that Friday night in November five years ago, and got out 
of the înail in the night, as a blind, at a place where he did 
not remain, but from which he travelled back some dozen 
miles or more, to a garrison and dockyard, and there collected 
:nformation; a witness was called to identify him as having 
been at the precise time required, in the coffee-room of an 
hotel in that garrison-and-dockyard town, waiting for 
another person, The prisoner's counsel was cross-examining 
this witness with no result, except that he had never seen 
the prisoner on any other occasion, when the wigged gentle-
man who had all this time been looking at the ceiling of the 
court, wrote a word or two on a little piece of paper, screwed. 
it up, and tossed it to him. Opening this piece of paper m 
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the next pause, the counsel looked wîth great attention and 
curiosity at the prisoner. 

^^You say again you are quite sure that ît was the pris-
oner? ' ' 

The witness was quite sure. 
^^Did you ever see anybody very like tiie prisoner?^* 
Not so like (the witness said) as that he couicl be mistaken. 
^'Look weil upon that gentieman, my learned friend there," 

pointing to hira who had tossed the paper over, ^*and then 
look weli upon tlie prisoner. How say you ? Are they very 
lilce each o ther?" 

Aliowing for my learned friend^s appearance be ng careless 
and slovenly if not debauched, they were sufficiently like 
each other to surprise, not only the witness, but everybody 
present, when they were thus brougbt into coraparison. My 
Lord being prayed to bid my learned firiend lay aside his wig, 
and giving no very gracious consent, the likeness became 
îTiUch more remarkable. My Lord inquired of Mr. Stryver 
(the prisoner's counsei), whether they were next to try Mr. 
Carton (name of my earned friend) for treason ? But, 
Mr. Stryver repiied to my Lord, no; but he wouid ask the 
witness to tell him whether what happened once, might 
happen twice; whether he wouid have been so confident if 
he had seen this illustration of his rashness sooner, whether 
he would be so confident, having seen i t ; and more. The 
upshot of which, was, to smash this witness like a crockery 
vessel, and shiver his part of the case to useless lumber. 

Mr. Cruncher had by this time taken quite a lunch of rust 
off his fingers in his following of the evidence. He had now to 
attend while Mr. Stryver fitted the prisoner^s case on the juiy, 
like a compact suit of clothes; showing them how the patriot, 
Barsad, was a hired spy and traitor, an unblushing traflScker in 
blood, and one of the greatest scoundrels upon earth since 
accursed Judas — whicli he certainly did look rather like. 
How the virtuous servant, Cly, was his friend and partner, and 
was worthy to be ; how the watchful eyes of those forgera 
and false swearers had rested on the prisoner as a victim^ 
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oecause some famUy affaîrs în France, he being of French 
extraction, did require his raaking those passages across the 
Channel — though what those affairs were, a consideration 
for others who were near and dear to hira, forbade hira, even 
for his life, to disclose. How the evidence that had been 
warped and wrested frora the young lady, whose anguish in 
giving it they had witnessed, carae to nothing, involving the 
mere little innocent gallantries and politenesses Jikely to 
pass between any young gentleman and young lady so 
thrown together; — with the exception of that reference to 
George Washington, which was altogether too extravagant 
and impossible to be regarded in any other light than as a 
monstrous joke. How it would be a weakness in the govern-
ment to break down in this attempt to practise for popularity 
on the lowest national antipathies and fears, and therefore 
Mr. Attorney-General had made the most of i t ; how, never-
theless, it rested upon nothing, save that vile and infaraous 
character of evidence too often disfiguring such cases, ana 
of which the State Trials of this country were full. But, 
thera my Lord interposed (with as grave a face as if it had not 
been true^, ^aying that he could not sit upon that Bench and 
suffer those allusions. 

Mr. Stryver then called hîs few witnesses, and Mr. Cruncher 
had next to attend while Mr. Attorney-General turned the 
whole suit of clothes Mr. Stryver had fitted on the jury, 
inside out; showing how Barsad and Cly were even a hundred 
times better than he had thought them, and the prisoner a 
hundred times worse. Lastly, came my Lord himself, turn-
ing the suit of clothes, now inside out, now outside in, but on 
the whole decidedly triraraing and shaping thera into grave-
clothes for the prisoner. 

And now, the jury turned to consider, and the great flies 
swarmed again. 

Mr. Carton, who had so long sat looking at the ceiHng oí 
íhe court, changed neither his place nor his attitude, even in 
this excitement. While his learned friend, Mr. Stryver, 
massing his papers before hira, whispered with those who sat 
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ûear, and from time to time glanced anxîously at the jury* 
while all the spectators moved more or less, and groupea 
theraselves anew; whiie even ray Lord hiraself arose from his 
seat, and slowly paced up and down his platform, not un-
attended by a suspicion in the minds of the audience that his 
state v/as feverish; this one man sat leaning back, with his 
torn gown half off him, his untidy wig put on just as it had 
happened to iight on his head after its removai, iiis hands in 
his pockets, and his eyes on the ceiling as they had been all 
day. Something especiaily reckiess in his demeanour, not 
only gave him a disreputable iook, but so diminished the 
strong resembiance he undoubtedly bore to the prisoner 
(wliich his momentary earnestness, when they were cora* 
pared together, had strengthened), that many of the lookers-
011, taking note of him now, said to one another they would 
hardly have thought the two were so alilce. Mr. Cruncher 
made the observation to his next neighbour, and added, " I ' d 
hoid half a guinea tiiat he don't get no law-woric to dOe Don*t 
iook like the sort of one to get any, do he ? " 

Yet, this Mr. Carton took in moie of the details of the scene 
than he appeared to take in; for now, when Miss Manette's 
head dropped upon Iier father's breast, he was the first to see 
it, and to say audibly: ^^Officer! look to that young lady^ 
Heip the gentieman to take her out. Don't you see she wiU 
f ali ? '̂ 

There was much commiseration for her as she was removed, 
and much syrapathy with her father, I t had evidently been 
a great distress to him, to have the days of his imprison-
ment recalled. He had shown strong internal agitation when 
he was questioned, and that pondering or brooding iook which 
raade him old, had been upon him, like a heavy doud, ever 
since. As he passed out, the jury, who had turned back and 
paused a moment, spoke, through their foreman. 

They were not agreed, and wished to retire. My Lord 
(perhaps with George Washington on his mind) showed some 
surprise that they were not agreed, but signified his pleasure 
that they should retire under watch and ward, and retired 
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himself. The trial had lasted all day, and the laraps ín the 
court were now being lighted. It began to be ruinoured that 
the jury would be out a long while. The spectators dropped 
off to get refreshraent, and the prisoner withdrew to the back 
of the dock, and sat down. 

Mr. Lorry, who liad gone out when the young lady and her 
father went out, now reappeared, and beckoned to Jerry: 
vvho, m the slacicened interest, could easily get near him. 

'^ Jerry, if you wish to take something to eat, you can. But, 
keep in the way. You will be sure to hear when thejury 
come in. Don't be a raoraent behind thera, for I want you 
to take the verdict back to the bank. You are the quickest 
messenger I know, and will get to Teraple Bar long before J 
can." 

Jerry had just enough forehead to knuckle, and he knuclcled 
it in acknowledgraent of this communication and a shiUing. 
Mr. Carton came up at the moment, and touched Mr. Lorry 
on the arm. 

'̂  How is the young lady ? " 
' 'She is greatly distressed; but her father is comforting 

her, and she feels the better for being out of court.'* 
'^I'il tell the prisoner so. I t won't do for a respectable 

bank gentieraan like you, to be seen speaking to hira publicly, 
vou know.^^ 

Mr. Lorry reddened as if he were conscious of having 
debated the point in his raind, and Mr. Carton raade his way 
to the outside of the bar. The way out of court lay in that 
direction, and Jerry followed him, all eyes, ears, and spikes. 

"Mr. Darnay!" 
The p'̂ îsoner came forward directly. 
' 'You will naturally be anxious to hear of the witness, 

Miss Manette. She will do very well. You have seen the 
worst of her agitation.'' 

* Î am deeply sorry to have been the cause of ît. Could 
you tell her so for me, with my fervent acknowledgments ? " 

"Yes, I could. I will, if you ask it.'* 
Mr Carton^s manner was so careless as to be almost \JU 
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áolent. He stood, half turned from the prisoner, lounging 
with his elbow against the bar. 

* Î do ask it. Accept my cordial thanks." 
^^What," said Carton, still only half turned towards him, 

^Mo you expect, Mr. Darnay?" 
^^The worst." 
^^lt's the wisest thing to expect, and the likeliest. But 

I think their withdrawing is in your favour." 
Loitering on the way out of court not being allowed, Jerry 

heard no more : but left them — so like each other infeature, 
so unlike each other in manner — standing side by side, both 
reflected in the glass above them. 

An hour and a half limped heavily away in the thief-and-
rascal crowded passages below, even though assisted off with 
mutton pies and ale. The hoarse messenger, uncomfortably 
seated on a form after taking that refection, had dropped into 
a doze, when a loud murmur and a rapid tide of peopie setting 
up the stairs that led to the court, carried hira along with 
them. 

^^Jerry! Jer ry! ' ' Mr. Lorry was already calling at the 
door when he got there. 

^^Here, sir! I t 's a fight to get back again. Here I am, 
s i r ! " 

Mr. Lorry handed him a paper through the tlirong. 
^^Quick! Have you got i t ? ' ' 

^^Yes, sir." 
Hastily written on the paper was the word ^^ACQUITTED.' 
^ l̂f you had sent the message, ^RecalIed to Life,^ again,' 

muttered Jerry, as he turned, ^ Î should have known what 
you meant, this t ime." 

He had no opportunity of sayîng, or so much as thinking, 
anything eise, until he was clear of the Old Bailey; for, the 
crowd came pouring out with a vehemence that nearly took 
him off his legs, and a loud buzz swept into the street as if 
the baffled blue-flies were dispersing in search of other 
carrion. 
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CHAPTER IV 

CONGRATULATORY 

FROM the dîmly-lighted passages of the court, the last 
sediment of the human stew that had been boiling there all 
day, was straining off, when Doctor Manette, Lucie Manette, 
his daughter, Mr. Lorry, the solicitor for the defence, and its 
counsel, Mr. Stryver, stood gathered round Mr. Charles 
Darnay — just released — congratulating hira on his escape 
from death. 

I t would have been difficult by a far brighter light, to 
recognise in Doctor Manette, intellectual of face and upright 
of bearing, the shoeraaker of the garret in Paris. Yet, no one 
could have looked at hira twice, without looking again: even 
though the opportunity of observation had not extended to 
the raournful cadence of his low grave voice, and to the 
abstraction that overclouded hira fitfully, without any ap-
parent reason. While one external cause, and that a reference 
to his long Hngering agony, would always — as on the trial — 
evoke this condition from the depths of his soul, it was alŝ o 
in its nature to arise of itself, and to draw a gloom over him, 
as incoraprehensible to those unacquainted with his story 
as if they had seen the shadow of the actual BastiUe*^ thrown 
upon hira by a summer sun, when the substance was three 
hundred miles away. 

Only his daughter had the power of charming this black 
brooding from his mind. She was the golden thread that 
united him to a Past beyond his misery, and to a Present 
beyond his misery: and the sound of her voice, the light of 
her face, the touch of her hand, had a strong beneficial 
influence with him almost always. Not absoluteiy always, 
for she could recall some occasions on which her power had 
failed; but they were few and slight, and she believed them 
over. 

Mr. Darnay had kîssed her hand fervently and gratefully 
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and had turned to Mr. Stryver, whom he warraly thanked 
Mr. Stryver, a man of little more than thirty, but looking 
twenty years oider than he was, stout, loud, red, bluff, and 
free from any drawback of deiicacy, had a pushing way of 
shouidering himseif (moraiiy and physicaUy) into com-
panies and conversations, tliat argued weli for his shoulder 
ing his way up in hfe. 

He stiii had his wig and gown on, and he said, squaring 
himseif at his late client to that degree that be squeezed the 
innocent Mr. Lorry ciean out of the group: ^̂ I am glad to 
have brought ŷ ou off with honour, Mr. Darnay. t was an 
infamous prosecution, grossly infamous; but not the )ess 
Hkeiy to succeed on that account." 

^̂  You have laid me under an obligation to you for life — in 
two senses," said his iate ciient, taking his hand. 

^ Î have done my best for you, Mr. Darnay; and my best 
îs as good as anotiier man's, I beiieve.^' 

I t clearly being incumbent on some one to say, ^'Much 
better," Mr. Lorry said i t ; perhaps not qnite disinterestedly, 
but with the interested object of squeezing himseif back again. 

^'You think s o ? " said Mr. Stryver. *'WeU! you have 
been present all day, and you ought to know. You are a 
man of business, too." 

'^ And as such," quoth Mr. Lorry, whom the counsel 
learned in the iaw had now shouldered back into the group, 
just as he had previousiy shouldered him out of it — ^'as 
such I will appeal to Doctor Manette, to break up this con-
^erence and order us all to our homes. Miss Lucie looks ill, 
Mr. Darnay has had a terrible day, we are worn out." 

^'Speak for yourseîf, Mr. Lorry,^' said Stryver; ^'I have 
a night's work to do yet. Speak for yourself." 

" I speak for myself," answered Mr. Lorry, *^and for Mr. 
Darnay, and for Miss Luc e, and Miss Lucie, do you not 
think I raay speak for us a l l ? " He asked her the question 
pointedly, and with a glance at her father. 

His face had become frozen, as it were, in a very curious 
look at Darnay: an intent look, deepening into a frown of 
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dislike and distrust, not even unmixed with fear. With thia 
strange expression on him his thoughts had wandered away* 

^^My father," said Lucie, softly laying her hand on his. 
He slowly shook the shadow off, and turned to her. 
^'Shali we go home, my father?" 
With a long breath, he answered ^^Yes." 
The friends of the acquitted prisoner had dispersed, under 

the irapression — which he had himself originated — that 
he would not be reieased that night. The lights were neariy 
all extinguished in the passages, the iron gates were being 
ciosed with a jar and a rattle, and the dismal place was 
deserted until to-morrow morning's interest of gallow^s, 
piilory, whipping-post, and branding-iron, should repeople 
it. Walking between her father and Mr. Darnay, Lucie 
Manette passed into the open air. A hackney-coach was 
called, and the father and daughter departed in it. 

Mr. Stryver had left them in the passages, to shoulder his 
way baclc to the robing-room. Another person, who had not 
joined the group, or interchanged a word with any one of 
thera, but who had been leaning against the wall where its 
shadow was darkest, had silently stroiled out after the rest, 
and had looked on until the coach drove away. He now 
stepped up to where Mr. Lorry and Mr. Darnay stood upon 
the paveraent. 

^^So, Mr- Lorry! Men of business may speak to Mr. 
Darnay now?" 

Nobod}^ had made any acknowledgraent of Mr. Carton's 
part in tíie day's proceedings; nobody had known of it- He 
was unrobed, and was none the better for it in appearance. 

^ l̂f you knew what a conflict goes on in the business raind, 
when the business mind is divided between good-natured 
impulse and business appearances, you would be amused, 
Mr. Darnay-'^ 

Mr- Lorry reddened, and said, warmly, "You have men-
tioned that before, sir. We men of business, who serve a 
House, are not our own masters. We have to think of the 
House more than ourselves-" 
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'^I know, / know," rejoined Mr. Carton, carelessiy 
^^Don't be nettled, Mr. Lorry. You are as good as another, 
I have no doubt: better, I dare say.'^ 

'^And indeed, sir," pursued Mr. Lorry, not minding him, 
^'I really don't know what you have to do with the matter. 
If you'Il excuse me, as very rauch your elder, for saying so, 
I really don't know that it is your business." 

^'Business! Bless you, / have no business," said Mr. 
Carton. 

^^lt is a pity you'have not, s r ." 
'^I think so, too." 
^ l̂f you had," pursued Mr. Lorry, '^perhaps you WOUKA 

attend to i t ." 
^^Lord love you, no! — I shouidn^t," said Mr. Carton. 
^'WeiI, s i r !" cried Mr. Lorry, thoroughiy heated by his 

indifference, '^business is a very good tbing, and a very 
respectable thing. And, sir, if business iraposes its restraints 
and its silences and impediments, Mr. Darnay as a young 
gentieman of generosity knows how to make aliowance for 
that circumstance. Mr. Darnay, good night, God bless you, 
sir! I hope you have been this day preserved for a prosper-
ous and happy life. — Chair there ! ^ " 

Perhaps a little angry with himself, as well as with the 
barrister, Mr. Lorry bustled into the chair, and was carried 
off to Tellson's. Carton, wlio smelt of port wine, and did 
not appear to be quite sober, laughed then, and turned to 
Darnay: 

^' This is a strange chance that throws you and ir.e together. 
This raust be a strange night to you, standing alone here with 
your counterpart on these street s tones?" 

^ Î hardly seem yet ," returned Charles Darnay, 'Ho belong 
to this world again." 

^' I don't wonder at i t ; it's not so long since you were pretty 
far advanced on your way to another. You speak faintly/ ' 

^̂ I begin to think I am faint." 
^^Then why the devil don't you dine? I dined, myself, 

while those r umskulls were deliberating which world you 
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should belong to — this, or some other. Let me show you 
the nearest tavern to dine well at.^' 

Drawing his arra through his own, he took him down 
Ludgate-hiII to Fleet-street, and so, up a covered way, into a 
tavern. Here, they were shown into a little room, where 
Charles Darnay was soon recruiting his strength with a 
good piain dinner and good wine: whUe Carton sat opposite 
to him at the same table, with his separate bottle of port 
before him, and his fully half-insolent manner upon him. 

'^Do you feel, yet, that you belong to this terrestrial scheme 
again, Mr. Darnay?" 

^̂ I am frightfully confused regarding time and place; but 
I am sô far mended as to feel that.'^ 

^'lt raust be an iraraense satisfaction!'* 
He said it bitterly, and filled up his glass again: which 

was a large one. 
^^As to rae, the greatest desire I have, is to forget that I 

belong to it. It has no good in it for me — except wine like 
this —" nor I for it. So we are not much alike in that par-
ticular. Indeed, I begin to think we are not much alike iii 
any particular, you and I . " 

Confused by the emotion of the day, and feeling his being 
there with this Doubie of coarse deportraent, to be like a 
dreara, Charles Darnay was at a loss how to answer; finally, 
answered not at all. 

'*Now your dinner is done," Carton presently said, "why 
de:̂ : t you call a health, Mr. Darnay; why don't you give 
your toast?'^ 

*^What health? What t oas t ? " 
"'Why, it's on the tip of your tongue. I t ought to be, it 

must be, I'il swear it's there. 
*'Miss Manette, then! 
"Miss Manette, then! 
Looking his companion full în the face while he drank the 

toast, Carton fiung his glass over his shoulder against the wallj 
where it shivered to pieces; then, rang the bell, and ordered 
ín another. 

lertî. 
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"That 's a fair young lady to hand to a coach in the dark 
Mr. Darnay!" he said, filling his new goblet. 

A shght frown and a laconic ^'Yes,'^ were the answer. 
'^That's a fair young lady to be pitied by and wept for byv 

How does it feel ? Is it worth being tried for one's life, to be 
th? object of such sympathy and compassion, Mr. Darnay?'^ 

Again Darnay answered not a word. 
•'̂ She was mightily pleased to have your message, when I 

gave it her. Not that she showed siie was pleased, but I 
suppose she was." 

The aiiusion served as a t mely reminder to Darnay that 
this disagreeable corapanion had, of his own free wili, as-
^isted hira in the strait of the day. He turned the dialogue 
to that point, and thanked him for it. 

' ' I neither want any thanics, nor raerit any," was the 
careless rejoinder. ^'lt was nothing to do, in the first place; 
and I don't know why I did it, in the second. Mr. Darnayj 
let me aslc you a question.''' 

*'Wiiiing y, and a sraali return for your good offices.'' 
*^Do you think I particuiariy like y o u ? " 
^'Really, Mr. Carton," returned tlie other, oddly discon-

certed, ^ Î have not asked myseif the question.'' 
"But ask yourseif the question now." 
'' You have acted as if you do; but I don't think you do." 
'*/ don't think I do," said Carton. ^ Î begin to have a 

uery good opinion of your understanding.' ' 
' 'Nevertheiess," pursued Darnay, rising to ring the bell, 

'* there is nothing in that, I hope, to prevent my calling the 
reckoning, and our parting without iil-biood on either side.'^ 

Carton rejoining, ^^Nothing in life!" Darnay rang. ^^Do 
vou cal the whoie reciconing?'^ said Carton. On his an-
swering in the affirmative, ^^Then bring me another pint of 
r.his same wine, drawer, and come and wake me at ten.^' 

The bill being paid, Charles Darnay rose and wished hiro 
ĵ;ood night. Without returning the wish, Carton rose too, 

with something of a threat of defiance in his manner, and 
said, ' 'A last word, Mr. Darnay: you think I am d runk?" 
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ií I think you have been drinking, Mr. Carton.'' 
^'Think? You know I have been drinking." 
'^Since I must say so, I know it." 
"Then you shall likewise know why. I am a disappo..-ited 

drudge, sir. I care for no man on earth, and no man on earth 
cares for me." 

^^Much to be regretted. You might have used your talents 
better." 

^^May be so, Mr. Darnay; may be not. Don't let your 
sober face elate you, however; you don't know what it mpŷ  
come to. Good iiight!" 

When Iie was left alone, this strange being took up a 
candle, went to a glass tliat hung against the wall, and sur-
veyed himself minuteiy in it. 

" Do you particuiarly Hke the raan?" he rauttered, at his 
own iraage: ^'why should you particularly like a raan who 
resembles you? There is ncthing in you to like; you know 
that. Ah, coníound you! What a change you have raade 
in yourself ! A good reason for taking to a raan, that he shows 
you what you have faiien away frora, and what you might 
have been! Change places with hira, and would you have 
been looked at by those blue eyes as he was, and comraiserated 
by that agitated face as he was ? Corae on, and have it out in 
plain words ! You hate the feUow." 

He resorted to his pint of wine for consolation, drank it 
all in a few minutes, and fell asleep on his arms, with his 
hair straggling over the table, and a long winding-sheet in the 
^andle dripping down upon hím. 

CHAPTER V 

THE JACKAL 

THOSE were drinking days, and most men drank hard. So 
very great is the improveraent Time has brought about in 
such habits, that a moderate statement of the quantity of 
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wine and punch which one man wouid swallow in the course 
of a night, without any detriraent to his reputation as a per-
fect gentleraan, would seera, in these days, a ridiculous 
exaggeration. The learned profession of the law was cer-
tainly not behind any other learned profession in its Bac-
chanaHan propensities; neither was Mr. Stryver, ahready 
fast shouldering his way to a iarge and lucrative practice. 
behind his corapeers in this particulai, any more than in the 
drier parts of tlie legal race. 

A favourite at the Old Bailey, and eke at the Sessions,^ 
Mr. Stryver had begun cautiously to hew away the lower 
staves of the ladder on which he mounted. Sessions and Old 
Bailey had now to suraraon their favourite, specially, to their 
longing arras; and shouldering itseif towards the visage of 
the Lord Chief Justice in the Court of King's Bench, the 
fiorid counteiiance of Mr. Stryver raight be daiiy seen. burst-
ing out of the bed of wigs, iike a great sunflower pushing its 
way at the sun from araong a rank garden-fuil of flaring 
companions. 

I t had once been noted at the Bar, that while Mr. Stryver 
was a giib man, and an unscrupuious, and a ready, and a bold, 
he had not that faculty of extracting the essence frora a heap 
of stateraents, which is araong the raosc striking and necessary 
of the advocate's accomplishments. But, a remarkable 
improveraent carae upon him as to this. Tlie raore business 
he got, the greater his power seemed to grow of getting at its 
pith and marrow; and however late at night he sat carousing 
with Sydney Carton, he always had his points at his fingers' 
ends in the raorning. 

Sydney Carton, idlest and most unpromising of men, was 
Stryver's great ally. What the two drank together, betwee i 
Hiiary Term and Michaelraas,*^ might have floated a king's 
ship. Stryver never had a case in hand, anywhere, but Car-
ton was there, with his hands in his pockets, staring at the 
ceiling of the court; they went the sarae Circuit, and even 
there they prolonged their usual orgies late into the night, 
and Carton was ruraoured to be seen at broad day, going 
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home stealthily and unsteadily to his lodgings, -;ke a dissi* 
pated cat. At last, it began to get about, araong such as 
were interested in the raatter, that although Sydney Carton 
would never be a lion, he was an araazingly good jackal, and 
that he rendered suit and service to Stryver in that hurabie 
capacity. 

*^Ten o'clock, sir," said the raan at the tavern, whom he 
had charged to wake hira — '^ten o'clock, sir." 

"What's the ma t t e r?" 
^^Ten c'clock, sir." 
^^What do you mean? Ten o'clock at n igh t?" 
'^Yes, sir. Your honour told rae to call you." 
'^Ohî I reraember. Very well, very well." 
After a few dull efforts to get to sleep again, which the man 

dexterously combated by stirring tlie fire continuously for 
five minutes, he got up, tossed his hat on, and walked out. 
He turned into the Temple, and, having revived himself by 
twice pacing the paveraents of King's Bench-walk and Paper-
buildings, turned into the Stryver charabers. 

The Stryver clerk, who never assisted at these conferences, 
had gone horae, and the Stryver principal opened the door. 
He had his slippers on, and a loose bed-gown, and his throat 
was bare for his greater ease- He had that rather wild, 
strained, seared raarking about the eyes, which raay be ob-
served in all free livers of his class, frora the portrait of 
Jeffries*^ downward, and which can be traced, under various 
disguises cf Art, through the portraits of every Drinking 
Age-

^^You are a little late, Meraory," said Stryver. 
^^About the usual tirae; it raay be a quarter of an hour 

Íater." 
They went into a dingy room lined with books and littered 

with papers, where there was a blazing fire. A kettle steamed 
upon the hob, and in the midst of the wreck of papers a 
table shone, with plenty of wine upon it, and brandy, and 
rum, and sugar, and lemons. 

"You have had your bottle, I perceive, Sydney.' ' 
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^^Two to-night, I think. I have been dining with the day'a 
client; or seeing him dine — it's ali one !" 

' 'That was a rare point, Sydney, that you brought to bear 
upon the identification. How did you come by i t? When 
did it strike y o u ? " 

'' I thought he was rather a handsome fellow, and I thought 
I should have been much the same sort of feiiow, if I had had 
any luck." 

Mr. Stryver laughed tiil he shook his precocious paunch. 
' 'You and your luck, Sydney ! Get to work, get to work." 
SuIIenly enough, the jackal loosened his dress, went into an 

adjoining room, and came back with a large jug of cold water, 
a basin, and a towel or two. Steeping tbe towels in the water, 
and partially wringing them out, he folded them on his head 
in a manner hideous to bebold, sat down at the table, and 
said, ^'Now I ara ready! ' ' 

' 'Not much boiiing down to be done to-night^ Memory,'^ 
said Mr. Stryver, gaily ,̂ as he looked among his papers. 

^^How much?" 
^'Only two setc of them." 
^'Gîve me the worst first.^' 
^'There they are, Sydney. Fire away!'^ 
The lion then coraposed hiraself on his back on a. sofa on one 

sîde of the drinking-table, while the jackai sat at his own 
paper-bestrewn table proper^ on the other side of it, with 
the bottles and glasses ready to his hand. Both resorted toi 
the drinking-table without stint, but each in a different way; 
the lion for the most part reclining with his hands in his waist-
band, looking at the fire, or occasionaily flirting with sorae 
lighter document; the jackal, with knitted brows and intent 
face, so deep in his taslc, that his eyes did not even foliow the 
hand he stretched out for his glass — which often groped 
about, for a rainute or more, before it found the giass for hi 
lips. Two or three times, the matter in hand became so 
knotty, that the jackal found it imperative on him to get up, 
and steep his toweis anew. From these piigriraages to the 
iug and basin, he ^eturned with such eccentricities of darap 
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áead-gpar as no words can describe; which were raade the 
more ludicrous by his anxious gravity. 

At length the jackal had got together a compact repast for 
the lion, and proceeded to offer it to him. Tlie lion took it 
with care and caution, made his selections from it, and his 
reraarks upon it, and tlie jackal assisted both. When the 
repast was fuily discussed, tiie lion put his hands in his waist-
band again, and lay down to raeditate. The jackal then 
invigorated hiraself with a buraper for his throttle and a 
fresh application to his head, and applied hiraself to tlie col-
lection of a second raeai; this was adrainistered to the lion 
in the same manner, and was not disposed of until the clocks 
struck three in the raorning. 

' 'And now we have done, Sydney, fill a buraper of punch," 
said Mr. Stryver. 

The jackal reraoved the towels frora his head, which had 
been stearaing again, shook hiraself, yawned, shivered, and 
c-oraplied. 

^^You were very sound, Sydney, in the raatter of those 
crown witnesses to-day. Every question told." 

'^I always ara sound; ara I n o t ? " 
^ Î don't gainsay it. What has roughened your teraper? 

Put sorae punch to it and sraooth it again." 
With a deprecatory grunt, the jackal again complied. 
^^The old Sydney Carton of old Shrewsbury School,'* said 

Stryver, nodding his head over him as he reviewed him in the 
present and the past, ' ' the old seesaw Sydney. Up one 
minute and down the next; now in spirits and now in dcfcxpon-
dency!" 

' ' A h ! " returned the other, sighing: "yes ! The sarae 
Sydney, with the sarae luck. Even then, I did exercLses for 
other boys, and seldora did my own." 

' 'And why n o t ? " 
"God knows- I t was my way, I suppose." 
He sat, with his hands in his pockets and his legs stretched 

out before him, looking at the fire. 
^'Carton," said his friend, squaring himself at him with a 
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bullying air, as if tiie fire-grate had been the furnace în whích 
sustained endeavour was forged, and the one delicate thing to 
be done f^r the old Sydney Carton of old Shrewsbury School 
was to shoulder him into it, ^'your way is, and always was, a 
larae way. You summon no energy and purpose. Look at 
me.' ' 

' 'Oh, botheration!" returned Sydney, with a lighter and 
Tiore good-humoured laugh, '^don't you be moral!" 

'^How have I do^ie what I have done?" said Stryver; 
'how do I do what I d o ? " 

'' Partly through paying rae to help you, I supposCe But 
it's not worth your while to apostrophise rae, or the air, about 
i t ; what you want to do, you do. You were always in the 
front rank, and I was always behind." 

^*I had to get into the front rank; I was not born there, 
w a s l ? " 

^'I was not present at the cereraony; but ray opinîon is 
you were," said Carton. At this, he laughed again, and they 
both laughed. 

^'Before Shrewsbury, and at Shrewsbury, and ever sînce 
Shrewsbury," pursued Carton, ^^you have fallen into your 
rank, and I liave fallen into mine. Even when we were fel-
low-students in the Student-Quarter of Paris, picking up 
French, and French law, and other French crurabs that we 
didn't get much good of, you were always somewhere, and I 
was always — nowhere." 

' 'And whose fault was t h a t ? " 
*̂  Upon my soul, I ara not sure that ît was not yours. You 

pvere always driving and riving and siiouldering and pôssiî?g. 
to that restless degree that I had no chance for n>y life but 
in rust and repose. I t ' s a glooray thing, howeveA\ m fcal 
about one's own past, with the day breaking. Urri me in 
sorae other direction before I go." 

*̂ WeU then! Pledge rae to the pretty wîtness,*^ said 
Stryver, holding up his glass. " Are you turned in a pleasant 
direction?" 

Apparently not, for be becarae gloorav agaîn. 
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' 'Pretty wîtness," he rauttered, looking down into hís 
glass. ^̂ I have had enough of witnesses to-day and to-nightj 
who's your pretty witness?" 

"The picturesque doctor's daughter, Miss Manette.'' 
''She pret ty?" 
" I s s h e n o t ? " 
"No." 
'^Why, man alive, she was the admiration of the whole 

Court!" 
^^Rot the admiration of the whole Court! Who made the 

OldBaiIeyajudgeof beauty? Shewasa golden-haired doll!" 
"Do you know, Sydney," said Mr. Stryver, looking at him 

with sharp eyes, ana sJowly drawing a hand across his florid 
face: ^̂ do you Icnow, I rather thought, at the tirae, that you 
syrapathised with the golden-haired doll, and were quick to 
see v/hat happened to the golden-haired doll?" 

"Quick to see what happened! If a girl, doll or no doU, 
swoons within a yard or two of a man's nose. he can see ît 
without a perspective-glass. I pledge you, but I deny the 
beauty. And now I'II haveno more drink; I'II get to bed." 

When his host followed him out on the staircase with a 
candle, to light him down the stairs, the day was coldly 
looking in through its grimy windows. When he got out of 
the house, the air was cold and sad, the duil sky overcast, 
the river dark and dim, the whole scene like a lifeless desert. 
And wreaths of dust were spinning round and round before 
the raorning biast, as if the desert-sand had risen far away, 
and the first spray of it in its advance had begun to over-
whelra the city. 

Waste forces within hira, and a desert all around, thís 
man stood still on his way across a silent terrace, and saw for 
a moment, lying in the wilderness before him, a rairage of 
honourable arabition, self-denial, and perseverance. In the 
fair city of this vision, thece were airy galleries frora which 
the loves and graces looked upon hira, gardens in which the 
fruits of life hung ripening, waters of Hope that sparkled ín 
his sight. A moment, and ît was gone. Clirabing to a higb 
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^haraber in a well of houses, he threw hiraself down în hîj 
cîothes on a neglected bed, and its pillow was wet with wasted 
tears. 

Sadly, sadly, the sun rose; it rose upon no sadder sight 
than the man of good abilities and good emotions, incapabie 
of their directed exercise, incapable of his own help and his 
jwn happiness, sensible of the blight on him^ and resigning 
himself to let it eat him away. 

CHAPTER VI 

HUNDREDS OF PEOPLE 

T H E quiet lodgings of Doctor Manette were în a quiet 
street-corner not far from Soho-square.° On the afternoon 
of a certain fine Sunday when tlie waves of four months had 
rolled over the trial for treason, and carried it, as to the public 
interest and raemory, far out to sea, Mr. Jarvis Lorry waliced 
along the sunny streets from ClerkenwelP where he lived, on 
his way to dine with the Doctor. After several reiapses into 
business-absorption, Mr. Lorry liad become the Doctor's 
friend, and the quiet street-corner was the sunny part of his 
Hfe, 

On this certain fine Sunday, Mr. Lorry walked tov/ards 
Soho, early in the afternoon, for three reasons of habit. 
Firstly, because, on fine Sundays, he often walked out, before 
diiiner, with the Doctor and Lucie; secondly, because, on 
unfavourabie Sundays, he was accustoraed to be with thera 
as the famUy friend, talking, reading, looking out of window, 
and generally getting through the day; thirdly, because he 
happened to have his own little shrewd doubts to solve, and 
knew Iiow the ways of the Doctor's household pointed to that 
time as a likely time for solving them. 

A quainter corner than the corner where the Doctor lived, 
was not to be found in London. There was no way through it, 



A TALE OF TWO CITIES 97 

dnd the front windows of the Doctor's lodgings comraanded a 
pleasant little vista of street that had a congenial air of retire-
ment on it. There were few buildings then, north of the 
Oxford-road, and forest-trees flourished, and wild flowers 
grew, and the hawthorn blossomed, in the now vanished 
fields. As a consequ'^nce, country airs círculated in Soho 
with vigorous freedom, instead of languishing into the parish 
Hke stray paupers without a settlement; and there was raany 
a good south wall, iiot far off, on which the peaches ripened 
in their season. 

The suramer light struck into tlie corner briliiantly in the 
earher part of the day; but, when the streets grew hot, the 
corner was in shadov/, though not in shadow so reraote but 
that you could see beyond it into a glare of brightness. It 
was a cool spot, staid but cheerful, a wonderful place for 
echoes, and a very harbour frora the raging streets. 

There ought to have been a tranquil bark in such an an-
chorage, and there was. The Doctor occupied two floors of a 
large still house, where several cailings purported to be pur-
sued by day, but whereof iittie was audibie any day, and which 
was shunned by all of thera at night. In a building at the 
back, attainable by a court-yard where a plane-tree rustled 
its green leaves, church-organs clairaed to be raade, and 
silver to be chased, and likewise gold to be beaten by sorae 
raysterious giant who had a golden arra starting out of the 
wall of the front hall — as if he had beaten hiraself precious, 
and raenaced a sirailar conversion of all visitors. Very little 
of these trades, or of a lonely lodger ruraoured to live upstairs, 
or of a dira coach-triraraing raaker asserted to have a count-
ing-house below, was ever heard or seen. Occasionally, a 
stray workraan putting his coat on, traversed the hall, or a 
stranger peered about there, or a distant clink was heard 
across the court-yard, or a thump frora the golden gianto 
These, however, were only the exceptions required to prove 
fche rule that the sparrows in the plane-tree behind the house, 
and the echoes in the corner before it, had their own way 
from Sunday morning unto Saturday night. 
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Doctor Manette received such patients here as his o í 
reputation, and its revival iii the floating whispers of his 
story, brought hira. His scientific knowledge, and his 
vigilance aiid skill in conducting ingenious experiraents, 
brought hira otherwise into moderate request, and he earned 
as much as he wanted. 

These tiiings were within Mr. Jarvis Lorry^s knowledge, 
thoughts, and notice, when he rang the door-bell of the tran* 
quil house in the corner, on the fine Sunday afternoon. 

"Doctor Manette at home?"' 
Expected home-
*'Miss Lucie at home? ' ' 
Expected horae. 
"Miss Pross at home?'^ 
Possibly at home, but of a certainty îrapossîble for hand-

maid to anticipate intentions of Miss Pross, as to admission 
or denial of the fact. 

*^As I am at home myseif,'* said Mr. Lorry, ^̂ Î U go up-
stairs." 

Although the Doctor's daughter had known nothing of 
the country of her birth, she appeared to have innately 
derived from it that ability to make rauch of little means, 
which is one of its most useful and most agreeable character-
istics. Simple as the furniture was, it was set off by so many 
little adornraents, of iio vaiue but for their taste and fancy, 
that its effect was delightful. The disposition of everything 
in the rooras, from tiie largest object to the least; tiie arrange-
ment of colours, the elegant variety and contrast obtained 
by thrift in trifles, by deiicate hands, clear eyes, and good 
sense; were at once so pleasant in theraselves, and so ex-
pressive of tiieir originator, that, as Mr. Lorry stood looking 
about Iiim, the very chairs and tabies seemed to ask him, 
with something of that peculiar expression which he knew 
so well by this time, whether he approved? 

There were tiiree rooms on a floor, and, the doors by which 
fchey coraraunicated being put open that the air might pass 
freely through tliem all, Mr. Lorry^ smilingly observant ol 
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that fanciful resemblance which he detected aU around him, 
walked from one to another. Thc first was the best roora, and 
in it were Lucie's birds, and flowers, and books, and desk, and 
work-table, and box of water-colours; the second was the 
Doctor's consulting-roora, used also as the dining-roora; the 
third, changingly speckied by the rustie of the plane-tree in 
the yard, was tlie Doctor's bed-roora, and there, in a corner, 
stood the disused shoeraaker's bench and tray of tools, rauch 
as it had stood on the fifth floor of the dismal house by the 
wine-shop, in the suburb of Saint Antoine in Paris. 

* Î wonder," said Mr. Lorry, pausing in his looking about, 
*Hhat he keeps that reminder of his sufferings about h i ra!" 

'̂  And why wonder at t h a t ? " was the abrupt inquiry that 
made him start. 

I t proceeded frora Miss Pross, the wild red woraan, strong 
of hand, whose acquaintance he had first made at the Royal 
George Hotel at Dover, and had since improved. 

^ Î should have thought " Mr. Lorry began. 
*^Pooh! You'd have thought!" said Miss Pross; and 

Mr. Lorry left off. 
'^How do you d o ? " înquired that lady then — sharply, 

and yet as if to express that she bore him no malice. 
" I ara pretty well, I thank you," answered Mr. Lorry, 

with meekness; "how are y o u ? " 
^'Nothing to boast of," said Miss Pross. 
^andeed?" 
" A h ! indeed!" said Miss Pross. " I am very much put 

out about my Ladybird." 
" I n d e e d ? " 
"For gracious sake say something else besîdes ' indeed/ 

or you'II fidget me to death," said Miss Pross: whose char-
acter (dissociated frora stature) was shortness. 

"Really, t h e n ? " said Mr. Lorry, as an amendment. 
'^RealIy, is bad enough," returned Miss Pross, "but better. 

Yes, I am very much put out.^' 
"May I ask the cause?" 
"I don't want dozens of people who are not at aU worthy 
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of Ladybird, to come here looking after her,*' saíd Mîs& 
Pross. 

'^ Do dozens come for that purpose?^* 
"Hundreds," said Miss Pross. 
I t was characteristic of this lady (as of some other people 

before her time and since) that whenever her original propo-
sition was questioned, she exaggerated it. 

^^Dear me !" said Mr. Lorry, as the safest remark he could 
thiiik of. 

'^I Iiave lived with the dariing — or the dariing has lived 
with me, and paid rae for i t ; which she certainly should 
iiever have done, you may take your affidavit, if I could 
have afforded to lceep either myself or her for nothing — 
since she was ten years oid. And it's reaily very hard," 
saici Miss Pross. 

Not seeing with precision what was very hard, Mr. Lorry 
shook his head; using that important part of himself as a sort 
of fairy cloalc that wouid fit anything. 

'̂  Ail sorts of people who are not in the least degree wbrtliy 
of the pet, are always turning up ," said Miss Pross. '' Wlien 
you began it " 

''I began it, Miss Pross?" 
^^Didn't you? Who brought her father to Hfe?^* 
"Oh ! If that was beginning it " said Mr. Lorry. 
*^It wasn't ending it, I suppose ? I say, when you began it, 

it was hard enough; not that I have any fauit to find witii 
Doctor Manette, except that he is not worthy of such a 
daugiiter, wiiich is no imputation on hira, for it was not to be 
expected that anybody shouid be, under any circumstances. 
But it realiy is doubly and trebly hard to have crowds and 
multitudes of peopie turning up after hira (I could have 
forgiven him), to take Ladybird's affections away from me." 

Mr. Lorry knew Miss Pross to be very jealous, but be aiso 
knew her by this tirae to be, beneath the service of her eccen-
tricity, one of those unseifish creatures — found oniy among 
women — who will, for pure love and adrairation, bind tliem-
selves willing slaves, to youth when they have lost it, to beauty 
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that thej^ never had, to accomplishraents that they were never 
fortunate enough to gain, to bright hopes that never shone 
upon their own sombre lives. He knew enough of the world to 
know that there is nothing in it better than the faithful service 
of the heart; so rendered and so free from any mercenary 
taint, he had such an exaited respect for it, that in the retribu-
tive arrangements made by his own mind — we all make 
such arrangements, more or less — he stationed Miss Pross 
much nearer to the lower Angels than many ladies irameasur-
ably better got up both by Nature and Art, who bad balances 
at Teilson's. 

^^There never was, nor wîil be, but one raan worthy of 
Ladybird," said Miss Pross; '^and that was my brother 
Solomon, if he hadn't made a mistake in hfe." 

Here again : Mr. Lorry's inquiries into Miss Pross's personal 
history had estabhshed the fact that her brother Solomon 
was a heartless scoundrel who had stripped her of everything 
she possessed, as a stake to speculate with, and had abandoned 
her in her poverty for evermore, with no touch of compunc-
tion. Miss Pross's fidehty of belief in Solomon (deducting a 
mere trifle for this slight mistake) was quite a serious matter 
with Mr. Lorry, and had its weight in his good opinion of her. 

^^As we happen to be alone for the moment, and are both 
people of business,'^ he said, when they had got back tothe 
drawing-room and had sat down there in friendly reiations, 
^^let me ask you — does the Doctor, in talking with Lucie, 
never refer to the shoemaking time, y e t ? " 

"Never." 
'̂  And yet keeps that bench and those tools beside him ? " 
" A h ! " returned Miss Pross, shaking her head. "Bu t I 

don^t say he don't refer to it within himself. 
"Do you beheve that he thinks of it much? 
" I do," said Miss Pross. 
'^Do you imagine " Mr. Lorry had begun, when Miss 

Pross took him up short with: 
^^Never imagine anything. Have no iraagination at 

aU." 

9> 

9f 
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" I stand corrected; do you suppose — you go so far as tt 
suppose, sometiraes?" 

^^Now and then," said Miss Pross. 
•̂ D̂o you suppose," Mr, Lorry went on, with a laughing 

tw?nkle in his bright eye, as it looked kindly at her, *Hhat 
Doctor Manette has any theory of his own, preserved through 
all those years, reb .-ve to the cause of his being so oppressed; 
perhapSj cven to tne name of his oppressor?" 

^̂ I don^t suppose anything about it but v/hat Ladybird 
tells rae-" 

^^And that is ? " 
^^That she thinks he has." 
^^Now don't be angry at my asking all these questions; 

because am a mere duU man of business, and you are a 
woman of business." 

^'DuII?" Miss Pross inquired, with placidity. 
Rather wishing his modest adjective away, Mr. Lorry 

repHed, '^No, no, no. Surely not. To return to business: — 
îs it not remarkable that Doctor Manette, unquestionably 
înnocent of any crime as we are all well assured he is, should 
never touch upon that question? I wiil not say with me, 
though he had business relations with me raany years ago, and 
we are now intiraate; I will say with the fair daughter to 
whom he is so devotedly attached, and who is so devotedly 
attached to him? Believe me, Miss Pross, I don't approach 
the topic w:th you, out of curiosity, but out of zeaious in-
terest." 

^^Welî! To the best of my understanding, and bad's the 
Dest, you^II tell me," said Miss Pross, softened by the tone oí 
the apology. ^̂ he is afraid of the whole subject.^' 

^'Afraidr' 
" It^s plain enough, I should think, why he may be. It 's a 

dreadful reraembrance. Besides that, his loss of himself 
grew out of it. Not knowing how he lost hiraself, or how he 
recovered himself, he may never feel certain of not losing 
himself again. That alon-s wouldn't ma.ke the subject 
DÎeasant, I should think. ' 99 
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It was a profounder remark than Mr. Lorry had looked for. 
*True,'' said he, ^^and fearful to reflect upon. Yet, a doubt 
lurks in my mind, Miss Pross, whether it is good for Doctor 
Manette to have that suppression always shut up within him. 
Indeed, it is this doubt and the uneasiness it sometimes 
causes me that has led me to our present confidence." 

^Can't be helped," said Miss Pross, shaking her head. 
''Touch that string, and he instantly changes for the worse. 
Better leave it alone. In short, must leave it alone, Hke or 
no like. Sometimes, he gets up in the dead of the night, and 
will be heard, by us overhead there, walking up and down, 
walking up and down, in his room. Ladybird has learnt to know 
then that his mind is walking up and down, walking up and 
down, in his old prison. She hurries to him, and they go on to-
gether, wa king up and down, waiking up and down, until he is 
composed. But he never says a word of the true reason of 
his restlessness, to her, and she finds ifc best not to hint at it 
to him. In silence they go walking up and down together, 
walking up and down together, tili her love and company 
have brought him tc himself." 

Notwithstanchag Miss Pross's denial of her owra imagina-
tion, there was a perception of the pain of being monotonously 
haunted by one sad idea, in her repetition of the phrase, 
walking up and down, which testified to her possessing such a 
thing. 

The corner has been mentioned as a wonderful corner for 
echoes; it had begun to echo so resoundingly to the tread of 
coming feet, that it seemed as though the very mention of that 
weary pacing to and fro had set it going. 

"Here they are!" said Miss Pross, rising to break up the 
conference; ^'and now we shall have hundreds of people 
pretty soon!" 

It was such a curious corner în its acoustical properties, 
such a peculiar Ear of a place, that as Mr. Lorry stood at the 
open window, looking for the father and daughter whose steps 
he heard, he fancied they would never approach. Not only 
would the echoes die away, as though the steps had goneí 
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but, echoes of other steps that never came would be heard ia 
theiî' stead, and would die away for good when they seeméd 
close at hand. However, father and daughter did at last 
appear, and Miss Pross was ready at the street door to receîve 
them. 

Miss Pross was a pleasant sight, albeit wild, and red, and 
grim, taking off her darling's bonnet when she came up-stairs, 
and touching it up with the ends of her handkerchief, and 
blowing the dust off it, and folding her mantie ready for laying 
by, and smoothing her rich hair with as much pride as she 
could possibly have taken in her own hair if she iiad been the 
vamest and iiandsomest of women. Her darling was a pleas-
ant sîgtit too, embracing her and thanking her, and protesting 
against her taking so much trouble for her — which last she 
only dared to dc playfully, or Miss Pross, sorely hurt, would 
have retired to hei own chamber and criedo The Doctor was 
D. pîeasant sight too, iooking on at thera, and telHng Miss 
Pross how she spoiit IjUi:?ie, in accents and with eyes that had 
as rauch spoiling in thenri as Miss Pross had, and would have 
had more if it w êre possií:>-̂ e Mr. Lorry was a pleasant sight 
too, beaming at all this in h s littie v/ig; and thanking his 
bacheîor stars for heving Hghted him in his declining years 
to a Home. But, no Hundreds of people came to see the 
sights, and Mr. Lorry looked L: vain for the fulfilraent oî 
Miss Pross's prediction. 

Dinner-time. and stiU no Huirireds of people. In the ar-
rangements cir the little househoid. Miss Pross took charge 
of the lower regions, and alwaysacqu.tted herself marvellously. 
Her dinners, of a very modest quality, were so well cooked aod 
so well served, and so neat in their i^ontrivances, half English 
and half French, that nothing could be better. Miss Pross's 
friendship being of the thoroughiy practicaî kind, she had 
ravaged Soho and the adjacent provinces, in search of im-
poverished French, who, tempted by shillings and haîf-
crowns, wouîd impart cuHnary mysteries to her. From these 
decayed sons and daughters of Gaul, she had acquired such 
wonderfuî arts, that the woman and girl who formed 
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sfcaff of domestics regarded her as quite a Sorceress, or Cin-
derella's Godmother: who would send out for a fowl, a rabbiL 
a /egetable or two from the garden, and change them into 
.irLything she pleased. 

On Sundays, Miss Pross dined at the Doctor^s table, but on 
other days persisted in taking her meals at unkrcwn periods, 
either in the lower regions, or in her own room on the second 
floor — a blue chamber, to which no one but her Ladybird 
ever gained admittance, On this occasion, Miss Pross, 
responding to Ladybird's pleasant face aiid pleasant efforts 
to please her, unbent exceedingly; so the dinner v/as very 
pleasant, too. 

It was an oppressive dayj and, after dinner, Lucie pro-
posed that the whne should be carried out under tlie plane-
tiee, and they should sit there in the air. As everything 
turned upcn her, and revolved about her, they went out under 
the plane-tree, and she carried tlie wine down icr the speciai 
benefit of Mr. Lorryo She had instalied hersclf, some time 
before, as Mr. Lorry's cup-bearer; and while they sat under 
the plane-tree, talking, slie kept his glass replenished. l\îys-
terious backs and ends of houses peeped at thera as tbey 
talked, and the plane-tree whispered to thera in its ownway 
above their heads. 

StiII, the Hundreds of people did not present theraseives. 
Mr. Darnay presented himself whiic they were sitting undp:' 
the p ane-tree, but he was only One. 

Doctor Manette received him kindly, and sc did Lucie 
But Miss Pross suddenly becarae afflicted with a twitching 
in the head and body, and retired into the house. She wa^ 
not unfrequently the victira of this disorder, and she called it> 
in familiar conversation, ^̂ a fit of the jerks." 

The Doctor was in his best condition, and looked specially 
young. The reseniblance between hirn and Lucie was very 
strong at such times, and as they sat side by side, she leaning 
on his shoulder, and he resting his arm on the back of her 
chair, it was veiy agreeable to trace the likeness. 

He had been talking aU day, on many subjects, and witb 
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unusual vivacity. ^^Pray, Doctor Manette," said Mr. Dar-
nay, as they sat under the plane-tree — and he said it in the 
natural pursuit of the topic in hand, which happened to be 
the old buildings of Loiidon — *^have you seen much of the 
Tower?" 

**Lucie and i have been there; but only casually. We 
have seen enough of it, to know that it teems with interest; 
Httle more/^ 

'* / have been there, as you remember," said Darnay, with a 
smile, though reddening a little angriiy, " in another char-
acter, and not in a charaeter that gives facilities for seeing 
much of it. They told me a curious thing when I was 
there." 

"What was t h a t ? " Lucie asked. 
'^ln malcing sorae alterations, the workmen carae upon 

an old dungeon, which had been, for raany years, built up 
and forgotten. Every stone of its inner wall was covered 
by inscriptions which had been carved by prisoners — dates, 
names, complaints, and prayers. Upon a corner stone in an 
angle of the waU, one prisoner, who seemed to have gone to 
execution, had cut as his last work, three letters. They were 
done with some very poor instruraent, and hurriedly, with 
an unsteady hand. At first, they were read as D. I. C.; but, 
on being raore carefuily examined, the iast letter-was found to 
be G. There was no record or legend of any prisoner with 
those initials, and many fruitless guesses were made what 
the narae couid have been. At length, it was suggested that 
the letters were not initials, but the corapiete word, DIG. 
The floor was exarained very carefuliy under the inscription, 
and, in the eartli beneath a stone, or tile, or sorae fragment 
of paving, were found the ashes of a paper, mingled with the 
ashes of a small leathern case or bag. What the unknown 
prisoner iiad written will never be read, but he had written 
soraething, and bidden it away to keep it from the gaoler." 

^'My father," exclairaed Lucie, **you are i l l !" 
He had suddenly started up, with his hand to his b^^ad 

His manner and his look cuite terrified thera alL 
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'̂  No, my dear, not iU. There are large drops of rain faUing, 
and they made me start. We had better go in." 

He recovered himself almost instantly. Rain was really fall-
ing in large drops, and he showed the back of his hand with 
rain-drops on it. 3ut, he said not a single word in reference 
to the discovery that had been told of, and, as they went into 
the house, the business eye of Mr. Lorry either detected, 
or fancied it detected, on his face, as it turned towards 
Cliaries Darnay, the same singular look that had been upon 
it when it turned towards hira iii the passages of the Court 
House. 

He recovered himself so quickly, however, that Mr. Lorry 
had doubts of his business eye. The arm of the golden giant 
in the hall was not raore steady than he was, when he stopped 
under it to remark to them that he was not yet proof against 
slight surprises (if he ever woiUd be), and that the rain had 
startled him. 

Tea-time, and Miss Pross making tea, with another fit of 
the jerks upon her, and yet no Hundreds of people. Mr. 
Carton had lounged in, but he made only Two. 

The night was so very sultry, that although they sat with 
doors and windows open, they were ovarpowered by heat. 
When the tea-table was done with, they all moved to one of 
the windows,,and looked out into the heavy twilight. Lucie 
sat by her father; Darnay sat beside her; Carton leaned 
against a window. The curtains were long and white, and 
some of the thunder-gusts that whirled into the corner, 
caught them up to the ceiHng, and waved them like spectral 
wings. 

'"The rain-drops are still falHng, large, heavy, and few,' 
said Doctor Manette. " I t comes slowly." 

" I t comes surely," said Carton. 
They spoke low, as people watch ng and waitingmostly 

do; as peopie in a dark room, watcíung and waiting for 
Lightning, always do. 

There was a great hurry in the streets of people speeding 
away to get shelter before the storm broke; the wonderfid 
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corner for echoes resounded with the echoes of footstep^ 
coming and going, yet not a footstep was there. 

^'A multitude of people, and yet a solitude !" said Darnay, 
w^hen they had hstened for a whiie. 

'' Is it not impressive, Mr. Darnay ? " aslced Lucie. *̂  Some 
tiraes, I bave sat here of an evening, until I have fancied — 
but even the shade of a fooiish fancy makes me shudder to-
niglit, wheii ali is so biack and solemn " 

'*Let us siiudder too. We raay know what it is ." 
" I t wili seera nothing to you. Such whims are oiily ira-

pressive as we originate tbem, I tbink; tbey are not to be 
coramunicated. I have sometiraes sat alone here of an 
evening, listening, until I have raade the echoes out to be the 
echoes of ail the footsteps that are coraing by-and-bye into 
our iives.'^ 

' 'There is a great crowd coraing one day into our lives, if 
that be so," Sydney Carton struck in, in iiis moody way. 

The footsteps were incessant, and the hurry of them be-
came more and more rapid. The corner echoed and re-echoed 
with the tread of feet; some, as it seemed, under the windows: 
sorae, as it seeraed, in the roora; some coraing, some going, 
sorae breaking off, some stopping altogether; all in the 
distant streets, and not one within sigiit. 

'*Are all these footsteps destined to come to all of us, Miss 
Manette, or are we to divide them among u s ? " 

^ Î don't know, Mr. Darnay; I told you it was a foolish 
fancy, but you asked for it- When I have yieided rayself 
to it, I have been alone, and then I have iraagined thera the 
footsteps of the peopie who are to coiTie into ray Hfe, and ray 
father's." 

' ' I take them into raine!" saîd Carton. • ' i ask no ques-
tions and malce no stipuîations. There is a great crowd 
bearing down upor^ us, Miss Manette, and I see them — by 
the Lightmng. '̂  He added the last words, after there had been 
>i. ^v'Âd hash which had shown him lounging in the window. 

' 'And I hear t hem!" he added again, after a peal oí 
<£iunder. "Here they come, fast, fierce, and furious!" 
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It was the rush and roar of rain that he typîfied, and it 
stopped him, for no voice could be heard in it. A merao-
rabie storra of thunder and lightning broke with that sweep 
of water, and there was not a raoraent's interval in crash, 
and fire, and rain, until after the raoon rose at raidnight. 

The great beil of Saint Paul's was striking One in the 
cleared air, wlien Mr. Lorry, escorted by Jerry, high-booted 
and bearing a lantern, set forth on his return-passage to 
Clerkenwell. There were solitary patches of road on the 
way between Soho and Clerkenwell, and Mr. Lorry, mindfui 
of footpads, aiways retained Jerry for this service: though 
it v/as usuaily perforraed a good two hours earlier. 

'̂ What a night it has been ! Almost a night, Jerry," said 
Mr. Lorry, *'to bring the dead out of their graves." 

*'I never see the night rayself, master — nor yet I don't 
expect to — what would do that ," answered Jerry. 

''Good night, Mr. Carton," said the raan of business. 
*' Good night, Mr. Darnay. ShaU we ever see such a night 

again, together!" 

Perhaps. Perhaps, see the great crowd of people with its 
rush and roar, bearing down upon them, too. 

CHAPTER VII 

MONSEIGNEUR IN TOWN 

MoNSEiGNEUR,̂  one of the great lords în power at the 
Court, held his fortnightly reception in his grand hotel in 
Paris. Monseigneur was in his inner room, his sanctuary 
of sanctuaries, the Holiest of Holiests to the crowd of wor-
shippers in the suite of rooms without. Monseigneur was 
about to take his chocolate. Monseigneur could swallow 
a great raany things with ease, and was by some few suUeîi 
minds supposed to be rather rapidly swaUowing France; bui. 
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his mornîng's chocoiate could not so rauch as get into the 
throat of Monseigneur, without the aid of four strong raen 
besides the Cook. 

Yes. I t took four raen, ali four ablaze witli gorgeous deco-
ration, and the Chief of thera unabie to exist with fewer tíiaa 
two gold watches in his pocket, emulative of tlie .^obie and 
ehaste fashion set by Monseigneur, to conduct the happy 
chocolate to Monseigneur's hps. One lacquey Cc.:;:*:ed clie 
chocolate-pot into the sacred presence; a second, miiled and 
frothed the chocoiate with the iittle instrumen lie bore for 
that function; a third, presented the favoured iiapldn; a 
fourth (he of the two goid watches), poured the chocoiate 
out. I t was irapossible for Monseigneur to dispense with 
one of these attendants on tiie chocoiate and hold his high 
place under the admiring Heavens. Deep wouid iiave been 
the blot upoii his escutcheon if his chocoiate had been ignobiy 
waited cn by only three men; he must have died of two. 

Monseigneur had been out at a iittie supper last night, 
where the Coniedy and the Grand Opera v/ere charmingly 
representedo Monseigneur was out at a littie sucper niost 
nights, with fascinating company. So poiite and so irapres-
sible was Monseigneiir, that the Coraedy and the Grand Opera 
had far raore influence with him in the tiresome articies of 
state affairs and state secrets, than the needs of all Fra.:. j? A 
happy circurastance for France, as the like aiways S ÍOL ail 
countries similarly favoured! — always was for Éngland (by 
way of example)^ in the regretted days of the merry Stuart 
who sold it.^ 

Monseigneur had one truly noble idea of general public 
business, which was, to let everything go on in its own way; 
of particular public business, Monseigneur had the other truiy 
noble idea that it must aU go his way — tend to his own 
power and pocket. Of his pleasures, general and particular. 
Monseigneur had the other truly noble idea, that the worid 
was made for them. The text of his order (altered from the 
original by only a pronoun, which is not much) ran: ^'The 
earth and the fulness thereof are mine, saith Monseigneur.' 
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Y'et, Monseigneur had slowly found that vulgar embarrass-
ments crept into his affairs, both private and public; and he 
had, as to both classes of affairs, allied hiraself perforce with 
a Farmer-General.^ As to finances public, because Mon-
seigneur could not make anything at all of them, and must 
consequently let them out to so.mebody who could; as to 
finances private, because Farmer-Generals were rich, and 
Monseigheur. after generations of great luxury and expense, 
was growing poor. Hence Monseigneur had taken his sister 
from a convent, while there was yet tirae to ward off the 
impendÍTi^ veil, the cheapest garment she could wear,° and 
h a i bestc^/ed her as a prize upon a very rich Farmer-General, 
poor in family. Which Farmer-General, carrying an appro-
priate cane with a golden apple on the top of it, was now 
among the company in the outer rooras, rauch prostrated 
before by mankind — always excepting superior mankind 
of the blood of Monseigneur, who, his own wife included, 
looked down upon hira with the loftiest contempto 

A sumptuous man was the Farraer-General. Thirty horses 
stood in his stables, twenty-four male domestics sat in his 
halls, six body-women waited on his wife. Â * one who 
pretended to d^ nothing but plunder and forage where he 
could^ the Farraer-General — howsoever his matrimonial 
reiations ccnduced to social morality — was at least the 
greatest rra.lty among the personages who attended at the 
hotel o: Monseigneur that day. 

For, the rooras, though a beautiful scene to ^ooi at, and 
adorned with every devlce of decoration that the taste and 
skiil of the tirae could achieve, were, in truth, not a sound 
business; considered with any reference to the scarecrows 
in the rags and nightcaps elsewhere (and not so far off, 
either, but that the watching towers of Notre Darae, alraost 
equi-distant from the two extremes, could see them both)^ 
they would have been an exceedingly uncomfortab e business 
— if that could have been anybody's business, at the house 
of Monseigneur. Military officers destitute of military 
knowledge; naval officers with no idea of a ship; civil officer? 
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without a notion of affairs; brazen ecclesiastics, of the worst 
world worldly, vrith sensual eyes, loose tongues, and loose? 
íives; all totally unfit for their several callings, all lying hor-
"bly in pretending to belong to thera, but all nearly or 
remotely of the order of Monseigneur, and therefore foisted 
on all public employments from which anything was to be 
got; these were to be to d off by the score and the sco~''3: 
Peopîe not imraediateiy connected with Monseigneur or he 
State, yet equally unconnected with any^thing that wa.3 realj 
or with Hves passed in travelling by any 3traight road ô any 
fcrue earthly end, were no less abundant. Doctors who made 
great fortunes out of daintyjemedies for imaginary disorders 
that never existed, smiled típon their courtly patients in the 
ante-chambers of Monseigneur. Projectors who had dis-
covered every kind of remedy for the little ev:Í3 with which 
the State was touched, except the remedy of setting to work 
;n earnest to root out a single sin, poured their distracting 
babble into any ears they could a / nold of, at the reception 
of MonseigneuTo Unbelieving Philosophers who were remod-
elîing the world with v/ords, and making card-towers of 
Babel to scale the skies with, talked with Unbelieving 
Chemists who had an eye on the transinutation of metals, at 
this wonderful gathering accumulated by Monseigneur. 
Exquisite gentleraen of the finest breeding, which was at 
that remarkable time — and has been since — to be known 
by ifcs fruits of indifference to every natural subject of human 
mteresfc, were in the most exeraplary state of exhaustion, 
at the hotel of Monseigneur. Such homes had these various 
notabilities left behind them in the fine world of Paris, that 
fche spies among the assembled devotees of Monseigneur — 
forming a goodly half of the polite company — would have 
found it hard to discover among the angels of that sphere 
one solitary wife, who, in her manners and appearance, owned 
to being a Mother. Indeed, except for the raere act of bring-
ing a troublesome creature into this world — which does not 
go far towards the realisation of the name of mother — there 
was no such thing known to the fashion. Peasant women 
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kept the unfashionable babies close, and brought them up 
and charming grandmammas of sixty dressed and supped as 
at twenty. 

The leprosy of unrealifcy disfigured every huraan creature 
iii attendance upon Monseigneur. In the outerraost room 
were half a dozen exceptional people who had had, for a few 
years* :ome vague misgiving in them that things in general 
we:3 going rathe..- wrong. As a promising way of setting 
them right, half of the half-dozen had becorae raerabers of a 
fantast> sect of Convulsionists,^ and were even then consid-
ering within theraselves whether they should foam, rage, 
roar, and turn cataleptic on the spot — thereby setting up a 
highly inteUigible finger-post to the Future, for Monseigneur's 
guidance. Besides these Dervishes, were other three who had 
rushed into another sect, which mended matters with a jargon 
about ' ' the Centre of T ru th : " holding that Man had got out 
of the Centre of Truth — which did not need mu^h demon-
stration — but had not got out of the Circumfe^ence, and 
that he was to be kept from flying out of the Circumference, 
and was even to be shoved back into the Centre, by fasting 
a n l seeing of spirits. Among these, accordingly, much 
discoursing with spirits went on — and it did a world of 
good which never became manifest. 

But, the comfort was, that all the corapany at the grand 
hotel of Monseigneur were perfectly dressed. If the Day oi 
Judgraent had only been ascertained to be a dress day, 
everybody there would have been eternally corr^ct. Such 
frizzling and powdering and sticking up of hair, " ach delicate 
eompiexions artificially preserved and mended such gallant 
swords to look at, and such delicate honour co the sense of 
smelL would surely keep anything goh:g, ior ever and ever, 
T o exquisite gentlemen of the finest breeding wore little 
^.endent trinkets that chinked as they languidiy moved; 
these golden fetters rang like precious little bells; and what 
with that ringing, and with the rustie of silk and brocade and 
fine linen, there was a flutter in the air that ^annei Saint 
Antoine*^ and his devourng hunger iar away. 
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Dress was the one unfailing talisman and charm used foi 
keeping all things in tlieir places. Everybody was dressed 
for a Fancy Ball that was never to leave off. From the 
Palace of the Tuileries,^ through Monseigneur and tiie whole 
Court, through the Charabers, the Tribunals of Justice, 
and all society (except the scarecrows), the Fancy Balí 
descended to the Coraraon Executioner: who, in pursuance 
of the charra, was required to officiate ^^frizzied, powdered, 
in a gold-Iaced coat, puraps, and whitf̂  siik stockings." At 
the gallows and the wheeP — the axe was a rar ' ty — Mon-
sieur Paris,° as it was the episcopal raode araong his brother 
Professors of the provinceS; Monsieur OrleanSj and the rest, 
tc call him, presided in this dainty dress. And who among 
tlie company at Monseigneur's reception in that seventeen 
hundred and eightieth year of our Lord, could possibly 
doubt, that a systera rooted in a frizzled hangraan, powdered, 
gold-laced, pumped, and white-silk stockinged, w^ould see 
the very stars out! 

Monseigneur having eased his four men of their burdens 
and taken his chocolate, caused the doors of the Holiest of 
HoHests to be thrown open, and issued forth. Then, what 
submission, what cringing and fawning, what serviiity, what 
abject humiliation! As to bowing down in body and spirit, 
nothing in that way was left for Heaven — which may have 
been one among other reasons why the worshippers of Mon-
seigneur never troubied it. 

Bestowing a word of proraise here and a sraile there, s 
whisper on one happy slave and a wave of the hand o:. 
another, Monseigneur affabiy passed through his rooms ':o 
the remote region of the Circuraference of Truth. There, 
Monseigneur turned, and came baclc again, and so ia due 
course of tirae got himseif shut up in his sanctuary by the 
chocolate sprites, and was seen no more. 

The show being over, the flutter in the air becarae quite a 
Httíe storm, and the precious little beiis went ringing down-
stairs. There was soon but one person left of all the crowd, 
and he, wifch his hat under his arm and his snuff-box \u 
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fcis hand, slowly passed among the mirrors on hîs way 
out. 

'^I devote you," saîd this person, stopping at the last door 
on his way, and turning in the direction of the sanctuary, 
^Ho the DevU!" 

With that, he shook the snuff from his fingers as if he had 
shaken the dust from his feet, and quietly walked down-
stairs. 

He was a man of about sixty, handsomely dressed, haughty 
in manner, and with a face like a fine mask. A face of a 
transparent paleness; every feature in it clearly defined; one 
set expression on it. The nose, beautifully forraed otherwise, 
was very sHghtly pinched at the top of each nostril. In 
those two corapressions, or dints, the only Httle change that 
the face ever showed, resided. They persisted in changing 
colour soraetimes, and they would be occasionally dilated 
and contracted by soraething like a faint pulsation; then, 
they gave a iook of treachery, and cruelty, to the whole 
countenance. Exarained with attention, its capacity of 
nelping such a look was to be found in the line of the raouth, 
and the nnes of the orbits of the eyes, being rauch too hori-
zontal and thin; still, in the effect of the face raade, it was a 
handsorae face, and a reraarkable one. 

Its owner went iown-stairs into the courtyard, got înto 
his carriage, and drov3 away. Not many people had talked 
with hira at the reception; he had stood in a httle space 
apart, and Monseigneur might have been warraer in his raan-
ner. It appeared, under the circurastances, rather agreeable 
to hira to see the coraraon people dispersed before his horses. 
and often barely escaping frora being run down. His mao 
drove as if he were charging an eneray, and the furicus reck-
lessness of the raan brought no check into the face, or to the 
Hps, of the master. The coraplaint had soraetiraes raade 
itself audible, even in that deaf city and durab age, thal^ in 
the narrow streets without footways, the fierce patrician 
custora of hard driving endangered and mairaed the raere 
vulgar in a barbarous manner. But, few cared enough foi 



116 A TALE OF TWO CITIES 

that to think of it a second time, and, in this matter, as în a\ 
others, the comraon wretches were left to get out of theií 
difficulties as they could. 

With a wild rattle and clatter, and an înhuman abandon-
ment of consideration not easy to beunderstood inthese days, 
the carriage dashed through streets and swept round corners, 
with women screaming before it, and men clutching each 
other and clutching children out of its way. At last, swoop-
ing at a street cornsr by a fountain, one of its wheels came to 
a sickening little jolt, and there was a loud cry from a number 
of voices, and the horses reared and plunged. 

But for the latter inconvenience, the carriage probably 
would not have stopped; carriages were often known to 
drive on, and leave their wounded behind, and why not? 
But the frightened valet had got down in a hurry, and there 
were twenty hands at the horses' bridles. 

^'What has gone wrong?" said Monsieur, calmly looking 
out. 

A tall man în a nîghtcap had caught up a bundle from 
among the feet of the horses, and had laid it on the basement 
of the fountain, and was down in the mud and wet, howling 
over it Hke a wild animal. 

'^Pardon, Monsieur the Marquisl^' said a ragged and sub-
missive man, " i t is a child." 

"Why does he make that abominable noise? Is it his 
child?" 

"Excuse me, Monsieur the Marquis — ît îs a pity — yes.'' 
The fountain was a little removed; for the street opened, 

where it was, into a space some ten or twelve yards square. 
As the tall man suddenly got up from the ground, and came 
mnning at the carriage, Monsieur the Marquis clapped his 
land for an instant on his sword-hilt. 

'^KiUed!" shrieked the man, in wild desperation, extend-
ag both arms at their length above his head, and staring aí 

him. "Dead!" 
The people closed round, and looked at Monsieur the 

Marquis. There was nothing revealed by the many eyes that 
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iooked at him but watchfulness and eagerness; there waa 
no visibie menacing or anger. Neither did the people say 
anything; after the first cry, they had been silent, and they 
remained so. The voice of the submissive raan who had 
spoken, was flat and tarae in its extrerae submission. Mon-
3ieur the Marquis ran his eyes over them all, as if they had 
been mere rats come out of their holes. 

He took out his purse. 
^^lt is extraordinary to rae," said he, " tha t you peopíe 

cannot take care of yourselves aiid your children. One or 
the other of you is for ever in the way. How do I know 
what injury you have done my horses. See ! Give hira that ." 

He threw out a gold coin for the valet to pick up, and all 
the heads craned forward that all the eyes raîght look down 
at it as it feil. The tall raan called out again with a most 
unearthiy cry, " D e a d ! " 

He was arrested by the quick arrival of another man, for 
whom the rest made way. On seeing hira, the raiserable 
creature fell upon his shoulder, sobbing and crying, and point-
ing to the fountain, where sorae woraen were stooping over 
fche motionless bundle, and moving gently about it. Tliey 
were as silent, however, as the men. 

^ Î know all, I know all," said the last comer. "Be a 
brave man, my Gaspard! I t is better for the poor little 
plaything to die so, than to live. I t has died in a nioment 
without pain. Cøuld it have Hved an hour as happi ly?" 

"You are a phUosopher, you there," said the Marquis, 
smiling. '^How do they call y o u ? " 

"They caU me Defarge." 
" Of what trade ? " 
"Monsieur the Marquis, vendor of wine.^' 
"Piclc up that, philosopher and vendor of wine,'* said the 

Marquis, throwing him another gold coin, ^'and spend it as 
you will. The horses there; are they r igh t?" 

Without deigning to look at the asserablage a second tîme, 
Monsieur the Marquis leaned back in his seat, and was just 
being driven away with the air of a gentleman who had 
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accidentaiiy broke some coraraon thing, and had paid fo7 ît̂  
and could aíîord to pay for i t ; when iiis ease was sudd/ nly 
disturbed by a coin fíying into his carriage, and ringing on its 
floor, 

^'HoId!" saîd Monsieur the Marquis. **HoId the horses! 
Who threw t h a t ? " 

He looked to the spot where Defarge the vendor of win. 
had stood, a moraent before; but the wretched father was 
grovelling on his face on the paveraent in that spot, and the 
figure that stood beside hira was the figure of a dark stout 
woraan, knitting. 

'^You dogs!" said the Marquis, but sraoothly, and with 
an unchanged front, except as to the spots on his nose: '^I 
would ride over any of you very willingiy, and exterrainate 
you frora the earth. If I Icnew which rascal threw at the car-
riage, and if that brigand were sufficiently near it, lie should 
be crushed under the wheels." 

So cowed was their condition, and so long and hard their 
experience of what such a raan could do to thera, within the 
law and beyond it, that not a voice, or a hand, or even an eye 
was raised. Among the men, not one. But the woman who 
stood knitting loolced up steadily, and iooked the Marquis 
ín the face. I t was not forhis dignity to notice i t ; his conterap-
tuous eyes passed over her, and over ail the other rats ; and 
he leaned back in his seat again, and gave the word '' Go on! '̂  

He was driven on, and other carriages carae whirling b}'- in 
^]uick succession; the Minister, the State-Projector, the 
Farraer-General, the Doctor, the Lawyer, the Ecclesiastic, 
fche Grand Opera, the Comedy, the w^hole Fancy Ball in a 
bright continuous flow, carae w^hirling by. The rats haa 
crept out of their holes to look on, and they reraained look-
ing on for hours; soldiers and police often passing between 
fchera and the spectacle, and making a barrie^ behind which 
they slunk, and through which they peeped. The father 
had long ago taken up his bundle and hidden hiraself away 
with it, when the woraen who had tended the bundle while 
ít lay on the base of the fountain, sat there watching the run* 
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níng of the water and the rolling of the Fancy Ball — when the 
one woman who had stood conspicuous, knitting, still knitted 
on with the steadfastness of Fate. The water of the fountain 
ran, the swift river ran, the day ran into evening, so much life 
in the city ran into death according to rule, time and tide 
waited for no raan, the rats were sleeping close together in 
their dark holes again, the Fancy Ball was Hghted up at 
supper. aU things ran their course. 

CHAPTER VIII 

MONSEIGNEUR N THE COUNTRY^ 

A BEAUTiFUL landscapc, with the corn bright în ît, but not 
abundant. Patches of poor rye where corn should have been, 
patches of poor peas and beans, patches of raost coarse 
vegetable substitutes for wheat. On inaniraate nature, as 
on the raen and woraen who cultivated it, a prevalent teu' 
dency towards an appearance of vegetating unwiUingly — 
a dejected disposition to give up, and wither away. 

Monsieur the Marquis in his travelling carriage (whicb 
might have been lighter), conducted by four post-horses and 
two postiHons, fagged up a steep hill. A blush on the counte-
nance of Monsieur the Marquis was no impeachraent of his 
high breeding; it was not frora within; it was occasioned by 
an external circurastance beyond his control — the setting 
sun. 

The ^unset struck so brilliantly into the travelling carriage 
when it gained the hill-top, that its occupant was steeped in 
crirason. *'It wiU die out ," said Monsieur the Marquis 
glancing at his hands, ^'directly." 

In effect, the sun was so low that it dipped at the raoment 
When the heavy drag had been adjusted to the wheel, and the 
carriage sHd down hiil, with a cinderous smell, in a cloud of 
dust^ the red glow depa ted quickly; the sun and the Marquis 
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going down together, there was no glow left when the drag 
was taken off. 

But, there reraained a broken country, bold and open, a 
Httle village at the bottora of the hili, a broad sweep and rise 
beyond it, a church-tower, a windraill, a forest for the chase, 
and a crag with a fortress on it used as a prison. Round 
upon all these darkening objects as the niglit drew on, the 
Marquis looked, with the air of one who was coming near home. 

The viilage iiad its one poor street, with its poor brewery, 
poor tannery, poor tavern, poor stabie-yard for relays of 
post-horses, poor fountain, all usual poor appointments. It 
had its poor peopie too. All its people were poor, and raany 
of tliera were sitting at their doors, shredding spare onions 
and the like for supper, while many were at the fountain, 
washing leaves, and grasses, and any such sraall yieldings 
of the earth that couid be eaten. Expressive signs of what 
made them poor, were not wanting; the tax for the state, 
the tax for the church, the tax for the lord, tax local and 
tax general, were to be paid here and to be paid there, ac-
cording to solemn inscription in the little viilage, until the 
wonder was, that there was any village left unswallowed. 

Few children were to be seen, and no dogs. As to the mea 
and women, their choice on earth was stated in the prospect — 
Life on the lowest terras that couid sustain it, down in the 
îittie village under the raill; or captivity and Death in the 
dorainant prison on the crag. 

Heralded by a courier in advance, and by the cracking of 
his postilions' whips, which twined snake-Iike about their 
heads ra the evening air, as if he carae attended b}^ the Furies, 
Monsieur the Marquis drew up in his travelling carriage at 
the posting-house gate. I t was hard by the fountain, and 
the peasants suspended their operations to look at him. He 
looked at them, and saw in them, without knowing it, the 
slow sure filing down of misery-worn face and figure, that was 
to make the meagreness of Frenchraen an English supersti-
tion which should survive the truth through the best part oi 
* hundred yearSi. 
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Monsieur the Marquis cast his eyes over the subraissîve 
faces that drooped before hira, as the Hke of hiraself had 
drooped before Monseigneur of the Court — only the differ-
ence was, that these faces drooped raerely to suffer and not 
to propitiate — when a grizzled mender of the roads joined 
the group. 

"Bring me hither that fellow!" said the Marquis to the 
courier. 

The fellow was brought, cap in hand, and the other fellows 
closed round to look and listen, in the manner of the people 
at the Paris fountain. 

' ' I passed you on the road?*^ 
" Monseigneur, it is true. I had the honour of being passed 

on the road." 
"Coraing up the hiL, and at the top of the hiil, 

both?" 
" Monseigneur, it is true." 

What did you look at, so fixedly ? *̂  
Monseigneur, I looked at the raan." 

He stooped a little, and with his tattered blue cap pointed 
under the carriage. AII his fellows stooped to look under 
the carriage. 

"What raan, pig? And why look there?" 
" Pardon, Monseigneur; he swuiig by the chain of the shoe 

— the drag." 
** Who?" deraai ded the travellei. 
" Monseigneur, the raan." 
^̂  May the Devil carry away these îdiots l How do you 

call the raan? You know aU the raen of this part of the 
country. Who was he?" 

^'Your cleraency, Monseîgneur! He was ûot of this part 
of the country. Of all the days of my iife, I never saw him/' 

** Swinging by the chain ? To be suffocated ? " 
*^With your gracious perraission, that was the wonder of 

it, Monseigneur. His head hanging over — like this!" 
He turned himself sideways to the carriage, and leaned 

back, with his face thrown up to the skj ^ and his head hanging 
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down; then recovered himself, furabled with his cap, and 
made a bow. 

^^What was he like?" 
'^Monseigneur, he was whiter than the miller. AIl cov-

ered with dust, white as a spectre, tall as a spectre!" 
The picture produced an imraense sensat^on in the little 

crowd; but all eyes, without comparing notes wlth othe: 
eyes, looked at Monsieur the Marquis. Perhaps, tc cbserv-, 
whether he had any spectre on his conscience. 

'^TruIy, you did well," said the Marquis, felicitousy seii-
sible that such verrain were not to ruffle hira, ^Ho see a thief 
accompanying my carriage, and not open that great mouth of 
yours. Bah! Put him aside, Monsieur Gabeile!''^ 

Monsieur Gabelle was the Postraaster, and sorae other 
taxing functionary united; he had corae out with great 
obsequiousness to assist at this exaraination, .̂nd had held 
the exarained by the drapery of his arra in an official raanner. 

^'Bah! Go asideî" said Monsieur Gabelleo 
"Lay hands on this stranger îf he seeks to lodge in your 

viUage to-night, and be sure that his business is honest, 
Gabelle." ^ 

^^Monseigneur, I ara fíattered to devcte myself to your 
arders." 

"Did he run away, fellow? — where is that Accursed?" 
The accursed was already tmder the carriage with some 

half-dozen paiticuiar friends, pointing out the cliain vrith his 
blue cap. Ssme half-dozen other particular friends promptly 
hauled him out, and presented him breathless to Mcnsieur 
the Marquis. 

^^Did the man run awa}'', Dolt, when we stopped íor tlae 
drag?" 

^^Monseigneur, he precipitated himself over the hiU-side, 
head first, as a person plunges into the river.^' 

^̂ See to it, Gabelle. Go on!"^ 
The half-dozen who were peering at the chaín were still 

araong the wheels, like sheep; the wheels turned so suddenly 
that they were lucky to save their skins and bones; theyhad 
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very Httle else tc save, or they raight not have been so 
fortunate. 

The burst with which the carriage started otit of the village 
and up the rise beyond, was soon checked by the steepness of 
fche hiÎL Gradually, it subsided to a foot pace, swinging and 
iurabering upward araong the raany sweet scents of a sumraer 
night. The postilions, with a thousand gossaraer gnats 
circiing about them in lieu of the Furies, quietly mended 
the points to the lashes of their whips; the valet walked 
by the horses; the courier was audible, trotlhig on ahead 
into the dim distance. 

At the steepest point of the hiU there was a littîe burial-
ground, with a Cross and a new large figure of Our Saviour 
on it; it was a poor figure in wood, done by sorae inexperi-
enced rustic carver, but he had studied the figure from the 
life — bîs own life, maybe — for it was dreadfully spare and 
thin. 

To thi:̂  distressful emblem of a great distress that had long 
been growmg worse, and was not at its worst, a woman was 
kneeling. She turned her head as the carriage came up to 
her, rose quickly, and presented herself at the carriage-door. 

^^lt 'is you Monseigneur! Monseigneur, a petition." 
With an exclamation of irapatience, but with his unchange-

able face, Monseigneur looked out. 
^'How, then! What is it? Always petitions!*' 
"Monseigneur^ For the love of the great Godl My 

^ucband. the forester." 
*^Whaû of your husband, the forester? Always the same 

wlth you people. He cannot pay soraething?'* 
^'He has paid all, Monseigneur. He is dead.' 
*̂ Well I He is quiet. Can I restore him to you ? 
" Alas, no, Monseigneur! But he lies yonder, under a little 

îieap of poor grass<'' 
"WeU?" 
" Monseîgneur, there are so many little heaps of poor grass I *• 
"Again, weU?" 
She '̂̂ ^ked an old woman, but wa9 youngo Her manneJ 

9f 

99 
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was one of passionate grief; by turns she ciasped her veînous 
and knotted hands together witii wiid energy, and laid one 
of thera on the carriage-door — tenderly^ caressingiy, ar. iî 
it had been a huraan breast, and couid he expected to feel 
the appealing touch. 

^^Monseigneur, hear me! Monseigneur, hear my petitionî 
My husband died of want; so many die of want; so many 
more will die of want ." 
. ^^Aga n, weU? Can I feed t h e m ? " 

"Monseigneur, the good God knowsr but I don^t ask ÍJ. 
My petition is, that a morsel of stone ci v/ood, with my hus 
band's narae, may be placed over him to show where he lies. 
Otherwise, the p ace wili be quickly forgotten^ it wUI never 
be found when I am dead of the same maiadv, I shail be laid 
under sorae other heap of poor grass. Monseigneur, they 
are so many, they increase so fast, there is so much want. 
Monseigneu ! Monseigneur!" 

The valet had put her away from the door, the carriage had 
broken into a brisk trot, the postilions had quickened the pace, 
she was left far behind, and Monseigneur, again escorted by 
the Furies, was rapidly diminishing the league or two of 
distance that remained between him and his château. 

The sweet scents of the suramer night rose ail around him, 
and rose, as tlie rain fails, impartiaily, on the dusty^, ragged, 
and toilworn group at the fountain not far away; to whom 
the raender of roads, with the aid of the blue cap withou' 
which he was nothing, still eniarged upon his raan ike a 
spectre, as long as they could bear it. By degrees, as the^ 
could bear no more, they dropped off one by one, and Hghír:i 
twinkled in little casements; w^hich lights, as the casements 
darkened, and more stars carae out, seeraed to have shot up 
into the sky instead of having been extinguished. 

The shadow of a large high-roofed house, and of many 
overhanging trees, was upon Monsieur the Marquis by that 
t ime; and the shadow was exchanged for the light of a 
flarabeau^ as his carriage stopped, and the great door of his 
château was opened to him. 
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•'Monsieur Charles, whom X expect; ís he arrived from 
England?;' 

" Monseigneur, not yet.'* 

CHAPTER IX 

THE GORGON^S HEAD 

I T was a heavy mass of building, that château of Monsieur 
the Marquis, with a large stone courtyard before it, and two 
stone sweeps of staircase meeting in a stone terrace before 
the principal door. A stony business altogether, with heavy 
stone balustrades, and stone urns, and stone flowers, and 
stone faces of men, and stone heads of lions, in all directions. 
As if the Gorgon^s head had surveyed it, when it was finished, 
two centuries ago. 

Up the broad flight of shallow steps, Monsieur the Marquis, 
flarabeau preceded, went frora his carriage, sufficiently dis-
turbing the darkness to elicit loud reraonstrance from an owl 
in the roof of the great pile of stable building away araong 
the trees. AII else was so quiet, that the flarabeau carried up 
the steps, and the other flambeau held at the great door, 
burnt as if they were in a close room of state, instead of being 
in the open night-air. Other sound than the owrs voice 
there was none, save the falling of a fountain into its stone 
basin: for, it was one of those dark nights that hold their 
breath by the hour together, and then heave a long low sigh, 
and hold their breath again. 

The great door clanged behind him, and Monsieur the 
Marquis crossed a hall grira with certain old boar-spears, 
swords, and knives of the chase; grimmer with certain 
heavy riding-rods and riding-whips, of which many a peasant, 
gone to his benefactor Death, had felt the weigíit when hia 
brd was angry. 

Avoidîng the larger rooras, which were dark and made fast 
ror the night, Monsieur the Marquis, with his flambeau-
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bearer going on before, went up the staircase to a door în a 
corridor. This thrown open, adraitted him to his own 
private apartraent of three rooras: his bed-chamber and two 
others. High vaulted rooms with cool uncarpeted floors, 
great dogs upon the hearths for the burning of wood in winter 
time, and ail iuxuries befitting the state of a marquis in a 
iuxurious age and country. The fashion of the last Louis 
but one, of the line that was never to break — the fourteenth 
Louis — was conspicuous in their rich furniture; but, it was 
diversified by many objects that were illustrations of old 
pages in the history of France. 

A supper-table was iaid for two, in the third of the rooms; 
a round roora, in one of the ciiâteau's four extinguisher-
topped towers. A small lofty roora, with its window wide 
open, and the wooden jaiousie-blinds closed, so that the dark 
night only showed in slight horizontal iines of black, alte:̂ - -
nating with their broad lines of stone colour. 

^^My nephew," said the Marquis, glancing at the suppcr 
preparation; ^Hhey said he was not arrived." 

Nor was he; but, he had been expected with Monseigneu *. 
" A h ! I t is not probable he wiil arrive to-night; never-

theless, leave the table as it is. I shall be ready in a quarfyer 
of an hour." 

In a quarter of an hour Monseigneur was ready, and 8^á> 
down alone to his sumptuous and choice supper. His chair 
was opposite to the window, and he had taken his soup, SÍJ/1 
was raising his glass of Bordeaux to his lips, when he put it 
iown. 

*'What is t h a t ? " he calraly asked, looking with attention 
at the horizontal Hnes of black and stone colour. 

"Monseigneur? T h a t ? " 
"Outside the blinds. Open the blinds." 
I t was done. 
"WeU?" 
'^Monseigneur, it is nothing. The trees and the nigiit are 

aU that are here." 
The servant who spoke, had thrown the bHnds wide, had 
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íooked out into the vacant darkness, and stood with that 
blank behind him, looking round for instructions. 

' 'Good," said the imperturbable raaster. *^CIose thera 
again." 

That was done too, and the Marquis went on with his 
supper. He was half way through it, when he again stopped 
with his glass in his hand, hearing the sound of wheels. I t 
carae on briskly, and carae up to the front of the château. 

"Ask who is arrived." 
I t was the nephew of Monseigneur. He had been sorae few 

leagues behind Monseigneur, early in the afternoon. He had 
dirainished the distance rapidly, but not so rapidly as to 
6orae up v/ith Monseigneur on the road. He had heard of 
Monseigneur, at the posting-houses, as being before hira. 

He was to be told (said Monseigneur) that supper awaited 
him then and there, and that he was prayed to come to it. In 
a little while he came. He had been known in England as 
Charles Darnay. 

Monseigneur received him in a courtly manner, but they did 
not shake hands. 

" You left Paris yesterday, sir ? " he said to Monseîgneur, as 
he took his seat at table. 

"Yesterday. And y o u ? " 
" I corae direct." 
"From-London?" 
"Yes ." • 
^^You have been a long tîme comîng,*' saîd the Marquis, 

with a smile. 
^^On the contrary; I come direct." 
^^Pardon me! I mean, not a long tirae on the journey; a 

long time intending the journey." 
*̂I have been detained b y " — the nephew stopped a 

moment in his answer — 'Warious business." 
"Without doubt," said the poHshed uncle. 
So long as a servant was present, no other words passed 

between them. When coffee had been served and they were 
alone together, the nephew, looking at the uncle and meeting 
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the eyes of the face that was Hke a fine mask, opene'd s 
conversation. 

"T have come bacic, sir, as you anticipate, pursuing the 
object that took rae away. It carried rae into great and un-
expected peril; but it is a sacred object, and if it had carried 
me to death I hope it would have sustained me." 

*^Not to death,'^ said the uncle; ^4t is not necessary to 
^ay, to death." 

' ' I doubt, sir," returned the nephew, ^^whether, if it had 
carried me to the utraost brink of death, you would havø 
cared to stop me there." 

The deepened marks in the nose, and the engthening of 
the fine straight lines in the cruel face, ooked orainous as to 
tha t ; the uncie made a graceful gesture of protest, which 
was so clearly a slight forra of good breeding that it was not 
reassuring. 

^^lndeed, sir," pursued the nephew, "for anything I 
know, you may h i / e expressiy worked to give a more sus-
picious appearance m the suspicious circumstances that sur-
rounded rae." 

^^No, no, no," said the uncle, pieasantîy. 
"But , however tha . may be," resuraed the nephew, glanc-

ing at hira with deep hstrust, ^̂  know that your diplomacy 
would stop me by any raeans, and would know no scruple ^s 
to means." 

^^My friend, I told 701 so," said the un?Ie, with a fine pul-
saticn in the two marks, ^^Do me the favour to recall that 
í told you so, long ago.' 

^ Î recaU it ." 
'^Thank you," said tlíie Marquis — very sweetly indeed. 
His tone iingered m the air, almost like the tone of a musical 

ínstrument. 
^^ln eft̂ ect, sir," pursued the nephew, ^ í̂ believe it to be 

at once your bad fortune, and my good fortune, that has 
kept me out of a prison in France here." 

^ Î do not quite understand,'' returned the uncle, sipping 
his coffee. ^^Dare I ask you to explain?" 
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" I believe that if you were not in disgrace with the Court, 
ind had not been overshadowed by that cloud for years past, 
a letter de cachet^ would have sent me to sorae fortress in-
definitely." -

*̂  I t is possible," said the uncle, with great calraness. ^̂  Foî 
the honour of the faraiiy, I could even resolve to incoraraodB 
you to that extent. Pray excuse rae!" 

^'I perceive that, happily for rae, the Reception of the day 
before yesterday was, as usual, a cold one,'' cbsarved the 
nephew. 

'^I would not say happily, ray friend," returned the uncle, 
with refined poiiteness; '' I would not be sure of that. A good 
opportunity for consideration, surrounded by the advan-
tages of solitude, raight infiuence your destiny to far greater 
advantage than you influence it for yourself. But it is use-
less to discuss the question. I ara, as you say, at a disadvan-
tage. These little instruraents of correction, these gentle 
aids to the power and honour of famiHes, these slight favours 
that might so incoraraode you, are only to be obtained now 
by interest and iraportunity. They are sought by so raany, 
aiid they are granted (coraparatively) to so few! It used not 
to be so, but France in aU such things is changed for the worse. 

. Our not reraote ancestors held the right of life and death over 
the surrounding vuigar. From this room, many such dogs 
have been taken out to be hanged; in the next room (my 
bedroom), one fellow, to our knowíedge, was poniarded on 
the spot for professing some insolent delicacy respecting his 

; daughter — his daughter ? We have lost many privileges; 
a new philosophy has become the mode; and the assertion 
ôf our station, in these days, might (I do not go so far as to 
say would, but might) cause us real inconvenience. AU 
^̂ very bad, very b a d ! " 

The Marquis took a gentle little pînch of snuff, and shook 
his head; as elegantly despondent as he could becomingly be 
of a country still containing himself, that great means of 
regeneration. 
' ^̂  We have so asserted our station, both in the old time and 
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in the modern time also," said the nephew, glooraîly, "that 
I believe our narae to be more detested than any name in 
France." 

^^Let us hope so," said the uncle. '̂  Detestation of the 
high is the involuntary horaage of the low." 

^^There is not," pursued the nephew, in his former tone, '^a 
face I can look at, in all this country round about us, which 
looks at me with any deference on it but the dark defeience 
of fear and slavery." 

^'A corapliraent," said the Marquis, ^Ho the grandeur of 
the family, raerited by the raanner in which the family has 
sustained its grandeur. Hah!" And he took another 
gentle little pinch of snuff, and lightly crossed his legs. 

But, when his nephew, leaning an elbow on the table, 
covered his eyes thoughtfully and dejectedly with his hand, 
the fine raask iooked at hira sideways with a stronger concen-
tration of keenness, closeness, and disiike, than was cora-
portable with its wearer^s assuraption of indifference. 

^^Repression is the only lasting philosophy. The dark 
deference of fear and slavery, my friend,'' observed the 
Marquis, ^^will keep the dogs obedient to the whip, as long 
as this roof," looking up to it, ^^shuts out the sky." 

That might not be so long as the Marquis supposed. If 
a picture of the château as it was to be a very few years 
hence, and of fifty like it as they too were to be a very few 
vears hence, could have been shown to him that night, he 
:jight have been at a loss to claim his own from the ghastly, 
fire-charred, plunder-wrecked ruins. As for the roof he 
vaunted, he might have found that shutting out the sky in a 
new w ây — to wit, for ever, from the eyes of the bodies 
into which its lead was fired, out of the barrels of a hundred 
thousand rauskets. 

"Meanwhile," said the Marquis, " I will preserve the 
bonour and repose of the family, if you will not. But you 
must be fatigued. Shall we terminate our conference for the 
mght ? " 

f^) -̂ ^Txxent more/* 
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'An hour, if you please." 
' 'Sir," said the nephew, ^^we have done wrong, and are 

reaping the fruits of wrong." 
^^We have done wrong?" repeated the Marquis, with an 

inquiring smile, and dehcately pointing, first to his nephew, 
then to himself. 

*^Our faraily; our honourable faraily, whose hcnoar is of 
so rauch account to both of us, iii such different ways. Even 
in my father's tirae, we did a world of wrong, injuring oveiy 
huraan creature who came between us and our pleasure, 
whatever it was. Why need I speak of my father's tirae, 
v/hen it is equaily yours? Can I separate ray father's twin-
brother, joint inheritor, and next successor, from himself ?' ' 

^'Death has done t h a t ! " said the Marquis. 
'^And has left rae," answered the nephew, "bound to a 

systera that is frightful to me, responsible for it, but power-
iess in i t ; seeking to execute the last request of ray dear 
mother^s lips, and obey the last look of ray dear raother's eyes, 
which iraplored me to have inercy and to redress; and tor-
tured by seeking assistance and power in vain." 

^^Seeking them from me, ray nephew," said the Marquís> 
touching him on the breast with his forefinger — they were 
now standing by the hearth — *^you will for ever seek them 
in vain, be assured." 

Every fine straight line in the clear whiteness of his face, was 
(Tuelly, craftily, and closely compressed, while he stood 
looking quietly at his nephew, with his snuff-box in his hand. 
Once again he touched hira on the breast, as though his finger 
were the fine point of a sraall sword, with which, in delicate 
finesse, he ran hira through the body, and said, 

"My friend, I will die, perpetuating the systera under 
which I have lived." 

When he had said it, he took a culminatíng pinch ot snuff, 
and put his box in his pocket. 

^^Better to be a rational creature," he added then, afteT 
ringing a small bell on the table, ^^and accept your naturai 
iestiny. But you are lost, Monsieur Charles, I see." 
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•^This property and France are losú to me,^' saîd thfe 
nephew, sadly; ^̂ I renounce thera." 

^' Are they both yours to renounce ? France may be, but 
is the property ? It is scarcely worth raentioning; but, is it 

3^^^?" . . . 
'^ I had no intentîon, m the words I used, to claim it yet. .. 

{% passed to rae from you, to-raorrow " 
^̂  Which I have the vanity to hope is not probable.'^ 
*'— or twentj^ years hence " 
' 'You do me too much honour," sa d the Marquîs; "stiUj 

I prefer that supposition." 
*̂ — I would abandon it, and Hve otherwîse and elsewhere. 

I t is littie to relinquish. What is it but a wilderness of raisery 
and ruin!'^ 

^*Hah!" saîd the Marquîs, glancîng round the luxurious 
room. 

*' To the eye ît îs fair enough, here; but seen in its integrîtj^ 
under the slcy, and by the daylight, it is a crumbling tower 
of waste, mismanagement, extortion, debt, mortgage^ op-
pression, hunger, nakedness, and suffering." 

^'Hah!" said the Marquis again, in a well-satisfied raan-
ner. 

^ l̂f it ever becomes raine, it shail be put into sorae hands 
better quaiified to free it slov/ly (if such a thing is possibie) 
frora the weight that drags it down, so that the miserabie 
peopie who cannot ieave it and who have been long wrung to 
the last point of endurance, may, in another generation, suffer 
less; but it is not for me. There is a curse on it, and on aL 
this land." 

"And you?" said the uncle. "Forgîve my curiosity; 
do you, under your new philosophy, graciously intend to 

!Hve?" 
' " I must do, to live, what others of my countrymen, even 
wîth nobility at their bacics, may have to do some day 
~ w o r k . " 

**In England, for example?'* 
^̂  Yes. The family honour, sir ís safe from me in this coun-
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cry. The family name can suffer from me în no other, for I 
bear it in no other." 

The ringing of the bell had caused the adjoining bed-
chamber to be lighted. It now shone brightly, through the 
door of communication. The Marquis looked that way, and 
Hstened for the retreating step of his valet. 

^'England is very attractive to you, seeing how indiffer-
ently you have prospered there," he observed then, turning 
his calm face to his nephew with a smile. 

*̂ I have already said, that for ray prospering there, I am 
sensible I may be indebted to you, sir. For the rest, it is my 
Refuge." 

*^They say, those boastful English, that it is the Refuge 
of many. You know a compatriot who has found a Refuge 
there? A Doctor?" 

í^Yes." 
^^Witha daughter?'* 
^^Yes." 
**Yes," saîd the Marquîs. "You are fatigued. Good 

nîght!" 
As he bent his head în his most courtly manner, there was a 

secrecy in his smiling face, and he conveyed an air of mystery 
to those words, which struck the eyes and ears of his nephew^ 
forcibly. At the same time,,the thiii straight lines of the 
setting of the eyes, and the tliin straight lips, aiid the markings 
in the nose, curved with a sarcasm that iooked handsomely 
diabolic. 

'^Yes," repeated the Marquis. "A Doctor with a 
daughter. Yes. So commences the new philosophy 1 You 
are fatigued. Good night!" 

It would have been of as much avaîl to interrogate any 
stone face outside the château as to interrogate that face of 
his. The nephew looked at him, in vain, in passing on tothe 
door. 

*' Good night 1" said the uncle. " I look to the pleasure of 
seeing you again in the morning. Good repose! Light 
Monsieur my nephew to his chamber there 1 — And bur 
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Monsieur my nephew in his bed, if you wiU," he added to 
himself^ before he rang his little beU again, and summoned 
his valet to his own bedroom. 

The valet come aiid gone, Monsieur tlie Marquis walked 
to and íro in his loose chamber-robe, to prepare himselí 
gently for sieep, tbat hot stiU night. Rustling about the room, 
his softly-slippered feet making no noise on the floor, he 
moved like a refined tiger: — looked Hke some enchanted 
marquis ot the impenitently wicked sort, in story, whose 
periodical change ink) tigei íorm was either just going off, 
or just coming on. 

JHe moved frcra end to end of his voluptuous bedroom, 
loolcing again at the scraps of the day^s journey that came 
unbidden into his mind; the slow toil up the hill at sunset, 
the setting sun, the descent, the mill^ the prison on the crag, 
the little viilage in the hohow, the peasants at the fountain, 
and the mender of roads with his biue cap pointing out the 
chain under the carriage. That fountain suggested the 
Paris fountain, the littie bundle lying on the step, the women 
bending over it, and tlie taU man with his arms up, crying, 
"Dead!" 

^' I am coo now," said Monsieur the Marqu s, ^^and raay go 
to bed." 

So, leaving orUy one light bjArning on the large hearth^ he 
let his thin gauze curtains fall around him, and heard the 
night break its silence with a long sigh as he composed himself 
fco sleep. 

The stone faces on the outer walls stared blindly at the 
black night íor three heavy hours; for three heavy hours, 
the horses io the stables rattîed at their racks, the dogs 
barked, and the owl made a noise with very little .resemblance 
in it to the noise conventionally assigned to the owl by men-
poets. But it is the obstinate custom of such creatures 
hardly ever to say what is- set down for them. 

For three heavy hours, the stone faces of the château, 
Hon and humanj stared blindly at the night. Dead darkness 
iav on all the iandscape, dead darkness added its own husb 
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to the hushing dust on all the roads. The burial-place had 
got to the pass that its little heaps of poor grass were undis-
tinguishable from one another; the figure on the Cross might 
have come down, for anything that could be seen of it. In 
the village, taxers and taxed were fast asleep. Dreaming. 
perhaps, of banquets, as the starved usually do, and of ease 
and rest, as the driven slave and the yoked ox raay, its lean 
inhabitants slept soundly, and were fed and freed. 

The fourtain in the village flowed unseen and unheard, and 
the fountain at the château dropped unseen and u.jheard — 
both melting away, Hke the minutes that were falling froir 
the spring of Tirae — through three dark hours. Then, the 
grey water of both began to be ghostly in the Hght, and the 
eyes of the stone faces of the château were opened. 

Lighter and Hghter, until at last the sun touched the tops 
of the stiU trees, and poured its radiance over the hiU. In 
the glow, the water of the château fountain seeraed to turn 
to blood, and the stone faces crimsoned. The carol of the 
birds was loud and high, and, on the weather-beaten sill of 
the great window of the bed-chamber of Monsieur the Mar-
quis, one little bird sang its sweetest song with all its might. 
At this, the nearest stone face seemed to stare amazed, and, 
with open mouth and dropped under-jaw, looked awe-
stricken. 

Now, the sun was full up, and movement began ín the 
viUage. Casement windows opened, crazy doors were un 
barred, and people came forth shivering — chilled, as yet 
hy the new sweet air. Then began the rarely lightened toL 
of the day among the village population. Some, tc the 
fountain; some, fco the fields; men and women here^ to dig 
and delve; men and women there, to see to the poor Hve 
stock, and lead the bony cows out, to such pasture as could 
be found by the roadside. In the church and at the Cross, 
a kneeling figure O- tw^o; attendant on the latter prayers, 
the led cow, trying for a breakfast among the weeds at ita 
^oot. 

The château awoke later, as became its quality, but awcke 
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graduaUy and surely. First, the lonely boar-spears anG 
knives of the chase had been reddened as of old; then, had 
gleamed trenchant in the morning sunshine; now, ddors and 
wíndow^s were thrown open, horses in their stables. looked 
rou.î̂ d over their shoulders at the light and freshness pouring 
in at doorways, leaves sparkled and rustled at iron-grated 
windows, dogs puUed hard at their chains, and reared im-
patî^rt to be loosed. 

Axl these trivial incidents belonged to the routine of life, 
and the return of morning. Surely, not so the ringing of the 
great bell of the château, nor the running up and down the 
stairs; nor the hurried figures on the terrace; nor the booting 
and traraping here and there and everywhere, nor the quick 
saddling of horses and riding away? 

What winds conveyed this hurry to the grizzled mender 
of roads, already at work on the hill-top beyond the village, 
with his day^s dinner (not much to carry) lying in a bundle 
that it was worth no crow^s while to peck at, on a heap of 
stones? Had the birds, carrying some grains of it to a dis-
tance, dropped one over him as they sow ch8.nce seeds* 
Whether or no, the mender of roads ran, on the sultry morn-
ing, as if for his life, down the hiU, knee-high in dust; and 
never stopped till he got to the fountain. 

AU the people of the village were at the fountain, standing 
about in their depressed manner, and whispering low, but 
showing no other emotions than grim curiosity and surprise. 
The led cows, hastily brought in and tethered to anything 
that would hold them, were looking stupidly on, or lying 
down chewing the cud of nothing particulaiiy repaying their 
trouble, which they had picked up in their interrupted 
s£;: í ter. Some of the people of the château, and some of 
TDhose of the posting-house, and all the taxing authorities, 
were armed more or less, and were crowded on the other side 
of the little street in a purposeless way, that was hîghly 
fraught with nothing. Already, the mender of roads had 
penetrated into tlie midst of a group of fifty particular 
friends, and was smiting himself in the breast with his blue 
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eapo What did all this portend, and what portended the 
swift hoisting-up of Monsieur Gabeile behind a servant on 
horseback, and the conveying away of the said Gabelle 
(double-iaden though the horse was), at a gallop, like a new 
version of the German ballad of Leonora^? 

It portended that there was one stone face too many, up at 
hhe château. 

The Gorgon had surveyed the building again in the nightv 
and had added the one stone face wanting; the stcne face 
for which it had waited through about two hundred years. 

It lay back on the piilov/ of Monsieur the Marquis. It was 
l ke a fine raask, suddenly startled, raade angry, and petri-
fied. Driven horae into the heart of the stone figure attached 
to it, was a knife. Round its hilt was a friU of paper^ on 
which was scrawled: 

^'Drive him fast to his tomb. This, from JACQUES '̂  

CHAPTER X 

TWO PROMISES 

MoRE months, to the number of twelve, had come aná 
gone, and Mr. Charles Darnay was established in England 
as a higher teacher of the French language who was conver-
sant with French literature. n this age, he would have 
been a Professor; in that age, he was a Tutor. He read 
with young men who could find any leisure and interest for 
the study of a Hving tongue spoken ali over the world, and he 
cultivated a taste for its stores of knowledge and fancy. He 
could write of them, besides, in sound English, and render 
them into sound English. Such raasters were not at that 
tirae easily found; Princes that had been, and Kings that 
were to be, were not yet of the Teacher class, and no ruined 
nobUity had dropped out of Tellson's ledgers, to turn cooks 
and carpenters. As a tutor, whose attainments made the 
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studenfs way unusually pleasant and profitable, and as an 
elegant translator who brought something to his work besides 
mere dictionary knowiedge, young Mr. Darnay soon became 
known and encouraged. He was well acquainted, moreover, 
with the circumstances of his country, and those were of 
ever-growing interest. So, witli great perseverance and 
untiring industry, he prospered. 

In London, he had expected neither to walk on pavementsof 
gold, nor to He on beds of roses; if he had had any such ex-
aited expectation, he would not have prospered. tíe kad 
expected labour, and he found it, and did it, and made the best 
of it. In this, íiis prosperity consisted. 

A certain portion of his time was passed at Cambridge> 
where he read with undergraduates as a sort of tolerated 
smuggler who drove a contraband trade in European lan-
guages, instead of conveying Greek and Latin through the 
Custom-house. The rest of his time he passed in London. 

Now, from the days when it was always summer in Eden, 
to these days when it is mostly winter in falien latitudes, the 
world of a man hás invariably gone one way — Charles 
Darnay's way — the way of the love of a woraan. 

He had loved Lucie Manette frora the hour of his danger. 
He had never heard a sound so sweet and ciear as the sound 
of her corapassionate voice; he had never seen a face so ten-
derly beautiful, as hers wlien it was confronted with his own 
cn tbe edge of the grave that had been dug for him. But 
he had not yet spoken to her on the subject; the assassina-
tion ijj ':he deserted château far away beyond the heaving 
watar and tiie long, long, dusty roads — the solid stone 
château which had itself become the mere mist of a dreara — 
iiad been done a year, and he had never yet, by so much 
as a singie spoken word, disciosed to her the state of hi$ 
heart. 

That he had his reasons for this, he knew full welL It was 
again a summf^r day when, lately arrived in London frora hisr 
college occupation, he turned into the quiet corner in Soho, 
bent on seeking an opportunity of opening his mind tc 
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Doctor Manette. It was the close of the summer day, ánd he 
knew^ Lucie to be out with Miss Pross. 

He found the Doctor reading in his arm-chair at a wîndow. 
The energy which had at once supported him under his old 
sufferings and aggravated their sharpness, had been gradually 
restored to him. He was now a very energetic man indeed, 
with great firmness of purpose, strength of resolution, and 
vigour of action. In his recovered energy he was sometiraes 
a little fitful and sudden, as he had at first been in tne exer-* 
-̂ ise of his other recovered faculties; but, this had never been 
frequently observable, and had grown more and more rare. 

He studied much, siept Httle, sustained a great deal of 
fatigue with ease, and was equably cheerful. To him, now 
entered Charles Darnay, at sight of whom he laid aside his 
boolc and held out his hand. 

^'Charles Darnay! I rejoice to see you. We have beer? 
counting on your return these three or four days past. Mr. 
Stryver and Sydney Carton were both here yesterday, and 
both made you out to be more than due." 

" I am obliged to them for their interest in the matter," he 
answered, a little coldly as to them, though very warmly as 
to the Doctor. "Miss Manette " 

" Is weU," saîd the Doctor, as he stopped short, "&nd your 
return will delight us aU. She has gone out on some house-
hold matters, but will soon be home." 

" Doctor Manette, I knew she was from home. I took the 
opportunîty of her being from home, to beg to speak to you.'' 

There was a blank silence. 
" Yes ? " said the Doctor, with evident constraint. " Brîng 

your chair here, and speak on." 
He complied as to the chair, but appeared to find the speak* 

ing on less easy. 
" I have had the happiness, Doctor Manette, of being so 

intimate here," so he at length began, "for some year and a 
half, that I hope the topic on which I am about to touch may 
not '' 

He was stayed by the Doctor's putting out his hand to stop 
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him. When he had kept it so a little while, he said, drawing 
li back: 

*'Is Lucie the topic?" 
"She is." 
" It is hard for me to speak of her at any time. It is very 

hard for me to hear her spoken of in that tone of yours 
Charles Darnay." 

" It is a tone of fervent admiration, true horaage, and deep 
love, Doctor Manette!'^ he said deferentiaUy. 

There was another blank silence before her father rejoined; 
" I believe it. I do you justice; I beiieve it." 
His constraint was so manifest, and it was so raanifest, too, 

that it originated in an unwiUingness to approach the subject, 
that Charies Darnay hesitated. 

"ShaU I go on, s i r?" 
Another biank. 
"Yes, go on." 
*'You anticipate what I would say, Ihough you cannot 

know hov/ earnestiy I say it, how earnestiy I feel it, without 
knowing ray secret heart, and the hopes and fears and anx-
ieties with which it has long been laden. Dear Doctor 
Manette, I love your daughter fondiy, dearly, disinterestedly, 
devotedly. If ever there were love in tlie world, I love her. 
You have loved yourself; let your old love speak for rae!'' 

The Doctor sat with his face turned away, and his eyes 
bent on the ground. At the last words, he stretched out hîs 
hand again, hurriedly, and cried: 

^' Not that, sir î Let that be! I adjure y^ou, do not recall 
t ha t ! " 

His cry was so Hke a cry of actual pain, that it rang in 
Charles Darnay's ears long after he had ceased. He motioned 
with the hand he had extended, and it seemed to be an appeal 
to Darnay to pause. The latter so received it, and remained 
silent. 

" I ask your pardon," saîd the Doctor, în a subdued tone, 
after some moraents. *'I do not doubl your loving Lucie' 
you raay be satisfied of it." 
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He turned towards him in his chair, but dîd not look at him, 
or raise his eyes. His chîn dropped upon his hand, and his 
white hair overshadowed his face: 

"Have you spoken to Lucie?" 
"No." 
" Nor written ? " 
"Never." 
" It would be ungenerous to affect not to know that your 

self-denial is to be referred to your consideratîon for her 
father. Her father thanks you.'' 

He offered his hand; but his eyes did not go wîth it. 
" I know," said Darnay, respectfully, "how can I faîl to 

know, Doctor Manette, I who have seen you together from 
day to day, that between you and Miss Manette there îs an 
affection so unusual, so touching, so belonging to the cîrcum-
stances in which it has been nurtured, t h a t i t can have few 
parallels, even in the tenderness between a father and child. 
I know, Doctor Manette — how can I fail to know — that, 
mingled with the affection and duty of a daughter who has 
become a woman, there is, in her heart, towards you, all the 
love and reliance of înfancy itself. I know that, as in her 
childhood she had no parent, so she is now devoted to you 
with all the eonstancy and fervour of her present years and 
character, united to the trustfulness and attachraent of the 
early days in which you were lost to her. I know perfectly 
well tliat if you had been restored to her from the world be-
yond this Hfej you could hardly be învested, in her sight, 
with a more sacred character than that in which you are 
always with her. I know that when she îs cHnging to ycu, 
the hands of baby, girl, and woman, all in one, are round 
your neck. I know that in loving you she sees and loves 
her mother at her own age, sees and loves you at my age, 
loves her mother broken-hearted, loves you through your 
dreadful trial and in your blessed restoration. I have known 
this, night and day, sînce I have known you în your 
home." 

Her father sat sîlent, with his face bent down. His breath 
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ing was a Httle quickened; but he repressed all other signs of 
agitation. 

^^Dear Doctor Manette, always knowing tliis, always see-
ing her and you with tbis haliowed light about you, I have 
forborne, and forborne, as long as it was in the nature of raan 
to do it. I have feit, and do even now feei, that to bring my 
lOve — even mine — between you, is to touch your history 
with something not quite so good as itself. But I love her. 
Heaven is my witness that I iove iier!" 

^̂ I believe it," answered her father, mournfu ly. " I Iiave 
fchought so before now. I beiieve it." 

'^But, do not beiieve," said Darnay, upon whose ear 
the mournful voice struck with a reproachful souncl, "'that 
if my fortune were so cast as that, being one day so happy 
as to make her my wife, I must at any time put any separation 
between her and you, I couid or wouid breathe a word of 
what I now say. Besides that I shouid Icnow it to be hope-
îess, I should know it to be a baseness. If I had any sucli 
possibility^ even at a remote distance of years, harboured 
\n niy thoughts, and liidden in mŷ  heart — if it ever had been 
fchere — if it ever could be tliere —• í couid not now touch 
'ohis honoured hand." 

He laid his own upoii it as he spoke. 
"No, dear Doctor Manette. Like you, a voluntary exile 

irom France; like you, driven from it by its distractions, 
oppressions, and miseries; ike you, striviî ^g to live away 
írom it by my own exertions, and trusting in a happier future; 
[ look only to sharing your fortunes^ sharing yoiir iife and 
home, and being faitiiful to you to the death. Not to divide 
with Lucie her privilege as your chiid, companion, and íriend: 
but to come in aid of it, and bind her cioser to y ou, if sucli a 
thing can be." 

His touch still lingered on her father's hand. Answermg 
the touch for a moment, but not coldly, her father rested 
his hands upon the arms of his chair, and íooked up for 
the first time s nce the beginning of the conference. A 
struggie was evidentiy tn tus face; a struggle with that 
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occasional look which had a tendency in it to dark doubt and 
dread. 

^^You speak so feelingiy and so manfully, Cbarles Darnay, 
that I thank you with ali my heart, and wiil open all my heart 
— or neariy so. Have you any reason to beiieve that Lucie 
loves you?" 

^^None. As yet, none." 
"Is it t ie immediate object of this confidence, that you may 

at once ascertain that, with my knoAviedge?" 
^^Not e '̂cn so. I might not have tiie iiopefuiness to do it 

for weeks; I might (mistaken or not mista.ken) have that 
hopefuiness to-morrov/." 

*'Do you seek any guidance from me?'^ 
^̂ I ask none, sir. But I have tiiougiit it possibie tliat you 

might have it in your power, if you siiouid deem it right, to 
give me some." 

^'Do 3̂ ou seek anv promise from me?'^ 
'̂ I do seek that."^ 

" W b a t i s i t ? " 
^'I weil understand that, without you, I could have no 

hope. I weli understand tliat, even if Miss Manette heid me 
at tbis moment in her innocent heart — do not think I liave 
thc presumption to assume so mucii — I could retain no place 
in it against her love for her father." 

'^lf that be so, do you see what, on the other hand, is in-
vrived in i t ? " 

*'I understand equally well, that a word from her father in 
any suitor's favour, would outweigh herseif and all the world. 
For which reason, Doctor Manette," said Darnay, modestly 
but firmly, ^'I would not ask that word, to save my life." 

" I am sure of it. Charles Darnay, mysteries arise out of 
close love, as weil as out of wide division; in the forraer case, 
they are subtle and delicate, and ciifficult to penetrate. My 
daughter Lucie is, in this one respect, such a mystery to me, 
I can make no guess at the state of her heart." 

" May I ask, sir, if you think she is " As he hesitated, 
her father supplied the rest. 
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" I s sought by any other sui tor?" 
" I t is wliat I meant to say,'^ 
Her father considered a littie before he answered: 
"You have seen Mr. Carton here, yourseif. Mr. Stryver 

is here too, occasionaiiy. If it be at ail, it can only be by 
one of these." 

^^Or both," said Darnay. 
^ Î had not thouglit of both; I should not think either, 

iikely. You want a promise from me. Ie.1 .ne what 
:Æ i s / 

'^lt is, that if Miss Manette should bring to yo:j at >x:r/ 
tirae, on her own part, such a confidence as I have ventured 
to lay before you, you wii bear testimory to what I have 
said, and to your belief m it. I iiope you may be abie to 
think so weii of me, as to urge no influen^ '̂e against me. I 
say nothing more of my staJce in tliis; tihs is what I ask. 
The condition on which I aslc it, and wiiicii you have an 
undoubted rigiit to require, I wili observe immediateiy." 

^̂ I give the proraise," said the Doctor, ^'witiiout any con-
dition. I believe your object to be, purelj^ and trathfully, 
as you have stated it, I believe your intention is to per-
petuate, and not to weaken, the ties between me and my 
other and far dearer seif. If siie shouid ever teii me that 
you are essentiai to her perfect iiappiness, I wiil give her to 
ŷ G'U. If there wexe — Charles Darnay, if there v/ere -" 

The young man had taken his hand gratefully; their 
hands were joined as the Doctor spoke: 

"— any fancies, any reasons, any apprehensions, anything 
whatsoever, new or old, against the man slie reaiiy loved —• 
the direct responsibi ity tliereof not lying on his head —--
hey shouid ali be obliterated for her sake. She is every-

ing to me; more to me tlian suffering, more to me than 
wrong, more to m e — — Weil! This is idle tallc." 

So strange was the way iii which iie faded into siience, and 
so strange his fixed look when he had ceased to speak, that 
Darnay felt his own hand turn coM in the hand that slowîy 
released and dropped it. 
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'̂ Vou said something to me, ' ' said Doctor Manette, 
breaking into a smile. *'What was it you said to m e ? " 

He was at a ioss how to aaswer, until he remerabered 
having spoken of a condition. ReHeved as his mind re-
verted to that, he answered: 

*'Your confidence in me ought to be returned with full 
confidence on my part. My present narae, though but 
slightly changed from my mother^s, is not, as you will reraera-
ber, ray own- I wish to teU you v/hat that is, and why I 
am in Engiand." 

"Stop !" said tlie Doctor of Beauvais. 
" I wish it, that I raay the better deserve your confidence, 

and have no secret from you." 
^ ŝtop!'; 
For an instant, the Doctor even Au.á. his two hands at his 

ears; for another instant, even had his two hands laid on 
Darnay's Hps. 

"Teii me when I ask you, nofc now. If your suit should 
prosper, if Lucie should love you, you shaU tell rae on your 
marriage morning. Do you promise?" 

"Wiihnglv." 
"Give me your hand. She v .̂i be home directîy, and it 

is better she should not see us cogether to-night. Go î God 
bless you!" 

Ifc was darlc when Charles Darnay left hira, and ît was 
an hour later and darker when Lucie carae horae; she 
hurried into the roora alone — for Miss Pross had gone 
straight up-stairs — and was surprised to find his reading-
chair empty. 

'' My father!" she called to hira. " Father dear 1'' 
Nothing was said in answer, but she heard a low hararaer-

ing sound in his bedroora. Passing lightly across the inter-
raediate roora, she looked in at his door and carae running 
back frightened, crying to herseif, with her blood aU chilled, 
"What shaU I do! What shaU I d o ! " 

Her uncertainty lasted but a moraent; she hurried back, 
and tapped at his door, and softly called to hira. The noise 
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ceased at tfae sound of her voice, and he presently came out 
to her, and they walked up and down together for a iong 
time. 

She came down frora her bed, to look at him in his sleep that 
night. He slept heavily, and his tray of shoemaking tools. 
and his old unfinished work, were aU as usual. 

CHAPTER XI 

A COMPAN ON PICTURB 

'^SYDNEY,'* saîd Mr. Stryver, on that selfsame night, oi 
morning, to his jackal; "mix another bowl of punch; I 
have something to say to you." 

Sydney had been working double tides that night, and the 
night before, and the night before that, and a good many 
nights in succession, making a grand clearance among Mr. 
Stryver's papers before the setting in of the long vacatiom 
The clearance was effected at last; the Stryver arrears were 
handsomely fetched up; everything was got rid of until 
November should come with its fogs atmospheric and fogs 
íegál, and bring grist to the mill again. 

Sydney was none the liveHer and none the soberer for so 
much application. I t had taken a deal of extra wet-towelling 
to pull him through the night; a correspondingly extra 
quantity of wine had preceded the toweUing; and he was in 
a very damaged condition, as he now pulled his turban off 
and threw it into the basin in which he had steeped it at 
intervals for the last six hours. 

"Are you mixing that other bowl of punch?^' saîd Scryver 
the portly, with his hands in his waistband, glancing round 
from the sofa where he lay on his ba'ck. 

" I am." 
"Now, look here! I am going to tell you soraething that 

wîll rather surprise you> and that perhaps wiU make you 
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think me not quíte as shrewd as you usually do think me. 1 
intend to marrv." 

"Do y o u ? " ' 
"Yes. And not for raoney^ What do you say now? 
^I don't feel disposed to say mueli. Who is síie?" 
'^Guess." 
"Do I know her?'^' 
^^Guess." 
*̂ I am not going to guess, at five o'clock în the raorning, 

with my brains frying and sputtering in my head. If you 
want rae to guess, yoii raust ask rae to dinner." 

'' Well then, I'li teU you," said Stryver, coraing siowly into 
a sitting posture. *' Sydney, I rather despair of raaking rayself 
inteiiigible to you, because you are such an insensible dog." 

^^And you,'^ returned Sydney, busy concocting the punch, 
^'are such a sensitive and poeticai spirit.'^ 

'^Come!" rejoined Stryver, iaughing boastfully; ^^though 
I don't prefer any ciaim to being the soui of Roraance (for 
I hope I Icnow better), still I ani a tenderer sort of fellow 
tlian you.^^ 

^'You are a luckier, if you mean that ." 
" I don't mean that. I mean I am a man of more — 

more " 
'SSay gaiiantry, while you are about i t ," suggested Carton. 
*'Weii! I'ii say galiantry. My meaning is tiiat I am a 

raan," said Stryver, inflating himself at his friend as Iie 
niade tlie punch, '*who cares raore to be agreeabie, who takes 
more pains to be agrecable, who knows better how to be 
agreeabie, in a woman's society, tiian you do." 

*̂Go on," said Sydney Carton. 
" N o ; but l>efore I go on,'^ said Stryver, shaking his heac 

in iiis bullying way, '*I'il liave this out with you. You've 
been at Doctor ]\Ianette's house as much as I have, or raore 
than I have. Wby, I have been ashamed of your raorose-
ness there! Your raanners have been of that silent and 
sullen and hang-dog kind, that, upon my life and soui, I 
have been ashamed of you, Sydneyl" 
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" I t should be very beneficial to a raan în your practîce 
Ht the bar, to be asharaed of anything," returned Sydney! 
"you ought to be rauch obliged to rae." 

"You shall not get off in that way," rejoined Stryver, 
shouldering the rejoinder at hira; "no, Sydney, it's my duty 
to tell you — and I tell you to your face to do you good — 
that you are a de-vilish ill-conditioned fellow in that sort of 
society. You are a disagreeable feliow." 

Sydney drank a bumper of the punch he had made, and 
laughed. 

"Look at rae!" said Stryver, squaring hiraself; " I have 
ess need to make myself agreeable than you have, l)eing more 

independent in circumstances. Why do I do i t ? " 
" I never saw you do it yet," muttered Carton. 
" I do it because it's politic; I do it on principle. And 

look at me! I get on.'^ 
" You don't get on with your account of your matrimonîal 

intentions," answered Carton, with a careless air; " I wish 
you would keep to that. As to me — will you never under-
stand that I ara incorrigible ?" 

He asked the question with sorae appearance of scorn. 
" You have no business to be incorrigibie," was his friend's 

answer, delivered in no very soothing tone. 
" I have no business to be, at aU, that I Icnow of," said 

Sydney Carton. "Who is the lady?" 
"Now, don't let ray announcement of the narae make you 

uncbmfortable, Sydney," said Mr. Stryver, preparing him 
with ostentatious friendliness for the disclosure he was about 
to make, " because I know you don't raean half you say; and 
if you meant it all, it would be of no importance. I make 
fehis little preface, because you once mentioned the young 
lady to me in slighting terms.'* 

" I d id?" 
"Certainly; and in these chambers." 
Sydney Carton looked at his punch and looked at his com^ 

placent friend; drank his punch and looked at his complacen^ 
friend. 
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" You made mention of the young lady as a golden-haîred 
doIL The young lady is Miss Manette. If you had been a 
fellow of any sensitiveness or delicacy of feeling in that kind 
of way, Sydney, I might have been a little resentful of your 
employing such a designation; but you are not. You want 
that sense altogether; therefore I am no raore annoyed 
when I think of the expression, than I should be annoyed 
by a man^s opinion of a picture of mine, who had no eye for 
pictures: or of a piece of music of mine, who had no ear for 
music." 

Sydney Carton drank the punch at a great rate; drank it 
by bumpers, looking at his friend. 

"Now you know all about it, Syd," saîd Mr. Stryver. 
" I don't care about fortune: she is a charming creature, 
and I have made up my mind to please myself: on the 
whole, I think I can afford to please myself. She will have 
in me a man already pretty well off, and a rapidly rising man, 
and a man of sorae distinction: it is a piece of good fortune 
for her, but she is worthy of good fortune. Are you as-
tonished?" 

Carton, still drinking the punch, rejoined, "Why should 
I be astonished?" 

"You approve?" 
Carton, still drinking the punch, rejoîned, "Why shouM 

I not approve?" 
" Well!" said his friend Stryver, "you take it more easily 

than I fancied you would, and are less mercenary on my 
behalf than I thought you would be; though, to be sure, you 
know well enough by this time that your ancient chum is a 
man of a pretty strong wiU. Yes, Sydney, I have had enough 
of this style of life, with no other as a change from it; I feei 
fchat it is a pleasant thíng for a man to have a home when he 
feelj^inclined to go to it (when he doesn^t, he can stay away), 
and I feel that Miss Manette wiU tell weU în any statîon, and 
will always do me credit. So I have made up my mind. 
And now, Sydney, old boy, I want to say a word to you 
about your prospects. You are in a bad way, you know; 
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you really are in a bad way. You don't know the value oî 
money, you live hard, you'll knock up one of these days, and 
be ill and poor; you really ought to think about a nurse.'^ 

The prosperous patronage with which he said it, made him 
look twice as big as he was, and four times as offensive. 

"Now, let me recommend you," pursued Stryver, "to 
look it in the face. I have looked it in the face, in my differ-
ent way; iook it in the face, you, in your different way. 
Marry. Provide somebody to take care of you. Never 
mind your having no enjoj^raent of woraen's society, nor 
understanding of it, nor tact for it. Find out somebody. 
Find out some respectable woman with a little property — 
somebody in the landlady way, or lodging-Ietting way — 
and marry her, against a rainy day. That's the kind. of 
thing for you. Now think of it, Sydney." 

"I'U think of it," said Sydney. 

CHAPTER X I 

THE F E L L O W O F D E L C A C T 

MR. STRYVER having made up his mind to that magnani 
mous bestowal of good fortune on the Doctor's daughter, 
resolved to make her happiness known to her before he left 
town for the Long Vacation. After some mental debating 
of the point, he came to the conclusion that it would be as 
well to get all the prelirainaries done with, and they could 
then arrange at their leisure whether he should give her his 
hand a week or two before Michaelraas Terra, or in the little 
Christmas vacation between it and Hiiary. 

As to the strength of his case, he had not a doubt about ît, 
but cleariy saw his way to the verdict. Argued with the 
jury on substantial worldly grounds — the only grounds ever 
worth taking into account — it was a plain case, and had not 
a weak spot in it. He called himself for the plaintiff, ther« 
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ívas no getting over his evidence, the counsel for the defendant 
íhrew up his brief, and the jury did not even turn to consider. 
After trying it, Stryver, C. J.,° was satisfied that no plainer 
case couid be. 

Accordingiy, Mr. Stryver inaugurated tiie Long Vacation 
with a formai proposal to take Miss Manette to Vauxhall 
Gardens*^; tiiat faihng, to Raneiagh^; that unaccountably 
faUing too, it behoved him to present himself in Soho, and 
tiiere deciare his nobie mind. 

Towards k>oho, tlierefore, Mr. Stryver shouidered his way 
from the Tempie, whiie tiie bloom of tiie Long Vacation's 
infancy was stiil upon it. Anybody who bad seen him pro-
jecting liimself into Soho whiie he was yet on Saint Dun-
stan's side"^ of Temple Bar, bursting in his fuil-biown way 
along the pavement, to the jostlement of ali weaker people, 
migiit iiavc seen iiow safe and strong he was. 

His way taking him past Telison's, and he both banking 
at Tellson's and knowing Mr. Lorry as the intimate friend 
of the Manettes, it entered Mr. Stryver's mind to enter the 
banic, and reveai to Mr. Lorry the brightness of tiie Soho 
horizon. So, he pusbed open the door with tiie w^eak rattie 
in its tbroat, sturabied down the two steps, got past tlie two 
ancient cashiers, and shouidered himseif into the niusty back 
cioset where Mr. Lorry sat at great books ruied for figures, 
with perpendicuiar iron bars to bis window as if that were 
ruled for figures too, and everything under the clouds were 
a sum. 

' 'Hai ioa!" said Mr. Stryver. "How do ŷ ou do? I hope 
you are weU!" 

It was Stryver's grand pecuiiarity that he alway^s seemed 
too big for any piace, or spaee. He was so rauch too big foi 
Tellson's, that oid cierlcs in distant corners looked up witb 
îooks of remonstrance, as though he squeezed them againsl 
the waU. The House itself, raagnificently reading the papei 
quite in the far-off perspective, lowered displeased, as if the 
Stryver head had been butted into its responsible waistcoat. 

The discreet Mr. Lorry said, in a sarapie tone of the voice 
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he would recommend under the circumstances, "How do you 
do, Mr. Stryver? How do you do, s ir?" and shook hands, 
There was a peculiarity in his manner of shaking. hands, 
always to be seen in any clerk at Tellson's who shook hands 
with a customer when the House pervaded the air. He 
shook in a self-abnegating way, as one who shook for Tellson 
and Co. 

"Can I do anything for you, Mr. Stryver?" asked Mr> 
Lorry, in his business character. 

"Why, no, thank you; this is a private vîsit to yourself, 
Mr. Lor^y; I have come for a private word." 

"Oh indeed!" said Mr. Lorry, bending down his ear, 
whiie his eye strayed to the House afar off. 

" I am going," said Mr. Stryver, leaning his arms con-
fidentially on the desk: whereupon, although it was a large 
double one, there appeared to be not half desk enough for 
him: " I am going to raake an offer of rayself in marriage 
to your agreeable ittle friend, Miss Manette, Mr. Lorry." 

"Oh dear m e ! " cried Mr. Lorry, rubbing his chin, and 
looldng at his visitor dubiously. 

" Oh dear me, sir ? " repeated Stryver, drawing back. " Oh 
dear you, sir? What may your ineaning be, Mr. Lorry?' ' 

"My meaning," answered the man of business, "is, of 
course, friendly and appreciative, and that it does you the 
greatest credit, and — in short, my meaning is everything 
you could desire. But — really, you know, Mr. Stryver 

Lorry paused, and shook his head at him in the oddest 
manner, as if he were corapelled against his wUI to add, 
internally, "you know there really is so much too mucli of 
you!" 

"WeU!^' saîd Stryver, slapping the desk with hîs conten-
tious hand, opening his eyes wider, and taking a long breath, 
"if I understand you, Mr. Lorry, l i l be hanged!" 

Mr. Lorry adjusted his little wig at both ears as a means 
towards that end, and bit the feather of a pen. 

"D—n it all, sir î ' ' said Stryver, staring at him, "am ]î 
not eHgible?'^ 
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<i Oh dear yes! Yes. Oh yes, you're ehgible!" said Mr. 
Lorry. '* If you say eligibîe, you are eligibie." 

"Ara I not prosperous?" asked Stryver. 
" O h ! if you corae to prosperous, you are prosperous/* 

said Mr. Lorry. 
"And advancing?" 
"If you come to advancing you know," said Mr. Lorry, 

delighted to be able to raake another adraission, "nobody 
can doubt that.'" 

^̂  Then what on earth is your raeaning, Mr. Lorry ?" 
deraanded Stryver, perceptibly crestfallen. 

^'Weli! I Were you going there now?" asked Mr. 
Lorry. 

^^Straight!" said Stryver, with a plurap of hîs fist on the 
desk. 

'^Then I think I wouidn't, if I was you." 
" W i i y ? " said Stryver. *^Now, I'Ii put you in a corner," 

forensicaiiy shaking a forefinger at him. '̂  You are a man of 
business and bound to have a reason. State your reason. 
Why wouldn't you go?'^ 

^^Because,'' said Mr, Lorry, " I wouldn^t go on such an 
object without having sorae cause to believe that I should 
succeed.'' 

*'D—n ME !" cried Stryver, "bu t thîs beats everythîng." 
Mr. Lorry glanced at the distant House, and /^lanced at 

the angry Stryver. 
"Here's a man of business — a raan of years — a raan 

of experience — in a Banlc," said Stryver ; "and having 
summed up three leadinsr reasons for complete success, be 
says there's no reason at ail! Says it with his head o n î " 
Mr. Stryver remarked upon the peculiarity as if it would have 
been infiniteiy less reraarkable if he iiad said it with his head 
off. 

" When I speaic of success, I speak of success with the young 
iady; and when I speak of causes and reasons to make success 
probable, I speak of causes and reasons that will teli áS such 
with the young lady. The young lady, rav good sir," said 
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Mr. Lorry, mîldly tappîng the Stryver arm, "the young lad} 
The young lady goes befôre aU.'' " 

"Then you mean to tell me, Mr. Lorry,^^ said Stryvei 
squaring his elbows, " that it is your deliberate opinîon thai 
ihe young lady at present în question is a mincing Fool?" 

"Not exactly so. I mean to tell you, Mr. Stryver,'* saic 
Mr. Lorry, reddenîng, " that I wilí hear no disrespectfu 
word of that young lady from any Hps; and that if I knew 
any man — which I hope I do not — whose taste was so 
coarse, and whose temper was so overbearing, that he coulo 
Qot restrain himself from speaking disrespectfully of. thar 
young lady at this desk, not even Tellson^s should preven^ 
my giving him a piece of my mindi" 

The necessity of being angry in a suppressed tone liad pu 
Mr. Stryver\s blood-vessels into a dangerous state when r 
was his turn to be angry; Mr. Lorry^s veins, methodical a.̂  
their courses could usually be, were in no better state no^ 
it was his turn. 

"That is what I mean to tell you, sir," said Mr. Lorry. 
' 'Pray let there be no mistake about it." 

Mr. Stryver sucked the end of á ruler for a little wîiile, and 
fchen stood hitting a tune out of his teeth with it, whîch 
probably gave hira the toothache. He broke the awkward 
silence by saying: 

"This is soraething new to me, Mr« Lorry. You delib-
erately advîse me not to go up to Soho and offer myself — 
wî/self, Stryver of the King's Bench ba r?" 

"Do you ask me for my advice, Mr. Stryver?" 
^^Yes, I do." 
*^Very good. Then I give it, and you have repeated it 

correctly." 
*̂  And all I can say of it is," laughed Stryver with a vexed 

íaugh, " that this — ha, ha! — beats everything past, present, 
^nd to come." 

"Now understand me,' ' pufsued Mr. Lorry. "As a man 
of business, I am not justîfied in saying anything about thwf 
macter^ for, as a man of business, I know nothing of it. But, 
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as an old fellow, who has carried Miss Manette in his arms, 
who is the trusted friend of Miss Manette and of her father 
too, and who has a great affection for tiiem both^ I have 
spoken. The confidence is not of my seeking, recollect. 
Now, you tiiink I raay not be r igh t?" 

' 'Not I ! " said Stryver, whisthng. " I can't undertake 
to fini third parties in coramon sense; I can oniy find it for 
myseif. I suppose sense in certain quarters; you suppose 
mincing bread-and-butter nonsense. I t 's new to me, but 
you are rigiit, I dare say." 

^^What I suppose, Mr. Stryver, I claim to ciiaracterise 
for myself. And understand me, sir," said Mr. Lorry^ 
quickly flush ng again, *̂ I v/ili not — not even at TeUson's -* 
have it characterised for me by any gentleman breathing.*' 

"There! I beg your pardon!" said Stryver. 
'^Granted. Thank you. Weil, Mr. Stiyver, I was about 

to say: — it miglit be painful to you to find yourself mistaken, 
it raight be painful to Doctor Manette to have tlie task of being 
explicit with you, it might be veiy painful to Miss Manette 
to have the task of being expHcit with you. You know tlie 
terms upon which I have tiie Iionour and happiness to stand 
with the famiiy. If you piease, comraitting you in no way, 
representing you in no way, I wiii undertake to correct ray 
advice.by the exercise of a iittie new observation and judg-
ment expressly brougiit to bear upon it, If you Ghould then 
be dissatisfiecî with it, you can but test its souudness for 
^ourseif; if, on the otlier hand, you shouid be satisfied v/îth 

.t, and it shouid be what it now^ is, it may spare all - î̂des whaî 
is best spared. What do you say?" 

'' How long w^ouid you keep me in town ? " 
"Oh î I t is only a question of a fev/ hours. I could go tc 

Soho in the evening, and come to your chambers afterwards/' 
"Then I say yes," said Stryver: ' ' I won't go up there 

now, I ara not so hot upon it as that coraes to ; I say yen 
and I shaU expect you to look in to-night. Good raoming 

Then Mr. Stryver turned and burst out of the Bank, causií.g 
such a concussion of air on his passage through, that to stau'^ 
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up agaînst ît bowing behind the two counters, required thi 
utmost remaining strength of the two ancient clerks. Thos6 
venerable and feeble persons were always seen by the public 
in the act of bowing, and wcre popularly beîieved, when they 
had bowed a customer out, still to keep on bowing în the 
empty office until they bowed another customer m. 

The barristef was keen enough to divine that the banker 
would not have gone so far in his expression of opinion on any 
less solid ground than moral certainty. Unprepared as he 
was for the large pill he had to swallow, he got it down. " And 
now," said Mr. Stryver, shaking his forensic forefinger at 
the Temple in general, when it was down, "my way out of 
this, is, to put you all in the wrong." 

It was a bit of the art of an Old Bailey tacticîan, in which 
he found great relief. "You shall not put me in the wrong, 
young lady," said Mr. Stryver; "I^II do that for you." 

Accordingly, when Mr. Lorry called that night as late as 
ten o^clock, Mr. Stryver, among a quantity of books and papers 
Httered out for the purpose, seemed to have nothing less on 
his mind than the subject of the morning. He even showed 
surprise when he saw Mr. Lorry, and was altogether in an 
absent and preoccupied state. 

"Well!" said that good-natured emissary, after a fuU 
half-hour of bootless attempts to bring him round.to the 
question. " I have been to Soho.'^ 

"To Soho?" repeated Mr. Stryver, coldly. "Oh, to be 
sure! What am I thinking of!" 

" And I have no doubt," said Mr. Lorry, " that I was right 
în the conversation we had. My opinion is confirmed^ and 
I reiterate my advice." 

" I assure you," returned Mr. Stryver, în the friendliest 
way, " tha t I am sorry for it on your account, and sorry for it 
on the poor father's account. I know this must always be 
a sore subject with the family; let us say no more about it.'* 

" I don't understand you," said Mr. Lorry. ^ 
" I dare say not," rejoined Stryver, nodding hîs head m f 

smoothing and final way; "no matter, no matter/ ' 
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'^But it does matter," Mr. Lorry urged. 
**No it doesn't; I assure you it doesn't. Havîng sup-

posed that there was sense where there is no sense, and a 
iaudable ambition where there is not a laudabie ambition, 1 
am well out of my mistake, and no harm is done. Young 
women have committed simiiar foiiies often before, and have 
repented them in poverty and obscurity often before. In 
an unselfish aspect, I am sorry that the thing is dropped, 
because it wouid have been a bad thing for rae in a wordly 
point of vîew; in a seifish aspect, I ara giad that the thing 
has dropped, because it wouid have been a bad tîiing for rae 
in a wordly point of view — it is hardiy necessary to say I 
could have gained nothing by it. There is no harra at all 
done. I have not proposed to the young lady, and, between 
ourselves, I am by no means certain, on reflection, that I 
ever should have committed myseif to that extent. Mr, 
Lorry, you cannot control the raincing vanities and giddi-
nesses of erapty-headed giris; you raust not expect to do it, 
or you will always be disappointed. Now, pray say no more 
about it., I tell you, I regret it on account of others, but I 
am satisfied on my own account. And I am really very 
inuch obliged to you for aliowing rae to sound you, and for 
giving me your advîce; you know the young lady better 
than I do;.- you were riglit, it never would have done." 

Mr. Lorry was so taken aback, that he looked quite stupidly 
at Mr. Stryver siiouidering hira towards the door, with an 
appearance of showering generosity, forbearance, and good-
wiil, on his erring iiead. ^*]\Iake tlie best of it, ray dear sir,'' 
said Stryver; ^^say no more about i t ; thanlc you again for 
ailowing rae to sound you; good night!" 

Mr. Lorry was out in the nigiit, before he .knew where he 
was. Mr. Stryver was lying back on his sofa, winking at \ús 
ceiling. 
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CHAPTER X I I I 

/ / THE F E L L O W O F N O D E L I C A C Y •^ 

iF Sydney Carton ever slione anywhere, he certamiy never 
shone in the house of Doctor Manette. He Iiad been theie 
often, during a whole year, and had aiways been the same 
moody and morose iounger tbere. Wiien he cared to talk. 
he taiked weii; but, the cioud of caring for nothing, wiiich 
overshadowed him with such a fatai clarkness, was ver\ 
rarely pierced by the iight mthin him. 

And yet he did care something for the streets that en-
vironed that house, and for tiie senseless stones that made 
their pavements. Many a night he vagueiy and unhappiiy 
wandered tiiere, wiieii wine iiad brought no transitory glad-
ness to him; many a dreary daybreak reveaied his soiitary 
figure lingering there, and stiil lingering there when tiie first 
beams of the sun brougiit into strong relief, reraoved beauties 
of architecture in spires of churches and iofty buiidings, as 
perhaps the quiet time brought some sense of better things, 
else forgotten and unattainable, into his mind. O^ late, tiie 
neglected bed in the Terapie Court had known him more 
scantily than ever; and often v/iien he Iiad thrown himse í 
upon it no longer than a few minutes, he had got up again. 
and haunted that neighbourhood. 

On a day in August, when Mr. Stryver (after notifying to 
his jackal that ^^he had thought better of that marrying 
matter") had carried his deiicacy into Devonshire, and 
when the sigiit and scent of flowers in tiie City streets had some 
waifs of goodness in tiiem for tiie worst, of heaitli for the 
sickliest, and of youtli for the oldest, Sydney's feet stiii trod 
those stones- From being irresolute and purposeless, hig 
feet became animated by an ntention, and, in tlie worlcing 
out of that intention, tliey took him to the Doctor's door, 

He was shown up-stairs, and found Lucie at her work, aione. 
She had never been quite at her ease with liira, and received 
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hira with some Httle embarrassraent as he seated hiraself neai 
her table. But, looking up at his face in the interchange 
of the first few coraraon-piaces, she observed a change in it. 

'̂ I fear you are not weU, Mr. Carton!" 
' 'No. But the life I lead, Miss Manette, is not conducive 

to health. What is to be expected of, or by, such profli-
gates ? " 

" I s it not — forgive rae; I have begun the question on ray 
lips — a pity to live no better life?" 

*' God knows it is a sharae ! '̂  
"Then why not change i t ? " 
Looldng gently at hira agaîn, she was surprîsed and sad= 

dened to see that there were tears in his eyes. There were 
tears in his voice too, as he answered: 

'̂  It is too late for that. I shall never be better than I am. 
I shail sink lower, and be worse.'^ 

He leaned an elbow on her table, and covered his eyea 
with liis hand. The table trembled in the silence that 
foiiowed. 

She had never seen him softened, and was much distressedo 
He knew her to be so, without iooking at her, and said: 

"Pray forgive me, Miss Manette. I break down beíore 
the knowledge of what I want to say to you. WiU you hear 
m e ? " 

"If ît wiU do you any good, Mr. Carton, if it would make 
you happier, it would make me very giad!" 

" God bless you for your sweet compassion!" 
He unshaded his face after a iittle whiie, and spoke steadily. 
"Don^t be afraid to hear rae. Don't siirink from anything 

I say. I am like one who died young. AII my life might 
have been." 

"No, Mr. Carton. I ara sure that tlie best part of it raight 
still be; I ara sure that you might be much, rauch worthier 
of yourself." 

" Say of you, Miss Manette, and although I know better — 
although in the raystery of ray own wretched heart I kno^ 
better — I shall never forget i t l" 
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She was pale and trembiing. He came to her relief with 
a fixed despair of himself v/hich made the interview unlike 
â-ny other tbat couid have been hoiden. 

^ l̂f it had been possibie, Miss Manette, that you could have 
returned the iove of the man you see before you — seif-
flung away, wasted, drunken, poor creature of misuse as you 
know him. to be — be wouid iiave been conscious this day 
and hour, in spite of his iiappiness, that he would bring you 
to misery, bring you to sorrow and repentance, blight you, 
disgrace you, puii you down with him. I Icnow veiy weil 
that you can have no tenderness for me; I ask for none; 
I am even thankful that it cannot be," 

^^Without it, can I not save you, Mr. Carton? Can I not 
recali you — forgive me again ! — to a better course? Can 
T in no way repay your confidence? I know this is a con-
Ôdence,'^ siie modestly said, after a iittle hesitation, and in 
earnest tears, ^̂  I know you wouid say this to no one eise. Can 
1 turn it to 110 good account for yourself, Mr. Car ton?" 

He shooic iiis head. 
^^To none, No, Miss Manette, to none. If you will hear 

me through a very little more, ail you can ever do for me is 
done. I wish you to know that you have been the last drearíi 
of my soui. In my degradation I have not been so cie-
graded but tiiat the sight of you with your father, and of 
this home made such a home by you, has stirred oid shadows 
that I thought had died out of me. Since I knew you, 1 
have been troubled by a remorse that I thought would never 
reproach me again, aiid have heard whispers from old voices 
impeiling me upward, that I thought were silent for ever. 
I have had unformed ideas of striving afresh, beginning anew, 
shaking off sloth and sensuahty, and fighting out the aban. 
doned fight. A dreain, aU a dream, that ends in nothing, 
and leaves the sleeper where he iay down, but I wisli you to 
know that you inspired i t ." 

"WiII nothing of it remain? O Mr. Carton, thînk agaînl 
Try again!" 

"No, Miss Manettej aU through ît, I have known myself 
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t'j he qmte undeserving. And yet I have had the weakness, 
and have stili the weakness, to wish you to know with wbat 
a ccidden mastery you kindied me, heap of ashes that I am, 
into .:"*e — a fire, however, inseparabie in its nature from 
niysei , ci^^ckening nothing, iighting nothing, doing no ser-
vice, idiy bnrning away," 

^^Sin^e it is n y misfortune, Mr. Carton, to have made you 
more imhappy tiian you were before you knew me " 

^^Don't saŷ  tiiat, Miss Manette, for you would have re-
ciaimed me, if anything couid. You wiil not be the cause of 
my becoming worse." 

^'Since the state of your mînd tliat you describe, is, at all 
events, attributable to some influence of mine •— this is w^hat 
I rneau, if I can make it piain — can I use no influence to 
serve you? Have I no power for good, witii you, at a i i ?" 

^^The utmost good that I am capabie of now, Miss Manette, 
I have come here to reaiise. Let me carry through tiie rest 
of my misdirected iife, the rem.embrance that I opened my 
heart to you, iast of aii the worid; and that tbere was some-
tiiing left in me at this time which you could depiore and pity.' ' 

^^Whicii I entreated you to beiieve, again and again, most 
ferventiy, with ali my iieart, was capabie of better things, 
Mr. Carton!" 

'^Entreat me to beiieve it no more, Miss Manette. I have 
proved myseif, and I know better. I iistrcoS you; I draw 
fast to an end. Wiii you iet me bei^e' '^en I recail this 
day,̂  tliat the last confidence of my lif ^rjosed in your 
pure and innocent breast, and that it l'es me, and wiil 
be shared by no one?" 

^ l̂f tliat will be a consolatîon to yr 
Not even by the dearest one ev^ 'vn LO youT" 
Mr« Carton," she answered,, tated pause^ 

*the secret is yours, not mine: am !ô respect it^ ' 
'''Tîiank you. And again, God I / 
He put iier hand to liis iips, and x. /rds the door. 
^*Be under no apprehension, Miss M my ever 

íesuming thís conversation by so much g word. I 

ii 
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will never refer to it again. If I were dead, that could not be 
gurer than it is henceforth. In the hour of my death, I shaU 
hold sacred the one good remembrance — and shaU thank and 
bless you for it — that my last avowai of myseif was raade 
to you, and that ray name, and fauits, and raiseries \vere gently 
' arried in your heart. May it otherwise be iight and happy î" 

He was so unhke what he had ever shown himseif to bcj 
and it was so sad to think how much he had thrown away, 
and how much he every day kept down and perverted, that 
Lucie Manette wept mournfuiiy for him as he stood looking 
back at her. 

"Be corafortedî" he said, " I ara not worth sucli feehng, 
Miss Manette. An hour or two hence, and the low compan-
ions and low habits that I scorn but yield to, will render me 
less worth such tears as those, tiian any wretch who creeps 
along the streets. Be coraforted! But, within myseif, I 
shall always be, towards you, what I ara now, thougii out-
wardly I siiail be what you have heretofore seen nie. The 
last supplication but one I make to you, is, that you wiU 
believe this of me." 

"IwiII , Mr. Carton." 
"My last supplication of all, is this; and with ît, I will 

relieve you of a visitor with whom I weil know you have 
nothing in unison, aríd between whom and you there is an im-
passable space. I t "s/aseless to say it, I know, but it rises 
out of my sou^ ^ y^ou, and for any dear to you, I would 
do anythîn '̂'̂ , career w êre of that better Icind that 
there waâ a. ^^'anity or capacity of sacrifice in it, I 
woij-'d erabi>, < ifice for you and for those dear to you. 
Try ibO hold' rhind, at some quiet times, as ardent 
and sincere-f hing. The time will come, tlie time 
wiU not be l tg, when new ties wiil be forraed 
about you -^ U bind you yet more tendeiiy and 
strongly to i i so adorn — the dearest ties that 
will ever gr í̂̂  iden you. O Miss Manette, when the 
Ettle pictUf y father's face looks up in yours, when 
^ou see yc ^ght beauty springing up anew at yot« 

file:///vere
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feet, think now and then that there îs a raan who would give 
his life, to keep a life you love beside you!" 

He said, "FXrewelll" said a last "God blessyou!" and 
ieft her. 

CHAPTER XIV 

THE EONEST TRADESMAN 

To the eyes of Mr. Jereraiah Cruncher, sittîng on hís stoo: 
m Fleet Street with his grisly urchin beside hira, a vast 
nuraber and variety of objects in raovement were every day 
presented. WIio couid sit upon anj^tbing in Fieet Street dur-
ing the busy hours of the day, and not be dazed and deafened 
by two immense processions, one ever tending westward 
witii the sun, tiie other ever tending eastward from the sun, 
both ever tending to the piains beyond the range of red and 
purpie where the sun goes down! 

With his straw in his mouth, i\Ir. Cruncher sat watching 
the two streams, lilce the heathen rustic w ĥo has for several 
centuries been on duty watching one streara — saving that 
Jerry had no expectation of their ever running dry.° Nor 
would it have been an expectation of a hopeful Iciiid, siiice a 
sraaU part of his income was derived from the pilotage of 
tiraid woraen (mostiy of a fuli habit and past the middle term 
of life) from Tellson's side of the tides to the opposite shore. 
Brief as such companionship was in every separate instance^ 
Mr. Cruncher never failed to becorae so interested in the lady 
as to express a strong desire to have tlie honour of drinking 
her very good health. And it was from the gifts bestowed 
upon him towards the. execution of this benevolent purpose, 
that he recruited his finances, as just now observed. 

Time was, when a poet sat upon a stool in a pubHc place^ 
and mused in the sight of men. Mr. Cruncher, sitting on a 
stool in a public place, but not being a poety mused as Httle as 
possible, and looked about him. 
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It fell out that he was thus engaged in a season wheî  
crowds were few, and belated women few, and when his affairs 
in general were so unprosperous as to awaken a strong sus-
picion in his breast that Mrs. Cruncher must have been 
"flopping" in some pointed manner, when an unusual con-
course pouring down Fleet Street westward, attracted his 
attention. Looking that way, Mr. Cruncher made out that 
some kind of fu,neral was coming along, and that there was 
popular objection to this funeral, which engendered uproar. 

^^Young Jerry," said Mr. Cruncher, turning to his off-
spring, "it 's a buryin^" 

"Hooroar, father !" cried Young Jerry. 
The young gentleman uttered this exultant sound with 

mysterious significance. The elder gentieman took the cry 
so ill, that he watched his opportunity, and smote the young 
gentleman on the ear. 

"What d^e mean? What are you hooroaring at? What 
do you want to conwey to your own father, you young Rip ? 
This boy^is a getting too many for m e / " said Mr. Cruncher, 
surveyin^ him. "Him and his hooroars! Don^t let me 
hear no more of you, or vou shall feel some more of me. D^e 
hear?" 

" I warn't doing no harm," Young Jerry protested,rubbing 
his cheek. 

"Drop it then," saîd Mr. Cruncher; " I won't have none 
of your no harms. Get a top of that there seat, and look 
at the crowd.̂ ^ 

His son obeyed, and the crowd approached; they were 
bawling and hissing round a dingy hearse and dingy mourn-
ing coach, in which mourning coach .there was only one 
mourner, dressed in the dingy trappings that were considered 
essential to the dignity of the position. The position ap-
peared by no means to please him, however**with an increas-
ing rabble surrounding the coach, deriding him, making 
griînaces at híra, and incessantly groaning and caíling out: 
" Yah! Spîes! Tst! Yaha! Spies!" with many com-
pliments too numerous and forcible to repeat. 
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Funerals had at all tîmes a remarkable attractîon for Mr, 
Cruncher; he always priclced up his senses, and became 
excited, when a funeral passed Tellson's. Naturally, there-
fore, a funeral with this uncommon attendance excited him 
greatly, and he asked of the first man who ran against him: 

"What is it, brother? What's it about?" 
" / don't know," said the man. "Spies! Yaha! Tst! 

Spies!" 
He asked another man. "Who îs it?'* 
" / don't know," returned the man, clappîng hîs hands 

to his mouth nevertheless, and vociferating iii a surprising 
heat and with the greatest ardour, "Spies! Yaha! Tst, 
fcsfc! Spi-ies! *'•'' 

At length, a person better înformed on the merits of the 
case, tumbled against hira, and from this person he learned 
that the funeral was the funeral of one Roger Cly. 

"Was He a spy?" asked Mr. Cruncher. 
" Old Bailey spy," returned his informant. " Yaha î 

Tsfc! Yah! Old Bailey Spi-i-ies!" 
"Why, to be sure!" exclaimed Jerry, recalling the Trîal 

at which he had assisted. "IVe seen him. Dead, is he?" 
"Dead as mutton," returned the other, "and can't be too 

dead. Have 'em out, there! Spiesî PuU êm out, thereî 
Spies!" 

The îdea was so acceptable în the prevalent absence of any 
idea, that the crowd caught it up with eagerness, and loudly 
repeating the suggestion to have êm out, and to pull 'em out, 
mobbed the two vehicles so closely that they came to a stop. 
On the crowd's opening the coach-doors, the one mourner 
scuffled out of hiraself and was in their hands for a moment; 
but he was so alert, and made such good use of his time, that 
in another moraent he was scouring away up a bye-street, 
after shedding his cloak, hat, long hatband, white pocket-
handkerchief, and pther symbolical tears. 

These, the people tore to pieces and scattered far and wide 
with great enjoyment, while the tradesmen hurriedly shut 
up their shops; for a crowd in those times stopped at nothing, 
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and was a monster much dreaded. They had already got 
the length of opening the hearse to take the coffin out, when 
some brighter genius proposed instead, its being escorted to 
its destination amidst general rejoicing. Practical sugges-
tions being much needed, this suggestion, too, was received 
with acclaraation, and the coach was immediately fiUed'WÍth 
eight inside and a dozen out, w^hile as many people got on the 
roof of the hearse as could by any exercise of ingenuity stick 
upon it. Among the first of these volunteers was Jerry 
Cruncher himself, who modestly concealed his spiky head 
from the observation of Tellson's, in the further corner of 
the mourning coach. 

The officiating undertakers made some protest against these. 
changes in the ceremonies; but, the river being alarmingly 
near, and several voices remarking on fche efficacy of cold 
immersion in bringing refractory members of the profession 
to reason, the protest was faint and brief. The remodelled 
procession started, with a chimney-sweep driving the hearse 
— advised by the regular driver, who was perched beside him, 
under close inspection, for the purpose — and with a pieman, 
also attended by his cabinet minister, driving the mourning 
coach. A bear-leader, a popular street character of the time, 
was irapressed as an additional ornament, before the caval-
cade had gone far down the Strand; and his bear, who waŝ  
biack and very mangy, gave quite an Undertalcing air to that 
part of the procession in which he waiked. 

Thus, with beer-drinking, pipe-smoking, song-roaring, ana 
infinite caricaturing of woe, the disorderly procession went 
its way, recruiting at every step, and all the shops shutting 
up before it. Its destination was the old church of Saint 
Pancras, far off in the fields. I t got there in course of time; 
insisted on pouring into the burial-ground; finally, accom-
plished the interment of the deceased Roger Cly in its own 
way, and highly to its own satisfaction. 

The dead man disposed of, and the crowd being under the 
necessity of providing some other entertainment for itself, 
another brighter genius (or perhaps the same) conceived the 
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humour of impeaching casual passers-by, as Old Bailey spies, 
and wreakihg vengeance on them. Chase was given to some 
scores of inoffensive persons ^̂ rho had never been near the Old 
Bailey in their lives, in the realisation of this fancy, and they 
were roughly hustled and maltreated. The íransition to tlie 
sport of window-breaking, and thence to thepluhdOTng of 
public-houses, was easy and natural. At last, after several 
hours, when sundry summer-houses had been puUed down, 
and some area-railings had been torn up, to arm the more 
feuijgerent spirits, a rumour got about that the Guards were 
coming. Before this rumour, the crowd gradually melted 
away, and perhaps the Guards carae, and perhaps they never 
came, and thîs was the usual progress of a mob. 

Mr. Cruncher did not assist at the closing sports, but had 
remaîned behind in the churchyard, to confer and condole 
with the undertakers. The place had a soothing influence 
on hira. He procured a pipe from a neighbouring public^ 
house, and smoked it, looking in at the railings and maturely 
consiflering the spot-

"Jerry," said Mr. Cruncher, apostrophising himself in 
his usual way, "you see that there Cly that day, and you see 
with your own eyes that he was a young 'un and a straight 
made ^un." ^ 

Having smoked his pipe out, and ruminated a little longer, 
he turned himself about, that he might appear, before the 
hour of closing, on his station at Tellson^s. Whether his 
meditations on mortality had touched his liver, or whether 
his general health had been previously at all amiss, or whether 
he desired to show a Httie attention to an eminent man, is not 
so much to the purpose, as that he made a short call upon his 
medical adviser — a distinguished surgeon — on his way 
back. 

Young Jerry relieved his father with dutiful interest, and 
reported No job in his absence. The bank closed, the ahcîent 
cierks came out, the usual watch was set, and Mr. Crunchef 
and his son went home to tea. 

'Now. I teU you where it i s ! " saîd Mr. Cruncher to his 
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wife, on entering. "If, as a honest tradesman, my wentur^ 
goes wrong to-night, I shall make sure that youVe beer 
praying again me, and I shall work you for it just the same 
as if I seen you do it." 

The dejected Mrs- Cruncher shook her head. 
"Why, you're at it afore ray face!" said Mr. Cruncher^ 

with signs of angry apprehension. 
" I am saying nothing." 
"Well, then; don't meditate nothingo You might as weU 

flop as meditate. You may as well go again me one way as 
another. Drop it altogether." 

"Yes, Jerry.'^ 
"Yes, Jerry^," repeated Mr. Cruncher sitting down to tea. 

"Ah! It is yes, Jerry. That^s about it. You may say 
yes, Jerry." 

Mr. Cruncher had no particular meaning in these sulky 
7cnr^ol;)orfltions, but made use of them, as people not un-
frequently do, to express general ironical dissatisfaction. 

"You and your yes, Jerry," said Mr. Cruncher, taking a 
bite out of his bread-and-butter, and seeming to help it down 
with a large invisible oyster out of his saucer. "Ah! I 
think so. I believe you.'^ 

"You are going out to-night?" asked his decent wiie^ 
when he took another bite. 

"Yes, I am.'; 
"May I go with you, father?" asked his son, briskly. 
"No, you mayn't. I'm a going — as your mother knows 

— a fishing. Tliat^s where I'ra going to. Going a fishing." 
" Your fishing-rod gets rayther rusty; don't it, father?" 
"Never you mind.'^ 
"Shall you bring any fish home, father?" 
"If I don't, you'Il have short commons, to-morrow,*' 

returned that gentleman, shaking his head; "that 's questions 
enough for you; I ain't a going out, till youVe been long 
abed." 

He devoted himself during the remainder of the evening to 
keeping a most vigilant watch on Mrs. Cruncher, and sullenly 
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)Iding her în conver.sation that slie migiit be prevented 
om meditating any petitions to bis disadvantage. With thi& 
ew, he urged his son to hoid her in conversation aiso, and 
d the unfortunate v/oman a hard hfe by dwxlling on any 
^uses of complaint iie couid bring against lier, :^atlaer than he 
ould ieave lier for a moment to her ov/n reflections. The 
îvoutest person could have reiidered iio greater iiomage 
' the efficacy of an honest prayer tlian he did in this distrust 

his v/ife. It was as if a professed unbeliever in ghosts 
Lould be frightened by a ghost stoiy. 
^^And mind you!" said Mr. Cruncher. "No games to-
orrov/! If I, as a Iionest tradesman, succeed in providing 
jinie of meat or two, none of your not touching of it, and 
ic i ig to bread. If I, as a honest tradesm.an, am abie to 
'ovide a iittie teer, none of y^our declarir;^ on water. Wlien 
)u go to Rome, do as Rome does. Rome wili be a ugly 
Lstomer to you, îf you don't. / 'm your Rome, you lcnow.^' 
Then he began grumbling again : 
^^Witii your flying into the face of y^our own wittles and 

ink ! I doii't know how scarce you mayn't make the v. ittles 
id driiik here, by y^our flopping tricks and your unfeeling 
induct.- Look at your boy: he is your'n, ain't he? He's 
1 thin as a iath. Do you caii yourseif a mother, and not 
low that a motlier's first duty is to blow her boy out ?" 
This touched Young Jerry on a tender place; who adjured 
s mother to perform her first duty, and, v/hatever else she 
d or negiected, above ail things to îay especiai stress on the 
scharge of that maternal function so affectingly and 
iicateiy indicated by his otîier parent. 
Thus the evening wore av/ay v/:tli the Crunclier family, 
\tii Young Jerry was ordered to bed, and liis niother, iaid 
ider similar inj unctions, obeyed tliem. Mr. Cruncher 
iguiled the earlier watches of the nigiit vvith solitary pipes, 
m dîd not start upon his excursion untii neaiiy oae o'clocic. 
Dwards tliat small and ghostiy hour, he rose up frora his 
lair, took a key out of his pocket, opened a loclced cupboard, 
id brought forth a sack, a crowbar of convenient size, a rope 
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and chain, and other fishîng tackle of that nature. Dîsposîn| 
these articles about him in skilful manner, he bestowed a 
parting defiance on Mrs. Cruncher, extinguished the Hght̂  
and went out. 

Young Jerry, who had only made a feînt of undressîng whe > 
he went to bed, was not long after his father. Under cover 
of the darkness he followed out of theroom,followeddownthe 
stairs, foUowed down the court, foUowed out into the streets. 
He was in no uneasiness concerning his getting into the house 
again, for it was fuU of lodgers, and the door stood ajar ali 
night. 

Impelled by a laudable ambîtion to study the art and myg-
tery of his father^s honest caUing, Young Jerry, keeping as 
close to house fronts, walls, and doorways, as his eyes were 
close to one another, held his honoured parent in view. The 
honoured parent steering Northward, had not gone far, 
when he was joined by another disciple of Izaak Walton^ and 
the two trudged on together. 

Within half an hour from the first starting, they were 
Deyond the winking' lamps, and the more than winking 
watchmen, and were out upon a lonely road. Another 
fisherman was picked up here — and that so silently; that if 
Young Jerry had been superstitious, he might have supposed 
the second follower of the gentle craft to have, aU of a sud-
den, split himself into two. 

The three went on, and Young Jerry went on, untîl the threr 
stopped under a bank overhanging the road. Upon the toju 
of the bank was a low brick wall, surmounted by an iron 
railing. In the shadow of bank and wall the three turne' 
out of the road, and up a blind lane, of which the wall -̂  
there, risen to some eight or ten feet high — formed one sîde. 
Crouching down in a corner, peeping up the lane, the next 
object that Young Jerry saw, was the form of his honoured 
parent, pretty well defined agaînst a watery and clouded 
moon, nimbly scaling an iron gate. He was soon over, and 
then the second fisherman got over, and then the thirdo They 
aU dropped softly on the ground within the gate, and lay therfl 
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a îittîe — Hstening perhaps. Then, they moved away on 
fcheir hands and knees. 

I t was now Young Jerry^s turn to approach the gate: 
which he did, holding his breath. Crouching down again in 
a corner there, and looldng in, he made out the three fisher-
men creeping through some ranlc grass! and ail the grave-
stones in the churchyard — it was a iarge churchyard that 
tliey were in — looking on like ghosts in white, while the 
church tower itself looked on like the giiost of a monstrous 
giant. They did not creep far, before they stopped and 
stood upright« And then they began to fish. 

They fished with a spade, at first. Presently the honoured 
parent appeared to be adjusting some instruraent like a 
great corkscrew. Whatever tools they worked with, they 
worked hard, until the awful striking of the church ciocic so 
terrified Young Jerry, tiiat he made off, with his hair as stiff 
as his father's. 

But, his long-ciierished desire to know more about these 
matters, not only stopped him in his running away, but 
lured him back agâin. Tiiey were still fishing perseveringly, 
when he peeped in at the gate for the second tinie; but, now 
they seemed to have got a bite. Tiiere was a screwing and 
complaining sound dow^n beiow, and their bent figures were 
strained, as if by a weight. By siow degrees the w^eight broke 
away tiie eartii upon it, and came to the surface. Young 
Jerry very weil knew what it wouid be; but, when he saw it, 
and saw his honourec parent about to wrencii it open, he was 
so fiightened, being new to the siglit, that Iie made off again, 
and never stopped until he had run a mile or more. 

He would not have stopped tiien, for anything iess neces-
sary than breatii, it being a spectral sort of race tiiat he ran^ 
and one highly desirabie to get to the end of. He had a 
strong idea that the coffin he had seen was running after hira; 
and, pictured as hopping on beiiind him, bolt upright, upon 
its narrow end, always on the point of overtaking him and 
hoppjng on at his side — perhaps taking his arm — it was a 
pursuer to shun. I t was an inconsistent and úbiquitous fiend 
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too, for, while it was makîng the whole night behind hinj 
dreadful, he darted out into the roadway to avoid dark alleys, 
fearful of its coming hopping out of them like a dropsical 
boy^s-Kite without tail and wings. It hid in doorways too, 
rubbing its horrible shoulders against doors, and drawing 
them up to its ears, as if it were laughing. I t got into shad-
ows on the road, and lay cunningly on its back to trip hira 
up. AU this time it was incessantly hopping on behind 
and gaining on him, so that when the boy got to his own door 
he had reason for being half dead. And even then it would 
iiot leave him, but followed him up-stairs with a bump on 
every stair, scrambied into bed with him, and bumped down. 
dead and heavy, on his breast when he fell asleep. 

From his oppressed slumber, Young Jerry in his closet was 
awakened after daybreak and before sunrise, by the presence 
of his father in tlie family room. Something had gone wrong 
with him; at ieast, so Young Jerry inferred, from the cir-
cumstance of his holding Mrs. Cruncher by the ears, and 
knocking the back of her head against the head-board of the 
bed. 

" I told you I would," said Mr. Cruncher, "and I dîd." 
"Jerry, Jerry, Jerry!" his wife implored. 
"You oppose yourself to the profit of the business," saîd 

Jerry, "and me and my partners suffer. You was to hoiiour 
and obey; why the devil don't you?" 

" I try to be a good wife, Jerry," the poor woman prc-
tested, with tears. 

" Is it being a good wife to oppose your husband's business í 
Is it honouring your husband to dishonour his business? 
Is it obeying your husband to disobey him on the wital sub-
ject of his business?" 

"You hadn't taken to the dreadful business then, Jerry.'^ 
"I t ' s enough for you," retorted Mr. Cruncher, "to be the 

wife of a honest tradesman, and not to occupy your female 
mind with calculations when he took to his trade or when he 
didn^t. A honouring and obeying wife would let his .trade 
alone altogether. CaU yourself a reiigious wpman ? lí 
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you're a religious woman, gîve me a îrreligious one! You 
have no more nat'ral sense of duty than the bed of thîs here 
Thames river has of a pile, and sirailarly it must be knocked 
into you." ^ 

The altercation was conducted in a low tone of voîce, and 
terminated in the honest tradesman's kicking off his clay-
soiled boots, and lying down at his length on the fioor. After 
taking a timid peep at him lying on his back, with his rusty 
hands under his head for a piUow, his son lay down too, and 
fell asleep again. 

There was no fish for breakfast, and not much of anythîng 
else. Mr. Cruncher was out of spirits, and out of temper, 
and kept an iron pot-lid by him as a projectile for the correc-
tion of Mrs. Cruncher, in case he should observe any symp-
toms of her saying Grace. He was brushed and washed at 
the usual hour, and set off with his son to pursue his osten-^ 
sible calling. 

Young Jerry, walking with the stool under hîs arm at his 
father^s side along sunny and crowded Fleet Street, was a 
very different Young Jerry from him of the previous night, 
running home through darkness and solitude from his grim 
pursuer. His cunning was fresh with the day, and his qualn å 
were gone with the night — in which particulars it is not im-
probable that he had compeers in Fleet Street and the City of 
London, that fine raorning. 

"Father," said Young Jerry, as they walked along: takîng 
care to keep at arm^s length and to have the stool weU be-
tween them: "what's a Resurrection-Man?" 

Mr. Cruncher carae to a stop on the pavement before he 
answered; "How should I know?" 

" I thought you knowed everytîiing, father," said the art-
less boy* 

"Hem! Well,'^ returned Mr. Cruncher, going on again, 
and Hfting off his hat to give his spikes free play, "he^s a 
tradesman.'' 

"What's his goods, father?'^ asked the brisk Young 
Jerryv 
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"His goods," said Mr. Cruncher, after turnîng it over înhîa 
mind, "is a branch of Scientific goods." 

"Persons' bodies, ain^t it, father?" asked the Hvely boy. 
'*I beheve it is something of that sort," said Mr. Cruncher. 
'^Oh, father, I shoiUd so Hke to be a Resurrection-Man 

í^hen I^m quite growed up !" 
Mr. Cruncher was soothed, but shook hîs head in a dubious 

and moral way. " I t depends upon how you deweiop your 
talents. Be careful to dewelop your talents, and never to say 
no more than you can help to nobody, and there^s no teUing 
at the preseno time what you may not corae to be fit for." 
As Young Jerry, thus encouraged, went on a few yards, in 
^dvance, to plant the stool in the shadow of the Bar, Mr. 
Gnincher a,dded to himself: "Jerry, you honest tradesman, 
there^s hopes wot that boy wiU yet be a blessing to you, and 
% .recompense to you for his mother l" 

OHAFrER XV 

KNITTING 

THERE had been ear ler drinking than usual în the wîne-
shop of Monsieur Defarge. As early as six o'clock in the 
morning, saUow faces peeping through its barred windows 
had descried other faces within, bending over measures of 
win3. Monsieur Defarge sold a very thin wine at the best of 
times, but it would seem to have been an unusually thin wine 
that he sold ̂ t this time. A sour wine, moreover, or a sour-
mg, forits influence on the mood of those who drank it was to 
make them gloomy. No vivacious Bacchanalian flame ieaped 
out of the pressed grape of Monsieur Defarge: but, a smoul-
dering fire tliat burnt in the dark, lay hidden in the dregs of it. 

This had been the thira morning in succession, on which 
there had been early drinking at the wine-shop of Monsieur 
Defarge. I t had begun ôn Moiiday, and here was Wednes* 
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day come. There had been raore of early brooding 
drinking; for, raany raen had listened and whispered and 
slunk about tliere frora the time of the opening of the dooTj 
who could not have laid a piece of money on the counter 
to save their souis. These were to the full as interested in 
fche place, however, as if they couid have comraanded whole 
barrels of wine; and they glided frora seat to seat, and from 
corner to corner, sv/allowing talk in HgjJt[of drink, with greedy 
looks. 

Not;^iî' .:anding an unusuaî flow ''f company, the master 
of the wine-shop was not visibie. He was not missed; for, 
aobody who crossed the threshoid îooked for him, nobody 
asked for him, nobody wondered to see only Madarae Defarge 
in her seat, presiding over the distribution of wine, with a 
(owi of b^.ttered sinall coins before her, as rauch defaced and 
beaten ouc of their original irapress as the smali coinage o) 
huinanity froni whpse ragged pockets they had comOo 

A suspended int'erest and a prevalent absence of mînd, 
were perliaps observed bŷ  the spies who looked în at the 
wine-shop, as they looked in at every place, high and low, 
frora the lcing's palace to the criminars gaoL Games at 
3ards languished, plaj^ers at dominoes musingiy biiilt towers 
with thera, drinkers drew figures on the tables with spi't 
drops of wine, Madarae Defarge herseif piciced out the pattem 
on her sleeve with her toothpick, and saw and heard some-
thing inaudible and invisible a long wav^offo 

Thus, Saint Antoine in this vinouyfeature o.£ Ms, untiî 
mid-da j . It was iiigh noontide, when two dusty men passed 
througii his s'̂ feets and under his swinging laraps: of whom, 
one was iVI^ns:sar Defarge: the other a mender of roads in 
a blue cap. Ali adust and athirst, the two entered the wine-
shop. Their arrival had lighted a kind of fire în the breast 
of Saint Antoine, fast spreading as they came along, whicb 
stirred and flickered in flames of faces at most doors and 
windows. Yet, no one had followed them, and no man spoke 
when they entered the wine-shop, thougii the eyea of-ftvery 
man there were turned -WíOTi/fciiofir 
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"Good day, gentlemen! ' saîd Monsieur Defarge. 
I t may have been a signal for loosening the general tangua 

t elicited an answering chorus of "Good day!" 
" I t is bad weather, gentlemen," said Defarge, shaking hÍ3 

head. 
Upon which, every man looked at his neighbour, and then 

all cast down their eyes and sat silent. Except one man, 
who got up and went outo | 

"My wife," said Defarge aloud, addressing Madame 
•Defarge: " I have tra/alîed certain leagues with this good 
mender of roads, called Jacques. I met him — by accident 
— a day and hairs journey out of Paris. He is a good chUd, 
this mender of roads, called Jacques Gîve him to drink, my 
wife!" 

A second man got up and went out. Madame Defarge 
set wine before the mender of roads called Jacques, who 
doffed his blue cap to the company, and drank. In the 
breast of his blouse he carried some coarse dark bread; he 
ate of this between whiles, and sat munching and drinking 
near Madame Defarge^s counter. A third man got up and 
went out. 

Defarge' refreshed hîmseîf with a draught of wine — but, 
he took less than was given to the stranger, as being himself 
a man to whom it was no rarity — and stood waiting until 
the countryman had made his breakfast. He looked at no 
one present, and no one now looked at him; not even Madame 
Defarge, who had taken up her knitting, and WJ.3 at work. 

"Have you finished your repast, friend ?" he asked, :in duo 
season. 

"YeS; ôhank you." 
"Come, then! You shaîî see the apartment that I to d 

>ou you could occupy. t wiil suit you to a marvel.^' 
Out of the wine-shop into the street, out of the street înto 

dj courtyard, out of the courtyard up a steep staircase, out 
of the staircase into a garret, — formerly the garret where 
a white-haired man sat on a ow bench, stooping forward 
and verv busy; making shoesj. 
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No wh te-haired man was there now; but, the three merv 
were there who had gone out of the wine-shop singly. And 
between tliem and the white-haired man afar off, was the 
oae small link, that they had once looked in at him through 
he chinlcs in the wall. 

Defarge closed the door carefully, and spoke in a subdued 
voice: 

"Jacques One, Jacques Two, Jacques Three! This is the 
witness encountered by appointment, by me, Jacques Four. 
He will tell you all. Speak, Jacques Five!" 

The mender of roads, blue cap in hand, wiped his swarthy 
forehead with it, and said, "Where shall I commence, mon-
sieur?" 

"Co?T menc3," was Monsieur Defarge's not unreasonable 
reply, "a t the coramencement." 

" I saw him then, raessieurs," began the raender of roads, 
" a year ago this running summer, underneath the carriage 
of the Marquis, hanging by the chain. Behold the manner 
or it. I leaving my work on the road, the sun going to bed, 
the carriage of the Marquis siowly ascending the hill, he 
hanging by the chain—like this." 

Again the mender of roads went through the whole per-
•ormance; in which he ought to have been perfect by that 
thoie, seeing that it had been the infallib e resource and in-
i.:spensable entertainment of his village during a whole year. 

Jacques One struck in, and asked if he had ever seen the 
.nan bsfore ? 

"Never,^ answered the mender of roads, recovering his 
perpendicular. 

Jacques Three demanded how he afterVards recognised 
lim then ? 

"By his tall figure,"^" said the mender of roads, softly, and 
with his finger at his nose. "When Monsieur the Marquis 
demands that evening, ^Say, what is he like?* I make re 
sponse, ^TalI as a spectre.^" 

"You shotUd have said, short as a dwarf/* returneo 
Jacques Two. 
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'Bxit what did I know? The deed was not then accotct 
pHshed, nsither did he confide in me. Observe! Undet 
those circumstances even, I do not offer my testimony. Mon-
sieur the Marquis indicates me with his finger, standing near 
our Httle fountain, and says, ^To me! Bring that rascal 
My faith, messieurs, î offer nothing." 

He is right there, Jacques," murmured Defarje, >̂3 him 
had interrupted. " Go on!" 

" Good!" said the mender of roads, with an air of mystery. 
"The taU man s ost, and he is sought — how many montîis^^ 
Nine, ten, eleven?" 

"No matter, the nuraber," said Defarge. "He is w&ií. 
hidden, but at last he is uiiluckily founch Go on !" 

" I ara again at work upon the hiii-side, and the sun it 
again about to go to bed. I am coilecting my toois t*j de-
scend to my cottage down in the viiiage beiow, where it is 
already dark, when I raise my eyes, and seecomingover the 
hill six soldiers. In tlie midst of them is a taU man with his 
arms bound —• tied to his sides — like this !" 

With the aid of his indispensable cap, he represented a man 
with his elbows bound fast at his lups, with cords that were 
knotted behind him. 

" I stand aside, messieurs. by my heap of stones, to see the 
soîdiers and their prisoner p:iss (for it is a solitary road, that, 
whe:æ any spectacle is weli worth ooking at), and at first, as 
they approach, I see no more than that they are six soldiers 
NÍih a taíi man bouiid, and that they are almost black to my 
Bîght -— except on the side of the sun going to bed, where 
tliey have a red edge, messieurs. Aiso, I see tha: their long 
^hadows are on the holiow lidge on the opposite side of the 
road, and are on the hiil above it, and are like tiie shadows of 
giantSo A so, I sea that the\^ are covered with dust, and that 
hhe dust moves with them as they come, tramp, tramp ! But 
when they advance quite near to me, recognise the tali man, 
and he recognises me. Ah, but he would be well content to 
preeipitate himself over the hili-side once again, as on the even 
iUg when he and I first encountered, close to the same spot î" 
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fíe described it as if he were there, and it was evident that 
he saw it vividly^; perhaps he had not seen much in his life. 

" I do not show the soldiers that I recognise the taU raan; 
he does not siiow the soldiers tlia t he recognises me; we do it. 
and we lcnow it, wiih our eyes. 'Come on! ' says the chieí 
of that company, pointing to the viliage, ' bring him fast lo 
hi3 tomb !' and they bring him faster. I foilow. His arras 
are sweiled because of being bound so tighfc, his wooden 
•shoes are large and ciumsy, and iie is lame. Because he is 
(ame, and consequentiy siow, tliey^ urive him with their gun: 
— iike t h i s ! " 

He imitated fche action of a man^s being impellec; forw^ard 
by the butt-ends of musicets. 

'*As they descend the iiiil Íilce madmen running a race, he 
fails. They iaugli and pick him up again. His face is bieed 
mg and covered with dust, but lie camiot touch i t ; thereupon 
fchey laugh again, They bring him into the viliage; all tiie 
viilage runs to iook; they take him past the raiil, and up to 
the prison; ali the viilage sees the prison gate open in tho 
darkness of the night, and swailow him —- iiice t l i is!" 

He opened liis niouth as wide as he could, and shut it w th 
a sounding snap of his teetli. Observant of his unwiUingnes.s 
to znar the effect by opening it again, Defarge said, "Go on, 
j'acques." 

"All the v lîage," pursued tiie mender of roads, on tiptoe 
i,nd in a low voice, "withdraws; ail the viliage whispers bv 
ihe fountain; aU the village sleeps; ali tlie viliage drearas 
of that unliappy one, within the locks and bars oî the prisor 
on the crag, and never to come out of it, except to perish. 
In the mornLag, witîi my tools upon my shoulder, eating rny 
morsel of black bread as í go, I mihe a ciri;uit by the pvison, 
on my way to my vvork- Tiiere î see iiim, high up, behiiid 
the bars of a lofty iron eage, bioody^ and dusty as last uight, 
íooking through- He lias no hand free, to wave to me; 
* dare not caii to ihm; he regards me iike a dead man." 

Deíarge aud íhe three gi<..nced darklv at one another. The 
ooks of ali of thern were claíic. repressed, and reven^efuf. 
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ús they Hstened to the countryman's story; the maL-i ier a 
all of thera, whiie it was secret, was authoritative too. They 
lad the air of a rough tribunai; Jacques One and Two sitting 
3n the o d pallet-bed, each with his chin resting o^ his hand. 
and his eyes intent on tbe road-raender; Jacques Three, 
equaliy intent, on one knee behind thera, with h's agitated 
hand aiways gliding over the network of fine nsr'̂ ^es about his 
mouth and nose; Defarge standing between uiem and the 
narrator, whom iie had stationed in the light of the window 
by turns looidng from hl^n to thera, ancl from them to íiim. 

"Go on, Jacques,'^ said Defarge. 
"He remains up there in his iron cage some days. Tîie 

viUage looks at him by stealth, for it is afraid. But it aiways 
îooks up, from a distance, at the prison on the crag; aad m. 
fche evening, when the woric of the day is achieved and it 
assembles to gossip at the fountahi, ali laces are turned 
towards tiie prison. Formeriy, they were turned towards 
fche posting-house: now, tiiey are turned towards the prison, 
They whisper at the fountain, that although conclemned to 
death he v/ilî not be executed; tliey say that petitions have 
been presented in Paris, siiowing tliat Iie was enraged and 
raado mad by the death of his cliiid r they say that a petition 
has been presented to tlie King iiimself. What do I know? 
It is possible. Perhaps ŷ es, periiaps no/ ' 

"Listen then, Jacques," Number One of that na x.-. sternly 
interposed. "Kncw tiiat a petition w âs presented to the 
King and Queen. AII here, yourself erccepted, saw the King 
fcalce it, in his carriage in the street, sitting beside the Queen. 
It is Defarge whom you see here, who, at tiie hazard of his 
ife, darted out before t ie horses, with the petition m his 

ÍC And once again Hsten, Jacquesî" said the kneeling 
Number Three: liis fingers ever wandering over and over 
those fine nerves, with a strikingiy greedy air, as if he hun-
gered for something — that was neither íood nor drink; " fcha 
guard, horse and foot, surrounded the petitionerí and stru^^ 
him b owsc You hear?^^ 
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*̂1 hear, messieurs." 
"Go on then," said Defarge. 
" Again; on the other hand, they whîsper at the fomitam,'* 

resumed the countryman, "that he is brought down into our 
country to be executed on the spot, and that he will very 
certainly be executed. They even whisper that because he 
has slain Monseigneur, and because Monseigneur was the 
father of his tenants -T- serfs — w^hat you will — he wiU be 
executed as a parricide. One old man says at the fountain, 
:hat his right nand, ̂ m e d with the knife, wiil be burnt off 
befora his face; that, into wounds which will be made in hia 
arms, his breast, and his legs, there wiil be poured boiling 
oil, melted lead, hot resin, wax, and sulphur; finally, that 
he wili be torn Hmb frora lirab by four strong horses. That 
old loan says, al this was actually done to a prisoner who 
made an attempt on the life of the late King, Louis Fifteen. 
But how do I know if he lies? I am not a scholar." 

"Listen once again then, Jacques!" said the man with the 
restless hand and the craving air. "The name of that pris-
oner was Daraiens,*^ and it was aU done in open day, in the 
apen streets of this city of Paris; and nothing was raore 
noticed in the vast concourse that saw it done, than the crowd 
of ladies of quality and fashion, who were full of eager atten-
tion to the last — to the last^ Jacques, prolonged until night-
faU, when he had lost two legs and an arm, and stiU breathed ( 
And it was done — why, how old are you ? " 

"Thirty-hve," said the mender of roads, who looked sixty. 
" It was done when you were more than ten years old; you 

might have seen it." 
"Enoughl ' ' said Defarge, with grim impatience. "Long 

Hve the DevU! Go on." 
"Weilî .3ome whisper this, some whisper that; they 

speak of nathing else; even the fountain appears to fall to 
fchat tune. At length, on Sunday night when all the village 
.3 asleep, come soldiers, winding down from the prison, and 
their guns ring on the stones of the little street. Workmen 
dig, workmen hamraer, soldiers laugh and sing; in tha 
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morning, by the fountain, there is raised a gallows forty feet 
high, poisoning the water." 

The mender of roads looked through rather than at the low 
ceiling, and pointed as if he saw the galiows somewhere in 
the sky. 

''AII work is stopped, all asserable there, nobody leads 
the cows out, the cows are there with the rest. At raidday, tlie 
roll of drums. Soldiers have marched into the prison in the 
night, and he is in the midst of many soidiers. He is bound 
as before, and in his mouth there is a gag — tied so, with a 
tight string, making him iook aimost as if he laughed." l ie 
suggested it, by creasing his face with his two thuiii'cs, from 
the corners of his mouth to his ears. ' 'Oii the top of the 
gaUows is fixed the knife, blade upwards, witii its point in 
the air. He is hanged there forty feet high — and is ieft 
hanging, poisoning the water.'^ 

They looked at one another, as he used his blue cap to wipe 
his face, on which the perspiration had started afresh whiie he 
recalied the spectacle. 

" I t is frightful, messieurs. How can tiie women and the 
children draw water! Who can gossip of an evening, under 
that shadow! Under it, have I said ? When I left the vil-
lage, Monday evening as tiie sun was going to bed, and 
looked back from the hiil, the shadow struck across the 
church, across the raiii, across the prison — seemed to 
strike across the earth, messieurs, to where the sky rests 
upon i t ! " 

The hungry man gnawed one of his fingers as he loolced at 
the other three, aiid his finger quivered with the craving that 
was on hira. 

"That ' s aU, messieurs. I left at sunset (as I had been 
warned to do), and I wallced on, that night and half next 
day, until I met (as I was warned I should) this comrade. 
With him, I came on, now riding and now walking, through 
the rest of yesterday and through last night. And here you 
see m e ! " 

After a gloomy silence, the first Jacques said, "Good 
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You have acted and recounted faithfully. Will you wait 
for us a little, outside the door ? " 

"Very wiUingly," said the mender of roads. Whom 
Defarge escorted to the top of the stairs, and, leaving seated 
there, returned. 

The three had risen, and their heads were together when he 
came back to the garret. 

"How say you, Jacques?" demanded Number One. "To 
be registered?" 

"To be registered, as doomed to destruction," returned 
Defarge-

Magnificent!" croaked the raan with the craving. 
Tlie château, and all the race?" inquired the first. 
The château and aU the race," returned Defarge. "Ex-

fcermination." 
The hungry man repeated, in a rapturous croak, "Mag-

nificent!" and began gnawing another finger. 
" Are you sure," asked Jacques Two, of Defarge, "that no 

embarrassraent can arise from our manner of keeping the 
register? Without doubt it is safe, for no one beyond our-
selves can decipher it; but shall we always be able to de-
cipher it — or, I ought to say, wiil she?" 

"Jacques," returned Defarge, drawing hiraself up, "if 
madame my wife undertook to keep the register in her mem-
ory alone, she would not lose a word of it — not a syllable of it. 
Knitted, in her own stitches and her own symbols, it wiU 
always be as plain to her as the sun. Confide in Madame 
Defarge. It would be easier for the weakest poltrpon that 
lives, to erase himself from existence, than to ""érase one 
letter of his name or crimes from the knitted register of 
Madame Defarge-" 

There was a murmur of confidence and approval, and then 
the man who hungered, asked: " Is this rustic to be sent back 
soon? I hope so. He is very simple; is he not a Httle dan-
gerous ? " 

"He knows nothing," said Defarge; "a t least nothing 
more than would easily elevate himself to a gaUows of the 
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same height. I charge myself with him; let him remaii 
with me; I wili take care of him, and set him on his road. 
He wishes to see the fine world — the King, the Queen, and 
Court; let hira see thera on Sunday." 

" W h a t ? " exclaimed the hungry man, staring. " I s it a 
good sign, that he wishes to see Royalty and Nobility ?" 

"Jacques," said Defarge; "judiciously show a cat milk, 
if you wish her to thirst for it. Judiciously show a dog 
his natural prey, if you wish hira to bring it down one 
day." 

Nothing raore was said, and the raender of roads, being 
found aiready dozing on the topmost stair, was advised to 
lay himself down on the pailet-bed and take sorae rest. He 
needed no persuasion, aiid was soon asleep. 

Worse quarters than Defarge's wine-shop, couid easily 
have been found in Paris for a provincial slave of that degree. 
Saving for a mysterious dread of madame by wiiich he was 
constantly haunted, his iife was very new aiid agreeabie. But, 
madame sat ali day at her counter, so expressiy unconscious 
of him, and so particulariy determined not to perceive that 
his being there had any connection with anything below the 
surface, that he shook in his wooden siioes whenever his eye 
lighted on her. For, he contended with himself that it was 
impossibie to foresee what that lady might pretend next; 
and he felt assured that if she shouid talce it into her brightly 
ornamented head to pretend that she had seen him do a mur-
der and afterwards flay the victim, she wouid intailibiy go 
through with it until the play was played out. 

Therefore, when Sunday came, the mender of roads wa.s 
not enchanted (though he said he was) to find tiiat madame 
was to accompany monsieur and himseif to Versailies. I t 
was additionaiiy disconcerting to have madame knitting all 
the way there, in a public conveyance; it was additionally 
disconcerting yet, to have madame in the crowd in the after-
noon, still witli her knitting in her hands as the crowd waited 
to see the carriage of the King and Queen. 

*'You work hard, madame," said a man near her 
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"Yes ," answered Madame Defarge; "I have a good deai 
to do." 

"What do you make, madame?" 
"Many things." 
"For instance " 
"For instance," returned Madame Defarge, composedly, 

''>3hrouds.'^ 
The man moved a little further away, as soon as he could, 

and tlie mender of roads fanned hiraself with his blue cap: 
feeling it raightily close and oppressive. If he needed a King 
and Queen to restore him, he was fortunate in having his 
remedy at hand; for, soon the large-faced King and the 
fair-faced Queen carae in their golden coach, attended by the 
shining Buli's Eye of their Court, a glittering multitude of 
laughing ladies and fine lords; and in jewels and silks and 
powder and splendour and elegantly spurning figures and 
handsomely disdainful faces of both sexes, the mender of 
roads bathed hiraseif, so much to his teraporary intoxication, 
that he cried Long live the King, Long live the Queen, Long 
live eYeryhody and everything! as if he had never heard 
of ubiquÍLûUs Jacques in his tirae- Then, there were gardens, 
courtyards, terraces, fountains, green banks, more King and 
Queen, more Buil's Eye, more lords and ladies, more Long 
live they all! untU he absolutely wept with sentiment. 
During the whole of this scene, which lasted sorae three hours, 
he had pleiity of shouting and weeping and sentimental com-
pany, and throughout Defarge held him by the collar, as if 
to restrain him from flying at the objects of his brief devo-
tion and' tearing them to pieces. 

" Bravo !" said Defarge, clapping him on the back when ît 
was over, like a patron; "you are a good b o y ! " 

The raender of roads was now coming to hiraself, and was 
mistrustful of having made a mistake in his late demonstra-
tions; but no. 

" You are the fellow we want," said Defarge, în his ear; 
"you make these fools believe that it will last for ever. Then, 
they are the more insolenty and it is the naarer ended.'' 



186 A TALE OF TWO CITIES 

"Heyî^' cried the mender of roads, reflectively; "that's 
true-" 

"These fools know nothing. While they despise your 
breath, and would stop it for ever and ever, in you or in a 
hundred like you rather than in one of their own horses or 
dogs, they only know what your breath telis them. Let it 
deceive thera, then, a littie ionger; ii^ cannot deceive them 
too much." ./ 

Madame Defarge looked superciHousiy at the client, and 
nodded in confirmation. 

"As to you," said she, "you would shout and shed tears 
for anything, if it made a show and a noise. Say! Would 
you no t?" 

"Truly, madarae, I think so. For the moraent." 
"If you were shown a great heap of doiis, and were set 

upon them to pluck tbem to pieces and despoii thera for your 
own advantage, you wouid pick out the richest and gayest. 
Say! Would you not ? " 

"Truly yes, madame.'^ 
"Yes. And if you were shown a flock of birds, unable to 

fly, and were set upon them to strip them of their feathers 
for your own advantage, you would set upon the birds of tbe 
finest feathers; would you no t?" 

" I t is true, madame." 
" You have seen both dolls and birds to-day," said Madame 

Defarge, with ^ wave of her hand towards tlie place where 
they had last been apparent; "now, go horael" 

CHAPTER XVI 

STILL KNITTING 

MADAME DEFARGE and monsieur her husband returned 
amicably to the bosom of Saint Antoine, while a speck in a 
blue cap toiled through the darkness, and through the dust, 
and down the weary miles of avenue by the wayside, slowly 
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tending towards that point of the compass where the château 
of Monsieur the Marquis, now in his grave, listened to the 
whispering trees. Such ample leisure had the stone faces, 
now, for listening to the trees and to the fountain, that the 
few village scarecrows who, in their quest for herbs to eat 
and fragments of dead stick to burn, strayed within sight of 
the great stone courtyard and terrace staircase, had it borne 
in upon their starved fancy that the expression of the faces 
was altered. A rumour just lived in the village — had a 
faint and bare existence there, as its people had — that when 
the knife struck home, the faces changed, from faces of pride 
to faces of anger and pain; also, that when that dangling 
figure was hauled up forty feet above the fountain, they 
changed again, and bore a cruel look of being avenged, which 
they would henceforth bear for ever. In the stone face over 
the great window of the bedchamber where the murder was 
done, two fine dints were pointed out in the sculptured nose, 
which everybody recognised, and which nobody had seen of 
old; and on the scarce occasions when two or three ragged 
peasants emerged from the crowd to take a hurried peep at 
Monsieur the Marquis petrified, a skinny finger would not 
have pointed to it for a minute, before they aU started away 
among the moss and leaves, like the more fortunate hares 
who could find a living there. 

Château and hut, stone face and dangling figure, the red 
stain on the stone floor, and the pure water in the village 
weil — thousands of acres of land — a whole province of 
France — ail France itself — lay under the night sky, con-
centrated into a faint hair-breadth line- So does a whole 
world, with all its greatnesses and littlenesses, He in a twin-
kling star. And as mere human knowledge can split a ray of 
light and analyse the manner of its composition, so, sublimer 
intelligences may read in the feeble shining of this earth of 
ours, every thought and act, every vice and virtue, o^ every 
responsible creature on it. 

The Defarges, husband and wife, caine lum'^bfing under 
the stariight, in their pubHc vehicle, to that gate of Paris 
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whereunto their journey naturally tended. There was the 
usual stoppage at the barrier guard-house, and the usuai 
lanterns came glancing forth for the usual examination and 
inquiry. Monsieur Defarge alighted; knowing one or two of 
the soldiery there, and one of the police. The latter he was 
intimate with, and affectionately embraced. 

When Saint Antoine had again enfoided the Defarges in his 
dusky wings, and they, having finaiiy aiighted near the 
Saint's boundaries, were picking their way on foot through 
the black mud and offal of his streets, Madanie Defarge 
spoke to her husband: 

"Say then, ray friend; what did Jacques of the police tell 
t hee?" 

"Very little to-night, but all he knows. There is another 
spy commissioned for our quarter, There may be many 
more, for all that he can say, but he knows of one." 

" E h well!" said Madame Defarge, raising her eyebrows 
with a cool business air. " I t is necessary to register hira. 
How do they call that man?'^ 

"He is Engiish." 
"So much thø better. His n a m e ? " 
"Barsad," said Defarge, making it Freiich by pronun-

ciation. But, he had been so careful to get it accurately, 
that he then speit it with perfect correctness. 

" Barsad," repeated madarae. " Good. Christian narae ? '̂  
" John." 
"John Barsad," repeated raadarae, after raurrauring it 

once to herself. "Good. His appearance; is it known?" 
"Age, about forty years; height, about five feet nine; 

black hair; complexion dark; generaily, rather Iiandsome 
visage; eyes dark, face thin, long, and sailow; nose aquiiine, 
but not straight, having a peculiar inciination towards the 
left cheek; expression, therefore, smister." 

" E h my faith. I t is a por t ra i t !" sáid^madarae, laughing. 
" H e shall be registered to-morrow." 

Tliey turned into the wine-shop, which was closed (for it 
was raidnight), and where Madarae Defarge iraraediately 
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fcook her post at her desk, counted the sraall raoneys that had 
been taken during her absence, examined the stock, went 
through the entries in the book, raade other entries of her 
own, checked the serving man in every possible way, and 
finally dismissed him to bed. Then she turned out the con-
tents of the bowl of money for the second time, and began 
knotting them up in her handkerchief, in a chain of separate 
knots, for safe keeping through the night- All this while, 
Defarge, with his pipe in his mouth, walked up and down, 
complacently adrairing, but never interfering; in whicli 
condition, indeed, as to the business and his doraestic affairs, 
he walked up and down through life. 

The night was hot, and the shop, close shut and surrounded 
by so foul a neighbourhood, was iil-sraelling. Monsieur 
Defarge's oifactory sense was by no raeans deiicate, but the 
stock of wmesmeft much stronger than it ever tasted, and so 
did the stock of rum and brandy and ^(Jiigî ed He whiffed 
the corapound of iscents away, as he put down his sraolced-
out pipe. 

"You are fatigued," said raadarae, raising Iier glance as 
she knotted the raoney. "There are only the usual odours." 

" I am a littie tired," her husband ackriowledged. 
"You are a littie depressed, too," said madame, whose 

quick eyes had never been so intent on the accounts, but they 
had had a ray or two for hira. "Oh, the raen, the raen!" 

"Bu t ray dear!" began Defarge. 
"But ray dear !'̂  repeated raadarae, nodding firraly; ^^but 

ray dear! You are faint of heart to-night, ray dear !" 
"Well, then," said Defarge, as if a thought were wrung out 

of his breast, " i t is a long tirae." 
" I t is a long time,'^ repeated his wife; " and when is it not 

a long tirae ? Vengeance and retribution require a long tirae; 
it is the ruie." 

" I t does not take a long tirae to strike a man with Light-
ning," said Defarge. 

"How long," demanded madame, composedly, "does it 
take to make and store the Hghtning? Teli rae." 
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Defarge raised his head thoughtfuily, as if there were sorae-
thing in that too. 

" I t does not take a long tirae," said madame, "for sjn 
earthquake to swaliow a town. Eh well! Tell me how long 
it takes to prepare the ear thquake?" 

" A iong time, I suppose," said Defarge. 
" B u t when it is ready, it takes place, and grînds to pieces 

everything before it. In the meantime, it is always preparing, 
though it is not seen or heard, That is youi consolation. 
Keep it.'' 

Síie tied a knot with flashing eyes, as if it throttled 
a foe. 

" I teii thee," said madame, extending her right hand, 
for emphasis, " tha t aithough it is a long time on the road, it 
is on the road and coming, I teil thee it never retreats, and 
never stops. I tell thee it is always advancing. Look 
around and consider the lives of aii the worid that we know, 
consider the faces of ail the world that we know, consider the 
rage and discontent to wiiich tiie Jacqueiie'^ addresses itseif 
with more and more of certainty every hour. Can such 
things iast? Bah! I moclc y^ou." 

"My brave wife," returned Defarge, standing before her 
with his iiead a littie bent, and his hands clasped at his back, 
Hke a dociie and attentive pupii before his catechist, " I do 
not question aii tiiis. But it has iasted a long time, and it 
is possible — you Icnow well, my wife, it is possible — that 
it niay not come, during our iives.'^ 

" Eh well! How then ?" deraanded madame, tying 
another icnot, as if there were another enemy strangled. 

" W e i i ! " said Defarge, with a haif complaining and half 
apologetic shrug. "We siiaii not see the triumpii." 

"We siiaii have helped i t ," returned madame, with her 
extended hand in strong action. ^^Nothing that we do, is 
done in vain. I beiieve, with ali my soui, tiiat we shail see 
the triumpîi. But even if not, even if I knew certainly not, 
show me the neck of an aristocrat and tyrant, and still I 
would " 
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Then madame, with her teeth set, tied a very terrible knot 
índeed. 

" H o l d ! " cried Defarge, reddening a little as if he felt 
charged with cowardice; " I too, my dear, will stop at 
nothing." 

"Yes! But it is your weakness that you sometiraes need 
fco see your victirn and your opportunity, to sustain you. 
Sustain yourself without that. When tlie time coraes, let 
loose a tiger and a devii; but wait for the time with the tiger 
and the devil chained — not shown — yet aiways ready." 

Madame enforced the conclusion of this piece of advice by 
striking her little counter with her chain of raoney as if she 
knocked its brains out, and then gathering the heavy hand-
kerchief under her arm in a serene manner, and observing 
that :t was time to go to bed. 

Next noontide saw the admirable woman in her usual 
place in the wine-shop, knitting away assiduously. A rose 
lay beside her, and if she now and then glaricecl atl>he flower, 
it was with no infractÍQn of ber usual preoccupied air. There 
were a few custoniers, drinking or not drinking, standing or 
seated, sprinkled about. The day was very hot, and heaps 
of flies, who were extending their inquisitive and adventu-
rous perquisitions into all the giutinous little glasses near 
raadanie, fell dead at the bottom. Their decease made no 
impression on the other flies out proraenading, who looked at 
them in the coolest manner (as if they theraselves were ele-
phants, or something as far removed), until they met the 
same fate. Curious to consider how heedless flies are! — 
perhaps they thought as much at Court that sunny summer 
day. 

A figure entering at the door threw a shadow on Madame 
Defarge which she felt to be a new one. She laid down her 
knitting, and began to pin her rose in Iier head-dress, before 
she looked at the figure. 

I t was curious. The moraent Madame Defarge took up 
the rose, the customers ceased talldng, and began gradually 
to drop out of the v/ine-shop. 
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"Good day, madame," said the new-comer. 
*'Good day, monsieur." 
She said it aloud, but added to herself, as she resumed hei 

knitting: " H a h ! Good day, age about forty, height about 
five feet nine, biacic hair, generaiiy rather handsome visage, 
compiexion dark, eyes dark, thin, long aiid sallow face, 
ac^uiline^nose but not straight, having a pecuiiar inclination 
Tôwârds the left cheek which imparts a sinister expression 
Good day, one and a l l ! " 

"Have the goodness to give me a littie glass of old cognc^o, 
and a mouthful of cool fresh water, madame." 

Madame compiied with a polite air. 
"Marvelious comac this, madame!" 
I t was the first tiine it had ever been so corapliraented, and 

Madarae Defarge knew onough of its antecedents to know 
better. She said, however, that the cognac was fiattered, 
aiid took up her knitting. The visitor watched her fingers 
for a few moments, and took the opportunity of observing 
the place in generai. 

"You knit with great skill, madarae." 
" I am accustomed to i t ." 
" A pretty pattern t o o ! " 
" You think so ? '̂  said raadarae, looking at hîm wîth a smile. 
" Decidedly. May one ask what it is for ? " 
"Past ime," said madame, still looking at hira with a 

smiie, whiie her fingers moved nimbly, 
"Not for u s e ? " 
"Tha t depends. I may find a use for it one day. If x 

do — weil," said madame, drawing a breath and nodding 
iier head with a stern kind of coquetry, " l i l use i t ! " 

I t was remarkabie; but, the ' asfe'of Saint Antoine seemed 
to be decidedly opposed to a rose on the head-dress of Madame 
Defarge. Two men had entered separately, and had been 
about to order drink, when, catching sight of that novelty, 
they faltered, raade a pretence of looking about as if for sorae 
friend who was not there, and went away. Nor, of those 
who had beeii there when this visitor entered, was there one 
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(eft. They had all dropped off. The spy had kept hîs eyea 
open, but had been able to detect no sign. They had lounged 
away in a poverty-stricken, purposeless, accidental manner, 
quite natural and unirapeachable. 

"JoHN," thought raadarae, checking off her work as her 
fingers knitted, and her eyes looked at the stranger. "Stav 
long enougli, and I shall knit ^BARSAD' before you go." 

"You have a husband, madarae?" 
" I have." 
"Children?" 
"Nochildren." 
"Business seems b a d ? " 
"Business is very bad; the people are so poor.^' 
"Ah, the unfortunate, miserable people! So oppressed, 

fcoo — as you say." 
"As you say," madame retorted, correcting him, and 

deftly knitting an extra something into his narae that boded 
hlm" no good. 

"Pardon me; certainly it was I who said so, but ŷ ou 
naturally think so. Of course." 

" / t h ink?" returned madame, in a high voice. " I and 
my husband have enough to do to keep this wine-shop open, 
without thinking. AII we think, here, is how to live. That 
is the subject we think of, and it gives us, from morning to 
night, enough to think about, without embarrassing our 
heads concerning others. / think for others? No, no." 

The spy, who was there to pick up any crumbs iie couid 
flnd or make, did not allow his baffled state to express itseif 
în his sinister face; but, stood with an air of gossiping gal-
lantry, leaning his eibow on Madarae Defarge's littie counter, 
and occasionaily sipping his cognac. 

"A bad business this, madame, of Gaspard^s execution. 
\ h ! the poor Gaspard!" With a sigh of great compassion. 

"My faith!'^ returned madame, cooiiy and lightly, "if 
people use knives for such purposes, they have to pay for it. 
He knew beforehand what tlie price of his iuxury was; he 
bas paid the price." 

o 
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" I beheve," said the spy, dropping his soft voîce to a tom 
that invited confidence, and expressing an injured revolution-
ary susceptibiiity in every muscle of his wicked face: "1 
beiieve there is mucii compassion and anger m this neigh-
bourhood, touching the poor feliow ? Between ourselves.''" 

" I s t he re?" asiced madame, vacantly. 
" I s there n o t ? " 
"—' Here is my husband!" said Madarae Defarge. 
As the keeper of the wine-shop entered at the door, the spy 

saluted iiim by touching his iiat, and saying, with an engag-
ing smiie, "Goocl day, Jacques!" Defarge stopped short, 
and stared at iiim. 

"Good da}^, Jacques!" the spy repeated; with not quite 
so much confidence, or quite so easy a smile under the 
stare. 

"You deceive yourself, monsieur," returned the keeper of 
the wine-shop. " You mistake rae for another. That is not 
my name. I ara Ernest Defarge." 

" I t is all the same,'^ said the spy, airily, but discomfited 
too: "good d a y ! " 

"Good d a y ! " a.nswered Defarge, drily. 
" I was saying to madame, with whora I had the pleasure 

of chatting wlien you entered, that they tell me there is —• 
and no wonder! — much sympathy and anger in Saint An-
toine, touching the unhappy fate of poor Gaspard." 

"No one has toid me so," said Defarge, shaking his head. 
" I know nothing of i t ." 

Having said it, he passed behind the little counter, and 
stood witli his iiand on the baclc of his wife's chair, looking 
over that barrier at the person to whom they were both 
opposed, and whom either of them would have shot with the 
greatest satisfaction. 

The spy, weli used to his business, did not change his un-
conscious attitude, but drained his little glass of cognac, took 
a sip of fresh water, and asked for another giass of cognac 
iVIadame Defarge poured it out for hira, took to her knitting 
again, and hummed a little song over iL 
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" You seem to know this quarter well; that is to say, bettef 
fchanldo?" observed ûefarge. 

"Not at all, but I hope to know it better. I am so pro° 
foundly interested in its miserable inhabitants." 

" H a h ! " muttered Defarge. 
"The pleasure of conversing with you, Monsîeur Defarge, 

recalls to me," pursued the spy, " tha t I have the honour of 
cherishing sorae interesting associations with y^our narae." 

Indeed!" said Defarge, with rauch indifference. 
Yes, indeed. When Doctor Manette was released, you, 

his old doraestic, had the charge of hira, I know. He was 
delivered to you. You see I am informed of the circum-
stances?" 

"Such is the fact, certainly," said Defarge. He had had 
it conveyed to hira, in an accidental touch of his wife's elbow 
as she knî^^'ed and warbled, that he would do best to answer, 
but aiways with brevity. 

" I t was to you," said the spy, " t h a t his daughter carae; 
and it was from your care that his daugiiter took liim, accom-
panied by a neat brown monsieur; how is he calied ? — in a 
Httle wig — Lorry — of the bank of Tellson and Company —« 
over to England," 

"Such is the fact," repeated Defarge. 
" Very interesting reraembrances !" said the spy. " I have 

known Doctor Manette and his daughter, in England." 
" Y e s ? " said Defarge. 
"You don't hear much about them n o w ? " said the spy. 
" N o , " said Defarge. 
" I n effect," madanie struck in, looking up from her work 

and her iittie song, " we never hear about themc We received 
the news of their safe arrival, and perhaps another letter, or 
perhaps two; but, since then, they have gradualiy taken their 
road in life — we, ours — and we have held no correspond-
ence." 

"Perfectly so, madame,'*' replied the spy. "She is going 
to be married." 

"Going?" echoed madame. "She was pretty enough to 
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tiave been married long ago. You English are cold, it seema 
to me." 

" Oh! You know I ara EngHsh." 
" I perceive your tongue is," returned raadarae; " and what 

the tongue is, I suppose the man is." 
He did not take the identification as a corapliraent; but he 

made the best of it, and turned it off with a laugh. After 
sipping his cognac to the end, he added: 

" Yes, Miss Manette is going to be married. But not to an 
Engiishman; to oiie who, iike herself, is French by birth, 
And speaking of Gaspard (ab, poor Gaspard! I t was cruel, 
cruel!), it is a curious thing that she is going to marry the 
nephew of Monsieur the Marquis, for whom Gaspard was 
exaited to tiiat height of so many feet; in other words, the 
present Marquis. But he iives unknown in England, he is 
no Marquis there; he is Mr. Charles Darnay. D'Auinais is 
the name of his motlier's family." 

Madame Defarge knitted steadily, but the intelligence had 
apaÍDabie effect upon her husband. Do what he wouid, be-
h i n t f ^ e littie counter, as to the striking of a light and the 
iighting of iiis pipe, he was troubled, and his hand was not 
trustworthy. Tlie spy wouid have been no spy if he had 
íailed to see it, or to record it in his mind. 

Haviiig made, at least, this one iiit, wliatever it mîght 
prove to be worth, and no customers coming in to heip Iiim to 
any otiier, Mr. Barsad paid for what he had drunk, and took 
his leave: taking occasion to say, in a genteei manr..er, before 
he departed, that he looked forward to the pleasure of seeing 
Monsieur and Madame Defarge again. For some minutes 
after he had emerged into the outer presence of Saint Antoine. 
tiie husband and wife remained exactiy as he had left them 
lest he shouid come back. 

" Can it be t rue," said Defarge, in a low voice, look ng down 
at his wife as lie stood smoking with his hand on the back oí 
her chair i " what he has said of Ma^amselle Manet te?" 

" As he has said i t ," returned madame, lifting her eyebrow? 
a little, " i t is probably false. But it may be true." 
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•^lf it is " Defarge began, and stopped. 
" If it is ? " repeated his wife. 
" — And if it does come, while we live to see it triumph ^ 

I hope, for her sake, Destiny will keep her husband out of 
France." 

"Her husband^s destiny,^' said Madame Defarge, with her 
usuaî composure, "will take him where he is to go, and wili 
lead him to the end that is to end him. That is all I know." 

"But it is very strange — now, at least, is it not very 
strange'^ — said Defarge, rather pleading with his wife to 
induce her to adrait it, " that , afterall our sympathy for Mon-
sieur her father, and herseif, her husband^s narae should be 
proscribed under your hand at this raoment, by the side of 
that infernal dog's who has just left u s ? " 

" Stranger things than that will happen when it does come,' 
answered madarae. " I have them both here, of a certainty; 
and they are both here for their merits; that is enough." 

She rolled up her knitting when she had said those words, 
and presently took the rose out of the handkerchief that was 
wound about her head. Either Saint Antoine liad an in-
stinctive sense that the objectionable decoration was gone, or 
Saint Antoine was on the watch for its disappearance; how-
beit, the Saint took courage to lounge in, very shortly after-
wards, and the wine-shop recovered its habitual aspect. 

In the evening, at which season of all others Saint Antoine 
turned himself inside out, and sat on door-steps and window-
ledges, and carae to the corners of vile streets and courts, for 
a breath of air, Madarae Defarge with her work in her hand 
was accustoraed to pass frora place to place and from group 
to group: a Missionary — there were many liice her — such 
as the world will do weil never to breed again. AII the women 
knitted. They knitted worthless things; but, the raechanical 
work was a mechanical substitute for eating and drinking; 
the hands moved for the jaws and the digestive apparatus: 
if the bony fingers had been stiU, the stomachs would have 
been more famine-pinched. 

But, as the fingers went, the eyes went, and the thoughta 
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And as Madarae Defarge raoved on frora group to group, 
three went quicker and fiercer araong every little knot oí 
woraen that she had spoken with, and left behind. 

Her husband smoked at his door, iooking after her with 
admiration. "A great woman," said he, **a strong woraanr 
a grand woraan, a frightfully grand woman!" 

Darkness closed around, and then came the ringing of 
church beiis and the distant beating of the miiitary druras in 
the Palace Courtyard, as the women sat knitting, knitting, 
Darkness encorapassed tbem. Another darkness was clos-
.ng in as sureiy, when tiie church belis, then ringing pieasantly 
m many an airy steeple over France, siiouid be melted int) 
thundering cannon; when the miiitary drums shouid be beac-
ing to drown a wretcbed voice, that nigbt ail potent as the 
voice of Power and Plenty, Freedom and Life. So rauch was 
ciosing in about the women who sat knitting, knitting, that 
they tiieir very selves were closing in around a structu/e yet 
unbuilt, where they were Ko sit knitting, knitfcing, counting 
droppÍDg heads. 

CHAFTER XVII 

ONE NIGHT 

NEVER dîd the sun go down with a brîghter glory on the 
quiet corner in Soho, than one.memorable evening when the 
Doctor and iiis daughter sat under tbe plane-tree together. 
Never did the raoon rise with a milder radiance over great 
London, than on that night when it found them still seated 
ander the tree, and shone upon their faces through its leaves. 

Lucie was to be raarried to-morrow. Siie had reserved this 
íast evening for her father, and they sat alone under the plane* 
toree. 

" You are happy, my dear fa ther?" 
' 'Quite, my ciiild." 
They had said little, though they had beên there a iong 
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time. When it was yet light enough to work and read, she 
had neither engaged herself in her usual work, nor had she 
read to him. She had employed herself in both ways, at his 
side under the tree, many and many a time; but, this tirae 
was not quite like any other, and nothing could make it so. 

" And I am very happy to-night, dear father. I ara deeply 
happy in the love that Heaven has so blessed — my love for 
Charles, and Charles's love for me. But, if ray life were not 
to be still consecrated to you, or if my marriage were so ar-
ranged as that it.would part us, even by the length of a few 
of these streets, I shouid be more unhappy and self-reproach-
ful now than I can tell you. Even as it is " 

Even as it was, she could not comraand her voice. 
In the sad raooniight, she ciasped him by the neck, and 

laid her face upon his breast. In the raoonhght which is 
always sad, as the light of the sun itself is — as the light 
called huraan life is — at its coraing and its going. 

^^Dearest dear! Can you tell rae, this last tirae, that you 
feel quite, quite sure, no new affections of mine, and no new 
duties of mine, wiil ever interpose between us? / know it 
weU, but do you know it? In your own heart, do you feel 
quite certain?" 

Her father answered, with a cheerful firraness of conviction 
he could scarceiy have assuraed, *'Quite sure, ray darlingî 
More than that," he added, as he tenderiy kissed her: "ray 
future is far brighter, Lucie, seen through your raarriage, than 
it could have been — nay, than it ever was — without it." 

"If I could hope that^ ray father! " 
" Believe it, love ! Indeed it is so. Consider how natural 

and how plain it is, ray dear, that it should be so. You, de-
voted and young, cannot fuily appreciate the anxiety I have 
felt that your life should not be wasted " 

She raoved her hand towards his lips, but he took it in hís, 
and repeated the word. 

" — wasted, my child — should not be wasted, struck aside 
from the natural order of things — for my sake. Your un-
selfishness cannot entirely comprehend how much my mind 
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lias gone on this; but, oniy ask yourself, how could my hap 
piness be perfect, whiie yours was incompiete?" 

*' If I had never seen Charies, ray father, I should have been 
quite happy with you " 

He smiled at her unconscious adraission that she would 
have been unhappy without Charles, having seen hira; and 
rephed: 

*' My child, you did see hira, and it is Charles. If ît had not 
been Chaiies, it wouici have been another. Or, if it had been 
no otiier, I siiould bave been the cause, and theii the dark part 
of ray iife would iiave cast its shadow beyond rayself, and 
would have falien on you." 

I t was tlie first tinie, except at the trial, of her ever hearing 
hini refer to tiie period of his suffering. It gave her a strange 
and new sensation while his words w êre in her ears; and she 
reraerabered it long afterwards. 

"See!'^ said the Doctor of Beauvais, raising his hand 
fcowards the nioon. " I Iiave looked at her frora my prison-
window, wiien I could not bear her Hght. I have looiced at 
her when it has been such torture to me to thinl: of her shiii-
ing upon what I had iost, that I have beaten my head against 
my piison-waiis. I have looked at her, in a state so dull and 
lethârgici, that I have thought of nothing but the nuraber of 
horizontal iines I couid draw across her at the full, and the 
nuraber of perpendicular lines with which I couid intersect 
them." He added in his inward and pondering manner, as 
he looked at the nioon, " I t was twenty either way, I remera-
ber, and the twentieth was difficuit to squeeze in." 

The strange tiirili witli which she heard him go bacl^ to that 
time, deepened as he dwelt upon i t ; but, there was hothing 
to shock her in the manner of his reference. He only seemed 
to contrast his present cheerfulness and felicity with the dire 
endurance that was over. 

" I have loolced at her, speculatîng thousands of times upon 
the unborn ciiild frora whora I had been rent. Whether it 
was aiive. Whether it had been born alive, or the poor 
mother's shock had kiUed it. Whether it was a son who 
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would sorae day avenge his father. (There was a tirae in 
my iraprisonraent, when my desire for vengeance was unbear-
able.) Whether it was a son who would never know his 
father's story; who might even live to weigh the possibility 
of his father^s having disappeared of his own will and act. 
Whether it was a daughter who would grow to be a woraan-" 

She drew closer to hira, and kissed his cheek and his hand. 
" I have pictured ray daughter, to myself, as perfectly for-

getful of me — rather, altogether ignorant of me, aiid uncon-
scious of me. I have cast up the years of her age, year after 
year. I have seen her raarried to a man who knew nothing 
of my fate. I have altogether perished from the reraera-
brance of the Hving, and in the next generation ray place was 
a blank." 

" My father! Even to hear that you had such thoughts of 
a daughter who never existed, strikes to ray heart as if I had 
been that chiid." 

" You, Lucie? I t is out of the consolation and restoration 
you have brought to me, that these remerabrances arise, and 
pass between us and the moon on this last night. — What 
did I say just now?" 

"She knew nothing of you. She cared nothing for you." 
"So! But on other moonlight nights, when the sadness 

and the silence have touched rae in a different way — have 
affected me with something as like a sorrowful sense of peace, 
as any emotion that had pain for its foundations could — I 
have imagined her as coming to me in ray ceil, and leading 
rae out into the freedora beyond the fortress. I have seen 
her iraage in the raoonhght often, as I now see you; except 
that I never heid her in my arms; it stood between the little 
grated window and the door. But, you understand that that 
was not the chiid I ara speaking of ?" 

" The figure was not; tiie — the — iraage; the fancy ? 
"No. That was another thing. It stood beforé ray dis« 

turbed sense of sight, but it never raoved. The phantom 
that ray mind pursued, was another and more real child. 
Of her outward appearance I know no more than that she 

99 
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was like her raother. The other had that likeness too — aa 
you have — but was not the sarae. Can you foUow me, 
Lucîe? Harcily, I think? I doubt you must have been a 
soHtary prisoner to understand these perplexed distinctions." 

His coilected and calra raanner could not prevent her blood 
írora running cold, as he thus tried to anatomise liis old con-
dition. 

" In that inore peaceful state, I have iraagined her, in the 
mooniight, coming to me and taking me out to show rae that 
the horae of her married iife was fuil of her loving reraem-
brance of her lost father. My picture was in her room, and 
I was in her prayers. Her life was active, cheerful, useful; 
but my poor history pervaded it aiL" 

•^I was that ciii d, my father, I was not half so good, but 
in ray love tiiat was I ." 

"Aiid she showed me her children," said the Doctor of 
Beauvais, "and they had heard of me, and liad been taught 
to pity me. Wiien they passed a prison of the State, they 
kept far from its frowning waiis, and iooked up at its bars, 
and spolce in whispers. She couid never deJiver rae; I ira* 
agîned that she aiways brought me back a/ter showing me 
such things. But tiieii, biessed with the reíî BÍ of tears, I felí 
upon my icnees, and blessed her." 

"' I ara that cliild, I hope, ray father. O my dear, my dear, 
wiU you biess me as ferventiy to-morrow?" 

"Lucie, I recall these old troubies in the reason that I Iiave 
to-night for ioving you better than words can teil, and thank-
ing God for my great happiness. My thoughts, when they 
were wildest, never rose near the happiness that I have known 
Wîth you, and that we have before us." 

He embraced her, solemniy commended her to Heaven, 
and humbiy thanked Heaven for having bestowed her on 
hira. By-and-bye, they went into the house. 

There was no one bidden to the raarriage but Mr. Lorry; 
fchere was even to be no bridesmaid but the gaunt Miss Pross-
The marriage was to make no change in their place of resí-
dence; they had been able to extend it, by taMng to them-



A TALE OF TWO CITIES 203 

selves the upper rooms formerly belonging to the apocryphal 
invisible lodger, and they desired nothing more. 

Doctor Manette was very cheerful at the little supper. 
They were only three at table, and Miss Pross made the 
third. He regretted that Charles was not there; was more 
than half disposed to object to the loving little plot that kept 
him away; and drank to hira affectionately. 

So, the tirae came for him to bid Lucie good night, and they 
separated. But, in the stiUness of the third hour of the morn-
ing, Lucie came down-stairs again, and stole into his room; 
not free from unshaped fears, beforehand. 

AU things, however, were in their places; all was quiet: 
and he lay asleep, his white hair picturesque on the untroubled 
piUow, and his hands lying quiet on the coverlet. She put 
her needless candle in the shadow at a distance, crept up to 
his bed, and put her Hps to his; theii, leaned over him, and 
looked at hira. 

Into his handsome face, the bitter waters of captivîty had 
worn; but, he covered up their tracks with a determination 
so strong, that he held tlie mastery of them even in his sieep. 
A raore remarkable face in its quiet, resolute, and guarded 
struggle with aii unseen assailant, ŵ as not to be beheld in aU 
,the wide dominions of sleep, that niglit. 

She timidly laid her hand on his dear breast, and put up Í* 
prayer that she miglit ever be as true to him as Iier iove as-
pired to be, and as his sorrows deserved. Then, she withdrew 
her hand, and kissed his lips once more, and went away. Sc, 
\he sunrise came, and the shadows of the leaves of the plane-
"̂ ree moved upon his face, as softly as her Hps had moved in 
-raymg for him. 
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CHAPTER XVIII 

NINE DAYS 

T H E marriage-day was shining brîghtîy, and they were 
ready outsíde the closed door of the Doctor^s room, where he 
was speaking with Charles Darnay. They were ready to go 
to church; the beautiful bride, Mr. Lorry, and Miss Pross — 
to whom the event, through a gradual process of reconciie-
ment to the inevitable, would have been one of absolute bliss, 
but for the yet lîngering consideration that her brother Solo-
mon should have been the bridegroom. 

"And so," said Mr. Lorry, who could not sutficiently ad-
mire the bride, and who had been moving round her to take 
in every point of her quiet, pretty dress; "and so it was for 
this, my sweet Lucie, that I brought you across the Channel, 
such a baby I Lord bless me I How little I thought whafc 
I was doiiig! How Hghtly I valued the obligation I was con-
ferring on my fiiend Mr. Charles!" 

"You didn't raean it," remarked the matter-of-fact Miss 
Pross, " and therefore how could you know it ? Nonsense ! '* 

"Really? WeU; but don't cry," said the gentle Mr. 
Lorry. 

" I am not cryîng," saîd Mîss Pross; ^^you are." 
" I , my Pross?" (By tliîs time, Mr« Lorry dared to be 

pleasant with her, on occasîon.) 
"You were, just now; I saw you do it, and I don^t wonder 

at it. Such a present of plate as you have made 'em, is 
enough to bring tears înto anybody's eyes. There's not a 
fork or a spoon in the collection," said Miss Pross, " that I 
didn't crŷ  over, last night after the box came, tiU I couldn't 
see it.*' 

" I am hîgh y gratified,*' said Mr. Lorry, "though, upon 
my honour, I had no intention of rendering those trifling arti-
cîes of remembrance invisible to any one. Dear me! ThL« 
IJS an occasîon that makcí* a man speculate on aU he has lottc 
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Dear, dear, dear! To think that there mîght have been a 
Mrs. Lorry, any time these fifty years almost!" 

"Not at aU !" From Miss Pross. 
"You think there never might have been a Mrs. Lor ry?" 

asked the gentieraan of that narae. 
" P o o h ! " rejoined Miss Pross; "you were a bachelor in 

your cradle." 
"Wei l ! " observed Mr. Lorry, bearaingly adjusting his 

little wig, " t h a t seeras probable, too." 
" And you v/ere cut out for a bachelor," pursued Miss Pross, 

"before you were put in your cradle." 
"Then, I think,'^ said Mr. Lorry, " tha t I was very unhand-

soraely deait with, and that I ought to have had a voice in 
the seiection of ray pattern. Enough! Now, my dear Lu-
cie," drawing iiis arm soothingiy round her waist, " I hear 
them moving in the next roora, and Miss Pross and I, as two' 
formal folks of business, are anxious not to iose the final op-
portunity of saying something to you that you wish to hear. 
You leave your good fatiier, my dear, in iiands as earnest 
and as loving as your own; he shail be taken every conceiv-
able care of; during the next fortnight, while ŷ ou are in 
Warwickshire and thereabouts, even Telison^s shaU go to the 
wall (comparativeiy speaking) before liim. And when, a t 
the fortnight's end, he comes to join you and your beloved 
husband, on your other fortnight^s trip in Wales, you shall 
say that we have sent him to you in the best health and in 
the happiest frame. Now, I hear Somebody^s step coming 
td the door. Let me Iciss ray dear girl with an old-fashioned 
bachelor biessing, before Somebody comes to claim his own." 

For a raoment, he held the fair face frora him to look at the 
well-remembered expression on the forehead, and then laid 
the bright golden hair against his littie brown wig, with a 
genuine tenderness and delicacy which, if such things be old-
fashioned, were as old as Adam. 

The door of the Doctor's room opened, and he came out 
with Charlôs Darnay. He was so deadly pale — which had 
not been the case waen they went in together — that no ves-
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4iige of colour ivas to be seen in his face. But, in the conî  
posure of his manner he was unaltered, except that to the 
shrewd glance of Mr. Lorry it disclosed some shadowy indi-
cation that the old air of avoidance and dread had lately 
passed over him, like a cold wind. 

He gave his arm to his daughter, and took her down-stairs 
to the chariot which Mr. Lorry had hired in honour cf the 
day. The rest followed in another carriage, and soon, in a 
neighbouring church, where no strange eyes looked on, 
Charles Darnay and Lucie Manette were happily married. 

Besides the glancing tears that shone among the smiles of 
the little group when it was done, Gome diamonds, very bright 
and sparkling, glanced on the bride's hand, which were newly 
released from the dark obscurity of one of Mr. Lorry^s pockets. 
They returned home tô breakfást, and all went well, and in 
due course the golden hair that had mingled wíth the poor 
shoemaker^s white locks in the Paris garret, were mingled 
with them again in the morning sunlightv on the tlireshold of 
the door at parting. 

It was a hard parting, though it was not for long. But 
her father cheered her, and said at last, gently disengaging 
himself from her enfolding arms, "Take her, Charlesl She 
is yours!" 

And her agitated hand waved to them from a chaise wîn-> 
dow, and she was gone. 

The corner being out of the way of the idîe and curious, and 
the preparations having been very simpîe and few, the Doctor, 
MTO Lorry, and Miss Pross, were left quite alone. I t was 
when they turned into the welcome shade of the coo old ha l, 
that Mr. Lorry observed a great change to have come over 
the Doctor; as if the golden arm upHfted there, had struck 
him a poisoned blow. 

He had naturally repressed much, and some revulsion 
mîght have been expected in him when the occasion for re« 
pression was gone. But, it was the old scared lost look that 
troubled Mr. Lorry; and through his absent manner of ciasp* 
ing. his head and drearily wandering away into his own room 
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when they got up-stairs, Mr. Lorry was remînded of Defarge 
the wine-shop keeper, and the starlight ride. 

" I think," he whispered to Miss Pross, after anxious con-
sideration, " I think we had best not speak to him just now, 
or at all disturb hira. I must iook in at Tellson's; so I will 
go there at once and come back presently. Then, we wiil 
take him a ride into the country, and dine there, and ali 
wili be wello' 

It was easier for Mr. Lorry to look in at Tellson's, than to 
îook out of Teilson's. He was detained two hours. When 
he came back, he ascended the old staircase alone, having 
asked no question of the servant; going thus into the 
Doctor^s rooms, he was stopped by a low sound of 
knocking, 

" Good God! '\ ho said, with a start. " What's that ? " 
Miss Pross, with a terrified face, was at his ear. "O me, 

O me î AU is îost!" cried she, wringing her hands. " What 
is to be told to Ladybird ? He doesn't know me, and is mak-
ing shoes!" 

Mr. Lorry said what he could to calm her, and went hîm* 
seif into the Doctor's roora. The bench was turned towards 
the Hght, as it had been when he had seen the shoemaker at 
his work before, and his head was bent down, and he was very 
busy. 

"Doctor Manette- My dear frie.xd, Doctor Manettel' ' 
The Doctor íooked at him for a moment — half inquir* 

sngly, half as if he were angry at being spoken to — and bent 
over his work agaiii. 

He had iaid aside his coat and waistcoat; his shirt was open 
at the throat, as it used to be when he did tliat work; and 
ev3.u tiie old haggard, faded surface of face Iiad come back tx) 
him. He woriced hard — impatiently — as if in some sense 
of having b?en interrupted. 

Mr. Lorry glancecl at the work in his hand, and observed 
it was a shoe of the old size and shape. He took up 

*%nother that was lying by him, and asked what it was? 
" A young lady^s walking shoe" he muttered, without iook' 
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ng up« " I t ought to have been finished loi^ ago, I^et li 
99 

99 "But, Doctor Manette. Look at me! 
He obeyed, in the old mechanicaliy submîssÍJBe maimør^ 

without pausing in his work. 
j "You know me, my dear friend? Think agaîn. This is 
' ot your proper occupation. Think, dear friend!" 

Nothing would induce him to speak more. He looked up, 
or an instant at a time, when he was requested to do so; but, 

no persiiasion would extract a word from him. He worked, 
and worked, and worked, in sUence, and words fell on him as 
they would have faUen on an echoless waU, or on the air. 
The only ray of hope that Mr. Lorry could discover, was, that 
he sometimes furtively ooked up without being asked, In 
that, there seemed a faint expression of curiosity or pérplex-
ity — as though he were tryíng to reconciíe some doubts in 
his mind. 

Two thîngs at once împressed themselves on Mr. Lorry, ae 
important above all others; the first, that this must be kept 
secret from Lucîe; the second, tliat it mjw^t be kept secret 
from all who knew him. In conjunction with Miss Pross, he 
took immediate steps towards the latter precaution, by giv-
ing out that the Doctor was not weU, and required a few days 
of complete rest. In aid of the kind deception to be prac-
tised on his daughter, Miss Pross was to write, describing 
his having been called away professionally, and referring to 
an imaginary letter of two or three hurried lines in his own 
hand, represented to have been addressed to her by the same 
post. 

These measures, advisable to be taken in any case, Mr. 
Lorry took in the hope of his coming to liimself. If that 
should happen soon, he kept another course in reserve; 
which was, to haye a certain opinion tiiat he thought tbe 
best, on the Doctôr's case. 

In the hope of his recovery, and of resort to this thîrd 
course being thereby rendered practicable, Mr. Lony re-
solved to watch hira attentively, with as iittle appearance as? 
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possîble of doing so. He therefore made arrangements to 
absent himself frora TeUson's for the first time in his Ife, and 
took his post by the window in the same room. 

He was not long in discovering that it was worse than use--
less 10 spealc to him, since, on t>eing pressed, he became wor* 
ried. He abandoned that attempt on the first day, and 
x93oîved merely to keep himself always before him, as a silent 
protest against the delusion into which he had fallen, or was 
falling. He remaine^, therefore, in his seat near the window, 
reading and writing, and expressing in as many pleasant and 
natíirai ways as he could think of, that it was a free place. 

Doctor Manette took what was given him to eat and drink, 
and woriced on, that first day, until it was too dark to see •— 
worked on, half an hour after Mr. Lorry could not have seen, 
for his life, to read or write. When he put his tools aside aa 
useless, until morning, Mr. Lorry rose and said to him: 

"WiUyougoou t?" 
He îoolced down at the floor on either side of him in the oîd 

manner, iooked up in the old manner, and repeated in the 
oid iow voice: 

"Out?'^ 
"Yes; for a walk with me. Whynot? '* 
He made no effort to say why not, and said not a word 

more. But, Mr. Lorry thought he saw, as he leaned forward 
on hÍ3 bench in the dusk, with his elbows on his knees and 
his head in his hands, that he was in some misty way asking 
himself, "Why no t?" The sagacitY of the man of busines^ 
perceived an advantage here7 anH Hétermined to hold it. 

Miss Pross and he divided the night into two watches, and 
observed him at intervals from the adjoining room. fíe 
paced up and down for a long tirae before he lay down; but, 
wiien he did finally lay himself down, he fell asieep. ín the 
morning, he was up betimes, and went straight to his bench 
and to work. 

On this second day, Mr, Lorry saluted him cheerfuîly by 
Ms name, and spoke to him on topics that had been of late 
íamiliar to them. He returned no reply, but ' t was evidení; 
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that he heard what was said, and that he thought about ît̂  
however confusedly. This encouraged Mr. Lorry to have 
Miss Pross in with her work, several times during the day; at 
those times, they quietly spoke of Lucie, and of her father 
fchen present, precisely in the usual manner, and as if there 
were nothing amiss. This was done without any demonstra-
tive accompaniment, not long enough, or often enough to 
harass him; and it lightened Mr. Lorry^s friendly heart to 
believe that he looked up oftener, and that he appeared to be 
stirred by some perception of inconsistencies surrounding 
hira. 

When it fell dark again, Mr. Lorry asked him as before: 
"Dear Doctor, will you go o u t ? " 
As before, he repeated, " O u t ? " 
" Yes; for a walk with me. Why no t? ' 
This time, Mr. Lorry feigned to go out when he could ex-

tract no answer from him, and, after remaining absent for an 
hour, returned, In the meanwhile, the Doctor had removed 
to the seat in the window, and had sat there looking áowa 
at the piane-tree; but, on Mr. Lorry's return, he sHpped 
away to his bench. 

TÎie tirae went very slowly on, and Mr. Lorry's hope dark-
ened, and his heart grew heavier again, and grew yet heavier 
i,nd heavier every day. The third day came and went, the 
íourth, the fifth. Five days, six days, seven days, eight 
days, nine days. 

With a hope ever darkening, and with a hea rt a.ways 
growîng heavier and heavîer, Mr. Lorry passed through this 
anxious time. The secret was well kept, and Lucis was im-
conscious and happy; but he could not fail to observe that 
the shoemaker, whose hand had been a little out at first, was 
growing dreadfully skîlful, and that he had never been so 
intent on his work, and that his hands had oever been so 
nimble and expert, as in the dusk of thé ninth svemng. 
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CHAPTER XIX 

AN OPIN ON 

WoRN out by anxîous watching, Mr. Lorry feb ?-áieep ai 
hiŝ  post. On the tenth morning of his suspenfeb, he waa 
startled by the shining of the sun into the room where a 
heavy slumber had overtaicen him when it was dark night. 

He rubbed his eyes and roused hiraself; but he doubted 
wlien he haci done so, whether he was not stiii asleep. For, 
going to the door of the Doctor's room and looking in, he 
perceived that the shoemaker's bench and tools were piit 
aside again, and that the Doctor himself sat reading at the 
window. He was in his usual morning dress, and his face 
(which Mr, Lorry could distinctly see), though still very palej 
ŵ as cairaly stidious and attentive. 

Even when he had satisfied hiraself that he was awake, 
Mr. Lorry feit giddily uncertain for sorae few raoraents 
whether the late shoeraaking might not be a disturbed dreara 
of his own; lor, did not his eyes show him his friend before 
him in his accustoraed ciothing and aspect, and employed as 
usual, and was there any sign withm their range, that the 
change of which he had so strong an impression had actuaUy 
bappened ? 

It was but the inquiry of his first confusion and astonish-
ment; the answer being obvious. If the irapression were not 
produced by a real corresponding and sufficient cause, how 
came he, Jarvis Lorry, there ? How carae he to have faUen 
asleep^ in hîs clothes, on the sofa in Doctor Manette^s con-
3iiíting-room, and to be debating these points outside the 
Doctor's bedroom door in the early morning ? 

Withio a few minutes, Miss Pross stood whispering at hi;̂  
side. If he had had any particle of doubt left, her talk wouJd 
of necessity have resolved it; but he was by that time clear* 
headed, and had noncv He advised that they should iet the 
time go by until the regular breakfast-hour, and should thejC' 



212 A TALE OF TWO CITIES 

meet the Doctor as if nothîng unusual had occurred. f h« 
appeared to be in his customary state of mind, Mr. Lorry 
would then cautiously proceed to seek direction and guidance 
from the opinion he had been, in his anxiety, so anxious to 
obtain. 

Miss Pross, submitting herself to his judgment, the scheme 
was worked out with care. Having abundance of time foî 
his usual methodical toilette, Mr. Lorry presented himself at 
the breakfast-houF in his usual white Hnen, and with his 
usual neat leg. The Doctor was summoned in the usual 
way, and came to breakfast. 

So far as it was possible to comprehend hun without over-
^tepping tbose delicate and gradual approaches which Mr. 
Lorry felt to be the only safe advance, he afc first supposed 
that nib daughter's raarriage had taken place yesterday. An 
incidental allusion, purposely thrown out, to the day of the 
week, and the day of the month, set him thinking and count* 
mg, and evidently made him uneasy. In all other respects, 
Siowever, he was so coraposedly himself, that Mr. Lorry de-
termined to have the aid he sought. And that aid was his own. 

Therefore, when the breakfast was done and cleared away, 
and hê and the Doctor were left together, Mr. Lorry said, 
f eelingly: 

"My dear Manette, I am anxious to have your opinion, in 
confidence, on a very curious case in which I am deeply inter-
ested; that is to say, it is very curious to me; perhaps, to 
your better iníormation it may be less so." 

Glancing at his hands, which were discoloured by hîs late 
work, the Doctor looked troubled, and listened attentively. 
He had already glanced at his hands raore than once. 

"Doctor Manette," saîd Mr. Lorry, touching him affectíon-
itely on the arra, "the case is the case of a particularly dear 
friend of mine. Pray give your mind to it, and advise me 
weU for his sake — and above all, for his daughter's — hia 
daughter's, my dear Manette.'* 

"If I understand,'' said the Doctor, in a subdued tone^ 
**some mental shock ?" 
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"Be explicit," said the Doctoro "Spare no detail." 
Mr. Lorry saw that they understood one another, and pro-

ceeded. 
"My dear Manette, it is the case of an old and a prolenged 

shock, of great acuteness and severity to the affections, the 
feehngs, the — the — as you express it — the mind. The 
mind. It is the case of a shock under which the sufferer was 
borne down, one cannot say for how long, because I believe 
he cannot calculate the time himseK, and there are no other 
means of getting at it. It is the case of a shock from which 
the sufferer recovered, by a process that he cannot trace liim-
self — as I once heard him pubiiciy relate in -a striking man-
ner. It is the case of a shock from w^hich he has recovered, 
so corapletely, as to be a highly intelîigent rnan, capable of 
close application of mind, and great exertion of body, and of 
constantly making fresh additions to his stock of knowledge^ 
which was already very large. But, unfortunateiy, there has 
been," he paused and took a deep breath — '* a siight relapse." 

The Doctor, in a low voice, asked, " Of how long duration ? *' 
"Nine days and nights." 
"How did it show itself ? I infer," gîancing at hîs hands 

again, "in the resumption of some old pursuit connected 
with the shock?" 

"Tha t i s the fac t . " 
"Now, did you ever see him," askød the Doctor, dîstinctly 

and collectedly, though in the same low voice, "engaged in 
tliat pursuit originally?" 

"Once." 
" And wiien the relapse fell on hîm, was he in most respect 

~ or in all respects — as he was then ? " 
" I think in ail respects." 
"You spoke of his daughter. Does his daughter know oí 

the relapse?" 
" No. It has béen kept from her, and I hope wiU always 

be kept from her. It is known only to myself, and to one 
other who may be trusted." 
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The Doctor grasped his hand, and murraured, "That was 
very kind. That was very thoughtful!" Mr. Lorry grasped 
his hand in return, and neither of the two spoke for a little 
while. 

"Now, my dear Manette," said Mr. Lorry, at length, in his 
most considerate and raost affectionate way, " I ara a mere 
man of business, and unfit to cope with such intricate and 
difficult matters. I do not possess the kind of information 
necessary; I do not possess the kind of intelligence; I want 
guiding. There is no man in this world on whom I could so' 
rely for right guidance, as on you. Tell me, how does this 
relapse corae about ? Is there danger of another ? Could a 
repetition of it be prevented ? How should a repetition of it 
be treated? How does it corae about at all? What can I 
do for my friend ? No man ever can have been more desir-
ous in his heart to serve a friend, than I am to serve mîne, 
if I knew how. But I don't know how to originate, in such 
a case. If your sagacity, knowledge, and experience, could 
put me on the right track, I might be able to do so much; 
unenlightened and undirected, I can do so little. Pray dis-
cuss it with me; pray enable me to see it a little more clearly, 
and teach rae how to be a Httie niore useful." 

Doctor Manette sat meditating after these earnest words 
were spoken, and Mr. Lorry did not press him. 

" I think it probable," said tlie Doctor, breaking silence 
with an effort, " that the relapse you have described, my dear 
friend, was not quite unforeseen by îts subject." 

" Was it dreaded by hiih ?" Mr. Lorry ventured to ask. 
" Very much." He said it with an involuntary shudder. 
"You have no îdea how such an apprehension weighs on 

the sufferer's mind, and how difficult — how almost impos-
sible — it is, for him to force himself to utter a word upon 
the topic that oppresses hira." 

"Would he," asked Mr. Lorry, "be sensîbly relieved if he 
could prevail upon hiraself to irapart that secret brooding to 
any one, when it îs on hira ?" 

" I think so. But it is, as I have told you, next to impossi-
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ble. I even believe it — in some cases ~ to be quite îrapos-
sible." 

"Now," said Mr. Lorry, gently laying his hand on the Doc-
tor's arra again, after a short siience on both sides, " to what 
wouîd you refer this a t t a ck?" 

" I beiieve," returned Doctor Manette, " t ha t there had 
been a strong and extraordinary revivai of the train of 
thought and remerabrance that was the first cause of the 
raalady. Some intense associations of a raost distressing na-
ture were vivid y recailed, I think. It is probabie that there 
had long beeii a dread lurking in his mind, tiiat those asso-
ciatîons wouíd be recalled — say, under certain circurastances 
™ say, on a f.îirticular occasion. He tried to prepare iiira-
self in vain; perhaps the effort to prepare himself made him 
less able to bear i t ." 

"Would he remember what took place in the relapse?" 
asked Mr. Loriy, with natural Iiesitatioh. 

The Doctor looked desoiately round the roora, bhoocî' hís 
head, and answered, in a low voice, "Not at alL" 

"Now, as to the future," hinted Mr. Lorry. 
"As to the future," said the Doctor, recovering firraness, 

"T should have great hope. As it pleased Heaven in its 
raercy to restore hira so soon, I shouid have great hope. He, 
yieiding under the pressure of a corapHcated something, long 
dreaded and long vaguely foreseen and contended against, 
and recovering after the cloud had burst and passed, I shouid 
hope tliat the worst was over." ̂  

"WeU, well! That's good comfort. I ara thankfull ' ' 
said Mr. Loriy. 

" I am thanicful!" repeated the Doctor, bending his head 
wíth reverence. 

^^There are two other points," said Mr. Lorry, "on which 1 
am anxious to be -nstructed. I may go o n ? " 

'̂^ You cannot do your friend a better service." The Doctor 
gave hira his hand. 

"To the first, then. He is of a studious habît, and unusu-
ally energetic; he applies himseif with great ardour to th* 
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acquisition oí professîonal knowiedge, to the conducting oí 
e^perîments, to many tbings. Now, does he do too much?' ' 

'^I think not. I t may be the character of Iiis raînd, to be 
aiways in singular need of occupation. Tíiat may be, in part, 
naturai to it ; in part, the resuit of affliction. Tiie less it 
was occupied with healtiiy things, the more it wouid be in 
danger of turnlng in the uniiealthy direction. He raay have 
observed himseif, and made the ciiscovery." 

'* You are sure tiiat he is not under too great a strain?*^ 
" I tiiink I am* quite sure of i t ." 
"My clear Manette, if iie were overworked now -~—^' 
"My dear Lorry, I doubt if that couid easily be. There 

has been a violeiit stress in one direction, and it needs a coun-
terweight." 

^' Excuse me, as a persistent man of business- Assuming 
for a monient, that he icas overworked; it would show itself 
m some renewai of this disorcler?" 

' ' í clo not tiiinlc so. I clo iiot thinlc," said Doctor Manette 
mth tlie nrmness oi self-conviction, *'that anything but the 
3nc train of association wouici renew t, I thiiiic that, hence-
iortli, nothing but some extraordinary jarriug oí that chord 
couid renew it. After what has iiappened, and after his 
recovery, find it clifficulfc to iîTriíd:ae any sucii violent sound-
ing of that string again. I trust, anci I aimost beiieve, that 
tiie circumstances iikely to renew it are exhausteci.'' 

He spoke with tiie diffidence of a man wiio icnew how 
rjiigiit a tiimg wouid overset the aeiicate organisation oi tha 
mind, and yet v/itii the couficlence of a maii wiio iiad siowly 
von iiis assurance oiit of personai endurance aiici cUstress. It 
was not for his friend to abate that confideiice. He profcssed 
limseif more reîieved and encouraged tiian iie realiy was, and 
approaclied his second and last poiiit. He felt it to be the 
most difficult of all; but, remembering his old Sunda}^ morn-
<ng conversation witii Miss Pross, and remembering what hf 
had seen in the iast nine days, he kiiew tiiat he must face it^ 

"The occupation resumed under the influence of tliis pass^ 
mg affliction so happily recovered frora," said Mr̂  Lorry 
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clearing his throat, "we will call — Blacksraith's work, 
Blacksmith's work. We will say, to put a case and for the 
sake of illustration, that he had been used, in his bad tirae, 
to work at a littie forge. We will say that he was unex-
pectedly found at his forge again. Is it not a pity that he 
shou d keep it by h i ra?" 

The Doctor sliaded his forehead with his hand, and beat 
hîs foot nervousiy on the ground. 

"He has alw^ays kept it by him," said Mr. Lorry, with an 
anxious ioolc at his friend. "Now, would it not be better 
that he shouid let it go?'^ 

StiU, the Doctor, with shaded forehead, beat his foot ner-
vousiy on tlie ground. 

"You do not find it easy to advise m e ? " said Mr. Loriy. 
" I quite understand it to be a nice question. And yet I 
think " And there he shook his head, aiid stopped. 

"You see," said Doctor Manette, turning to him after an 
uneasy pause, " i t is very iiard to expiain, consistently, the 
innermost workings of this poor raan's raind. He once 
yearned so frigiitfuily for that occupation, and it was so wel-
come wben it came; no doubt it reiieved his pain so much, 
by substituting the perplexity of the fingers for the perplex-
ity of the brain, and by substituting, as he became raore 
practised, the ingenuity of the hands, for the ingenuity of 
the raentai torture; that he has never been able to bear the 
thought of putting it quite out of his reach. Even now, 
when I beiieve he is raore hopeful of himself than he has ever 
been, and even speaks of himseif with a icind of confidence, 
the idea that he might neecl that oid empioyment, and not 
fiiid it, gives him a sudden sense of terror, like that which 
one may fanc}^ strikes to the heart of a iost child." 

He looked like his illustration, as he raised his eyes to Mr. 
Lorry's face. 

^^But niay not — mînd! I aslc for inforraatîon, as a plod-
ding raan of business who only deals with such material ob-
jects as guineas, shillings, and bank-notes — may not the 
retention of the thing invoive the retentinn of the idea? l í 



21S Jt TALE OF TWO CITIES 

fche thing were gone, my dear Manette, might not the fear 
with it ? In short, is it not a concession to the misgivîng, to 
keep the forge?" 

There was another siience. 
"You see, too," said the Doctor, tremulously, " i t is such 

an old companion." 
" I would not keep i t ," saîd Mr. Lorry, shaking his hei.lj^ 

for lie gained in firmness as he saw the Doctor disqir.eted. 
" I wouid recommend him to sacrifice it. I onîy want your 
autliority. I am sure it does no good. Come! Give me 
your authority^ like a dear good man. For hîs daughter^s 
sake, my dear Manette !" 

Very strange to see what a struggle there was withîn him l 
" ín her name, then, let it be done; I sajictiûnjt. But, I 

would not take it away whiie he w âs present. Let ît be re-
moved when he is not tliere; let him miss his old companion 
after an abseoce." 

Mr. Lorry readily engaged for that, and the confere ::e wâ > 
ended. They passed tiie day in tiie country, and the Doctor 
was Quite restored. On tlie three foilowing; davs iie remained 
pe:rfectly weil, and on the fourteenth day iie v/ent away to 
join LuGÍe and her husband. The precaution tiiat Iiad beeri 
íaicen to account for his siience, Mr. Lorry had previously 
expiained to him, and he had wrifcten to Luc e in acco.rdance 
mih it, and sbe had no suspicions. 

0.a the mglit of the day on which he Íeft the house, Mr. 
Lorry went into his .room with a ciiopper. saw, chiseL and 
hamnier, attended by Miss Pross carrying a .U.shr,. There, 
vith clQsed cloors, and in a mysterious and guiity mv.ir^er, 
Mr, Lorry hacked tlie siioemaker's bench to pieces, vvhUc 
Vîiss Pross iieid the candie as if she were assi'stÍ!"'g at a mur-
ier — for whicli, indeed, in her grimness, she wa.s no unsuit-
^ble figure. The burning ^̂*'' 'h^̂  body (previously redue^c. 
to pieces convenient for thc parpose) was commenced withoufc 
delay in the kitchen fire; and the tools, siioes, and leathery 
were buried in tiie garden. So wicked do destructioii •ajnú 

recy appear to honest minds^ that Mr. Lorry and Mis^ 
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Pross, whîle engaged in the commissîon of theîr deed and in 
fche removal of its traces, almost felt^ and ahnost lookedj, iike 
accompHces iu a horrib'e crime. 

OHAPTER XX 

A FLEA 

WHEN the newîy-married pair came home, t&e first persojQ 
who appeared, to offer his congratulations, was Sydney Car-
ton. Tliey had not been at home many hours, when he pre-
sented himself. He was not improved in habits, or in looks, 
or in manner; but there was a certain rugged air of fidelity 
about him, which was new to tiie observation of Charle? 
Darnay. ' 

He watched his opportunity of taking Darnay asîde înto a 
window, and of speaking to him wiien no one overheard, 

"Mr. Darnav," said Carton, " I wish we mÍEht be friends.'* 
"We are already friends, I hope." 
"You are good enough to say so, as a fashion of speech; 

but, I don't mean any fashion of speech. Indeed, when í 
say I wish we might be friends, I scarcely mean quite that, 
either." 

Charles Darnay — as was natural — asked himj in aîj 
good-humour and good-fellowship, what he did mean? 

"Upon my life," said Carton, smiling, " I find that easier 
to comprehend in my own mind, than to convey to yours 
However, let me try. You reraember a certain famous occa-
gion when I was more drunk than — than usual ? " 

" I remember a certain faraous occasion when you forced 
me to confess that you had beeii drinking.^' 

^̂ I remember it too. The curse of those occasîons is hea^^ 
upon me, for I always remember thera. I hope ít may be 
taken into account one day, when aîl days are at an end îoir 
cne! Don't be alarmed; I am not going to preacb.'* 
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" am nofc at al alarmed. Earnestness in you, îa anyihing 
but alarraing to me." 

" Ah I" said Carton, wîth a careless w.ave of his hand, as if 
he waved that away. "On the drunken occasion in question 
(one of a iarge nurnber, as you know), I was insufferabip 
about HkÍDg you, and not hking you* wish you would 
forget it*" 

" I forgot ifc bng ago." 
"Fashion of speech agaîn! But, Mr. Darnay", nbh'vTon rs 

not so easy to me, as you represent it co be to you. I have 
by no means forgotten it, and a lighfc answer does not heip 
rae to forget ifc." 

"If it was a Hght answer," returned Darnay, " I beg your 
^orgiveness for it- I had _ao other object than to turn a slight 
thing, wliieh, to my surprise, seems to troabie you too much, 
aside. I declare to you, on the faith of a gentieman, that I 
have iong dismissed it from my mind. Goocl Heaven, what 
was tîiere to dismiss! Have I had notiiing more important 
to remember, in the great service you rendered me tiiat day ?" 

"As to the great service," said Carton, "'I am bound to 
avow^ to you, when you speak of it in that v/ay% tliat it was 
mere professionai ciaptrap, I don^t know that I cared what 
became of you, wlien rendered it. — Mind! I say wlien I 
rendered it; I am speaking of the past." 

"You make iight of tiie obiigation," returned Darnay, 
"but I will not quarrel with your hght answer." 

" Genuine truth, Mr. Darnay, trust me ! I Iiave gone aside 
frora my purpose; I was speaking about our being friends. 
Now, you know me; you know I am i.ncapable of all tiie 
higher and better flights of men. If you doubt it, ask 
Stry ver, and heil teil ycu so." 

" I prefer to form my own opînîon, without the aîd of his." 
" Weíl! At any rate you know me as a dissolute dog, who 

has never done any good, and never will. 
" I don't know that you ^never wilL' 
"But I do, and you must take my word for it. Well! l í 

you could endure to have such a worthless feUow, and a feUo^ 

99 

J9 



Å TALE OF TWO OITIES 

nî such îndifferent reputatîon, coming and going at odd tîmes, 
í should ask that I might be permitted to come and go as a 
privileged person here; that I might be regarded as an use-
ess (and I would add, if it were not for the reserablance I 
detected between you and me, an unornamental) piece of 
furniture, tolerated for its old service, and taken no notice 
Df. I doubt if I should abuse the permission. It is a hun-
dred to one if I should avail myself of it four times in a y^.^v. 
t would satisfy me, I dare say, to know that I had it.'' 

"WiUyoutry?'^ 
"That is another way of saying that I am placed on che 

footing I have indicated. I thank you, Darnay. I may use 
that freedom with your narae ? " 

" I think so, Carton, by this tirae." 
They shook hands upon it, and Sydney turned away. 

Within a rainute afterwards, he was, to all outward appear-
ance, as unsubstantial as ever. 

When he was gone, and in the course of an evening passed 
with Miss Pross, the Doctor, and Mr. Lorry, Charles Darnay 
made some mention of this conversation in general terms, 
and spokeof Sydney Carton as a problem of carelessness and 
recklessness. He spoke of him, in short, not bitterly or 
meaning to bear hard upon him, but as anybody might who 
saw him as he showed hiraself. 

He had no idea that this could dwell in the thoughts of his 
fair young vhfe; but, when he afterwards joined her in their 
own rooms, he found her waiting for him with the old pretty 
Hfting of the forehead strongly marked. 

"We are thoughtful to-night!" said Darnay, drawing his 
arm about her. 

" Yes, dearest Charles," with her hands on hîs breast, and 
the inquiring and attentive expression fixed upon hira; " we 
are rather thoughtful to-night, for we have something cn our 
mind to-night." 

^^Whatisit, myLucie?" 
"Will you promise not to press one question on m&^ ú J 

beg you not to ask i t?" 
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í( Will 1 promise ? What will I not promise to my Love?'* 
What, indeed, with his Iiand putting aside the golden hair 

from the cheek, and iiis other hand against the heart that 
beat for him! 

" I think, Charies, poor Mr. Carton deserves more consid-
eration and respect tiian you expresseci for him to-night." 

"Indeed, my own? Why so?'" 
"That is what you are not to ask me. But I thinlc — I 

know — he does." 
"If you know it, it is enough. What would you have me 

do, my Life?" 
" I wouid ask you, dearest, to be very generous with him 

aiways, and very ienient on his fauits wben Iie is not by. I 
wouid ask you to believe that be bas a heart iie '̂ ''ery, very 
seldom reveals, and that there are deep w^ounds in it. My 
dear, I have seen it bieeding." 

" I t is a painful reflection to me," said Charles Darnay^ 
quite astounded, " t iat I siiouid iiave done him any WTong. 
I never thought this of iiim.'^ 

"My husband, it is so. I fear he is not to be reciaîraed; 
there is scarceiy a hope that anything in his character or 
fortunes is reparable now. But, I am sure that he is capabie 
of good tiiings, gentle things, even magnanimous things." 

Siie iooked so beautifui in the purity of her faith in this lost 
raan, that her husband couid have looked at her as she was 
for hours. 

" And, O my ciearest Love!" she urged, clinging nearer to 
him, laying her head upon his breast, and raising lier eyes to 
his, ' 'remember how strong we are in our happiness, and iiow 
wealc he is in Iiis misery!" 

The supplication touched him homé. " I wili always re-
meraberTt,^éaf Heart! I wiil remember it as iong as I iive." 

^r^îie bent over the goiden head, and put the rosy lips to his, 
wand foided her in iiis a r m s ^ If one forlorn wanderer then 
pacing tiie darlc streets, couid have heard Iier innocent dis-
ciosure, and couid have seen the drops of pity kissed away 
by her husband from the soft blue eyes so loving of that hus-
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foand, he might have cried to the night — and the words 
would not have parted from his lips for the first time - -

'^God bless her for her sweet compassion!" 

CHAPTER XXI 

ECHOING FOOTSTEPS 

A WONDERFUL corner for echoes, it has been reraarked^ 
that corner where the Doctor lived. Ever busily winding 
the golden thread which bound her husband, and her father, 
and herself, and her old directress and companion, in a Hfe of 
quiet bliss, Lucie sat in the stiii house in the tranquiUy re-
sounding corner, listening to the echoing footsteps of years. 

At first, there were times, though she was a perfectly happy 
young wife, v/hen her work would slowiy faii from her hands, 
and her eyes would be diramed. For, there was something 
coming in the echoes, something light, afar off, and scarcely 
audible yet, that stirreci her heart too mucli. Fluttering 
hopes and doubts — hopes, of a love as yet unknown to her: 
doubts, of her remaining upon eartli, to enjoy that new de-
light — divided her breast. Among the echoes then, there 
would arise the sound of footsteps at her own early grave; 
and thougiits of the husband who would be left so desolate, 
and who wouid mourn for her so much, swelled to her eyes, 
and broke like waves. 

That time passed, and her little Lucie lay on her bosora^ 
Then, among the advancing echoes, there was the tread of 
her tiny feet and the sound of her prattling words. Let 
^reater eciioes resound as they would, the young raother at 
the cradie side could always hear those coming. They carae, 
and the shady house was sunny with a child's laugh, and the 
Divine friend of children, to whom in her trouble she had 
confided hers, seemed to taice her chiid in His arms, as He 
fcook the child of old. and made it a sacrfíd joy to her. 
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Ever busily winding the golden thread that bound thera 
all together, weaving the service of her happy influence 
through the tissue of aii their lives, and raaking it predomií 
nate nowhere, Lucie heard in the echoes of years none but 
friendiy and soothing sounds. Her husband's step was 
strong and prosperous among them; her father's firm and 
equal. Lo, Miss Pross, in harness of string, aAvalcening tiie 
echoes, as an unruiy charger, whip-corrected, snorting and 
pawing the earth under the piane-tree in the garden ! 

Even when there were souncls of sorrow among tbe rest, 
they were not harsh nor cruei. Even when goiden hair, iike 
her own, iay in a halo on a piiiow round the worn face of a 
littie boy, and he said, witii a radiant smiie, '' Dear papa aiid 
mamma, I am very sorry to ieave you both, and to ieave 
my pretty sister; but I am cailed, ancl I must go ! '̂  those 
were not tears ail of agony that wetted his young mother's 
cheek, as the spirit departed from her embrace that liad been 
entrusted to it. Suffer tiiem and forbid them not. They 
see my Father's face. O Father, biessed words! 

Thus, the rustiing of an Angei's v/ings got biended witb 
the other echoes, and they were not v/hoiiy of earth, but had 
in them that breath of Heaven. Siglis of tlie winds that 
blew over a iittie garden-tornb were mingled v/ith them aiso^ 
aiid both Avere audibie to Lucie, in a hushed murmur — iiice 
the breathing of a summer sea asleep upon a sandy shore — 
as the littie Lucie, comicaily studious at the task of the morn-
ing, or dressing a doil at her mother's footstoo , chattered in 
the tongues of the Two Cities that were biencied in iier iife. 

The echoes rarely answered to the actual tread of Sydney 
Carton. Some haif-dozen times a year, at most, he ciaimed 
his priviiege of coming in uninvited, and would sit among 
thera through the evening, as iie iad once done often. Ple 
never came there heated with wine. And one other thing 
regarding him was w^hispered in the echoes, which has been 
whispered by all true echoes for ages and ages. 

No man ever really loved a woman, iost her, and knew îier 
with a blameless though an unchanged mind, when she wa? 
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a wife and a raother, but her chiidren had a strange sympathy 
with him — an iaatiíicuye delicacy of pity for liim. What 
fine hidden sensibilities are touched in such a case, no echoes 
tell; but it is so, and it was so here. Carton was the first 
stranger to whom Httle Lucie held out her chubby arras, 
and he kept his place with her as she grew. Tiie little boy 
had spoken of hira, almost at the last. "Poor Carton! Kiss 
him for me !'̂  

Mr- Stryver shouldered his way through tha law, Hke some 
great engine forcing itself through turbid water, and dragged 
his usefui friend in his wake, like a boat towed astern- As 
the boat so favoured is usualiy in a rough piight, and raostly 
under water, so, Sydney had a swamped life of it. But, easy 
and strong custom, unhappily so much easier and stronger 
ín him than any stimuiating senge of desert or disgrace, made 
it the life he v/as to lead; and he no more thought of e-nerg-
:ng from his state of iion's jaíílcal, than any real jackai may 
be supposed to tiiink of fising to be a lion- Stryver was 
rich; Iiad married a florid widow with property and three 
boys, who had nothing particulariy shining about them but 
ihe straight hair of their dumpling heads. 

These three young gentlemen, Mr. Stryver, exuding pat-
.•onage of the most offensive quality from every pore, had 
walked before Iiim like three sheep to the quiet corner in 
Soho, and had offered as pupiis to Lucie's liusband: deli* 
cateiy saying "Haiioa! here are three lumps of bread-and-
cheese towards your matrimonial picnic, Darnay!'^ The 
polite rejection of the three iuraps of bread-and-cheese had 
quite bioated Mr. Stryver with indignation, wliich he after-
wards turned to account in the training of the young gentle-
raen, by directing them to beware of the pride of Beggars, Hke 
that tutor-feilow. He was also in the habit of declaiming to 
Mrs. Stryver, over his fuU-bodied wine, on the arts MrSo 
Darnay had once put in practice to " ca t ch" him, and on 
the diamond-cut-diaraond arts in himself, madara, which 
had rendered him "not to be caught." Sorae of his King'a 
Bench farailiars, who were occasionaUy parties to the full^ 
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bodied wine and the lie, excused him for the latter by sayîng 
that he had toid it so often, that he believed it himself — 
which is sureiy such an incorrigible aggravation oí an origi-
îialiy bad offence, as to justify any such offender's being car-
ried off to some suitabiy retired spot, and there hanged out 
of the way. 

The^e were among the echoes to whicii Lucie, sometimes 
pensive, sometimes amused and laughing, listened in the 
echoing corner, untii her littie daughter was six years old. 
How near to her beart the echoes of her chiid's tread camej 
and those of her own dear father's, aiways active and self-
possessed, and those of her dear husband's, need not be told. 
Nor, how the ligiitest echo of their united home, directed by 
herseif with such a wise and eiegant thrift that it was more 
abundant than any waste, was music to her. Nor, how 
there were echoes ali about her, sweet in her ears, of tiie many 
tiraes her father had toid her that he found her raore devoted 
to Iiim married (if that could be) thaii single, and of tiie raany 
tiraes her husband had said to her that no cares and duties 
seeraecl to divide her love for him or her heip to him, and 
asked her "What is the magic secret, my dariing, of your 
being everything to aii of us, as if tliere were oniy one of us, 
yet never seeming to be hurried, or to have too much to do ?" 

But, there were otiier echoes, from a distance, that rum-
bled menacingiy in the corner all tiirough this space of tirae. 
And it was now, about iittle Lucie's sixtii birthday, that they 
began to have an awfui sound, as of a great storra m Fraiico 
with a dreaclfui sea rising, 

On a. niglit in mid-Juiy, one tliousand seven hundred and 
eighty-mne,^ Mr. Lorry came in iate, from Teiison's, and sat 
. Jmseif dowii by Lucie and lier iiusband in the dark window-
I t was a hot, wiid night, and tiiey were ai three reminded 
of the oid Sunday night when they iiad looked at the Hght-
ning from the same piace. 

" I began to think," said Mr. Lcrry, pusliing iiis brown wíg 
back, "t l iat I shouid have to pass tlie night at Tellson's. We 
have been so full of business aU day, that we have not knoŵ D̂? 
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what to do first, or which way to turn. There is such an un-
easiness in Paris, that we have actually a run of confidence 
upoii us! Our custoraers over there, seera not to be abie to 
confide their property to us fast enough. There is positively 
a mania among some of them for sending it to England." 

"That has a bad look," said Darnay. 
"A bad look, you say, my dear Darnay? Yes, but we 

don't know what reason there is in it. Peopie are so unrea-
sonable! Some of us at Telison's are getting old, and we 
realiy can't be troubied out of the ordinary course without 
due occasion." 

"Stiil," said Darnay, "you know how gloomy and threat-
ening the sky is." 

" I know that, to be sure," assented Mr. Lorry, trying to 
persuade himseif that his sweet temper was soured, and that 
Iie grumbled, "but I am determined to be peevish after my 
long day^s botheration. Where is Manette?" 

"Here he is," said tiie Doctor, entering the dark room at 
the moment. 

" I am quite glad you are at home; for these hurries and 
forebodings by which I have been surrounded all day long, 
have made me nervous without reason. You are not going 
out, I hope?" / 

"No; I am going to play backga;raraon with you, if you 
Hke," said the Doctor. 

" I don't think I do like, if I may speak my mînd. I am 
lot fit to be pitted against you to-night. Is the teaboard 
BÍiW there, Lucie? I can't see." 

"Of course, it has been kept for you." 
"Thank ye, my dear, The precious child is safe in bed? ' ' 
"And sleeping soundly." 
"That's right; aU safe and well! I don't know why any* 

thing should be otherwise than safe and well here, thank 
God; but I have been so put out all day, and I am not as 
young as I was! My tea, my dear! Thank ye. Now, 
come and take your place in the circle, and let us sit quiet, 
and hear the echoes about which you have your theory. 99 
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"Not a theory; it was a fancy." 
" A fancy, then, my wise pet ," said Mr. Lorry, patting heí 

hand. "They are very numerous and very loud, though, 
are they not ? Oniy hear tiiem !" 

Headlong, mad, ancl dangerous footsteps to force tiieir v/ay 
into anybody's life, footsteps not easily made ciean again if 
once stained red, the footsteps raging in Saint Antoine afar 
off, as the iittle circle sat in the dark London window. 

Saint Antoine hacl been, that moriiing, a vast dusky mass 
of scarecrows heaving to and fro, with frequent gleams of 
light above tiie biUowy lieads, where steei blades and bayo-
nets shone in the sun. A tremencious roar arose from the 
throat of Saint xA.ntoine, and a forest of naked arms struggied 
in the air iike shriveiled brancbes of trees in a winter wind: 
all the fingers convuisively clutching at every weapon or 
sembiance of a weapon that was tiirown up from tlie depths 
below, no matter how far off. 

Who gave them out, whence tliey iast came, where they 
began, through what agency they crookediy quivered and 
jerked, scores at a time, over the heads of the crowd, hice a 
kind of iigbtning, no eye in the throng could have toid; but, 
muskets were being ciistributed — so were cartridges, powder, 
and baii, bars of iron and wood, icnives, axes, pilces, every 
weapon that distracted ingenuity could discover or devise. 
Peopie who could iay hoid of nothing eise, set themseives 
with bieeding hands to force stones and bricks out of tbeir 
places ii wails. Every puise aiid heart in Saint Antoine 
was on high-fever strain and at high-fever heat. Every liv-
ing creature there held iife as of iio account, and was de-
mented with a passionate readiness to sacrifice it. 

As a whiripool of boiiíng waters has a centre point, so, all 
this raging circled round Defarge's wine-shop, and every 
human drop ini the caldron had a tendency to be sucked 
towards the vortex where'Defarge himseif, aîready begrimed 
with gunpow ér'ãíid sweat, issued orders, issued arms, thrust 
this man back, dragged this man forward, disarmed one t<̂  
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arm another, laboured and strove in the thîckest of the up-
roar. 

"Keep near to me, Jacques Three," cried Defarge; "and 
do you, Jacques One and Two, separate and put yourselvea 
at the head of as many of these patriots as you can. Where 
is my wife?" 

" E h , weil! Here you see m e ! " said ma.darae, coraposed 
as ever, but not knitting to-day. Madame's resolute right 
hand was occupied with an axe, in place of the usual softer 
implements, and in her girdle were a pistol and a cruel 
knife. 

"Where do you go, my wife?" 
" I go," said raadame, "with yoM at present. You shall 

see me at the head of women, by-and-bye." 
"Come, t hen ! " cried Defarge, in a resounding voice. 

' 'Patriots and friends, we are ready! The BastiIIeî" 
With a roar that sounded as if ail the breath in France had 

been shaped into the detested word, the li^ing sea rose, wave 
on wave, depth on deptli, and overflowed tiie city to that 
point. Alarm-beils ringing, drums beating, the sea raging 
and tîiundering on its new t)each, the attack begun. 

Deep ditches, doubie drawbridge, massive stone waUs, 
eight great towers, cannon, muskets, fire and smoke. Through 
the fire and through the smoke — in the fire and in the smoke, 
for the sea cast him up against a cannon, and on the instant 
le became a cannonigr •— Defarge of the wine-shop woriced 
ilce a manful soTH er,' Two fierce hours. 

Deep ditch, singie drawbridge, massive stone walls, eight 
great towers, cannon, muskets, fire and smoke. One draw-
bridge down! "Work, comrades alî, work! Work, Jacques 
One, Jacques Two, Jacques One Thousand, Jacques Two 
Thousand, Jacques Five-and-Twenty Thousand; in the name 
of ail the Angeis or the Devils — which you prefer — work! '* 
Thus Defarge of the wine-shop, still at his gun, which had 
long grown hot. 

^'To me, women !'^ cried madame his wife. " W h a t ! We 
can kill as well as the men when the place is taken I " And tc 
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herj with a shríll thirsty cry, trooping woraen variously 
armed, but ail armed alike in hunger and revenge. 

Caniion, muskets, hre and smoke; but, stiii tiie deep ditch 
the singie drawbridge, the massive stone walis, and the eiglit 
great towers. Siigiit dispiacements of the raging sea, inade 
by the fallíng v/ounded. F ashing weapons, blazing torches. 
smoking waggon-ioads of wet straw, hard worlc at neigiibour-
ing barricacles in aii directions, siirielcs, voheys, execrations, 
bravery witliout stint, boom smasli and rattle, and the furi-
ous sounding of the iiving sea: but, stiii the deep ditch, and 
the sing e drawbridge, and the massive stone waiis, aiid the 
eiglit great towers, and stiii Defarge of the wine-sliop at his 
gun, grow i doubiy hot by the service of Four fierce iiours. 

A v/hite flag from witliin tiie fortress, and a pariey ~ this 
i imly perceptibie tlirougli the raging storm, nothing audibie 
'n it — suddeniy the sea rose immeasurabiy wicíer and higlier, 
and swept Defarge of the wine-siiop over the iowered ciraw-
bridge, past tlie massive stone outer waiis, n among tii3 eight 
great tovvers surrenciered! 

So resîstiess v\̂ as tlie force of the ocean bearing h m on, tîiat 
even to draw iiis breatli or turn his liead was as impracticabie 
as if he had been struggling in the surf at tiie Soutii Sea, until 
he was ianded m the outer courty^ard of the Bastiiie. Tliere^ 
against an angie of a w^ail, he made a struggie to iook about 
him. Jacques Three was neariy at iiis side; Maclame De-
farge, stili heaciing some of iier w^omen, was visible in the imier 
distance, and iier knife was in her iiand. Everyv/iiere v/as 
tumuit, exuitation, deafening and maniacal bewUderment^ 
astounding noise, yet furious dumb-show. 

"Tiie Prisoners!" 
"Ti ieRecords !" 
' 'Thesecret ceilsî' ' 
'^The instruments of tortureî''^ 
"The Prisoners!" 
Of ail these cries, and ten thousand incpherences, „"Th3 

Prisoners !" was the cry most taken up by the sea that rushed 
In, as f there were an eternity of people, as weil as of time 
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and space, When the foremost billows rolled past, bearíng 
the prison officers with them, and threatening them all with 
ínstant death if any secret nook remained undisclosed, De-
farge laid his strong hand on the breast of one of these men 
— a man with a grey head, who Iiad a iighted torch in his 
hand — separated iiim from the rest, and got him between 
himself and the wall. 

" Show me the North Tower !" saîd Defarge. " Quick!" 
"I.will faithfuliy," repiied the man, "if you will come with 

me. But there is no one there.'^ 
"What is the meaning of One Hundred and Five, North 

Tower?" asked Defarge. "Quick!'^ 
"The meaning, monsieur?" 
"Does it mean a captive, or a place of captivity? Or do 

you mean that I shall strike you dead?" 
"KiII h im!" croaked Jacques Three, who had come close 

up. 
"Monsieur, it is a cell.'^ 
"Show it m e ! " 
"Pass this way, then." 
Jacques Tliree, with his usual craving on hîm, and evî™ 

dently disappointed by the dialogue taking a turn that did 
not seem to promise bloodshed, helci by Defarge's arm as he 
held by the turnkey's. Their three heads had been close to-
gether during this brief discourse, and it had been as much 
as they couid do to hear one another, even then: so tremen-' 
dous was the noise of the iiving ocean, in its irruption into 
the Fortress, and its inundation of the courts anci passages 
and staircases. Ail around outside, too, it beat the walis 
with a deep, hoarse roar, from v/iiicii, occasionaiiy, some par-
tial shouts of tumuit brolce and leaped into the air like spray. 

Through gioomy vaults where the ligiit of day Iiad never 
shone, past hideous doors of daric clens and cages, dov/n caverm 
ous flights of steps, and again up steep rugged ascents of stone 
and brick, more like dry waterfalis than staircases, Defarge, 
the turnkey, and Jacques Three, Hnked hand and arm, went 
with all the speed they could make. Here and there, espe* 
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cially at first, the inundation started on theni and swept by; 
but when they hacrdo e"7rescending, and were winding and 
ciimbing up a tower, they were aione- Hemmed iii liere by 
the massive thickness of walis and arches, the storm v/itiiin 
the fortress and without was oniy audible to them in a dull, 
subdued way, as if the noise out of wiiich they had come had 
almost destroyed their sense of heaiing. 

The turnkey stopped at a iow door, put a key in a ciashing 
iocic, swung the door siowiy open, and said, as they ail bent 
their heads and passed in: 

"One iiundred and five, North Tower!" 
There was a smail, heavily-grated, unglazed window higii 

in the wail, with a stone scree]i before it, so that the sky 
couid be oniy seen by stooping iow and looking up. Tliere 
was a smali chimney, heavily barred across, a few feet within. 
There was a Iieap of old feathery wood-ashes oii the hearth. 
There was a stool, and '':able, and a straw bed. There were 
the four biacicened walls, and a rusted iron ring in one of 
them. 

"Pass that torch siowly aîong tiiese wails, that I may see 
them," saicl Defarge to tlie turnkejr. 

The man obeyed, and Defarge foiiowed the light closeiy 
witii liis eŷ eSo 

" Stop ! — Look here, Jacques l" 
"A. M. !'̂  croakeci Jaccjues Three, as he read greedily. 
"Aiexandre Manette,^ said Defarge in his ear, foiiowing 

tiie ietters with his §^jt forefinger, deepiy engrained with 
gunpow^der. ' 'And iêrénie wrote *a poor piiysician.' And 
ît was he, without doubt, who scratciied a caiendar on tliis 
stone. Wiiat is that in your liand? A crowbar? Give it 
m e ! " 

He had stiii the Hnstock of iiis gun in his own hand. He 
made a sudden exchange of tlie two instruments, and turn-
ing on the worm-eaten stool and tabie, beat them to pieces 
in a few blow^s. 

"Hoid the light higher!" he said, wrathfuily, to the turn-
key, "Look among those fragments with care, Jac^ue^^ 
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And see! Here is my knife," throwing it to him : "rip open 
that bed, and search the straw. Hoid tbe îight higher, you ! '̂  

With a menacing ioolc at tlie turnkey he crawied upon the 
hearth, and, peering up the chimney, struck and prised at 
its sides witii the crowbar, and worked at the iron grating 
across it, In a few minutes, some mortar and dust came 
dropping down, v/hich he averted his face to avoid; and in 
it, and in the oici wood-aslies, and in a crevice in tlie chimney 
into whicii his weapon had siipped or wrouglit itself, iie groped 
with a cautious touch. 

" Nothing in the wood, and nothing in the straw, Jacques ? " 
"Nothing." 
'^Let us coliect them together, iii tlie raiddle of the cell. 

So ! Light thera, you ! '̂  
The turnkey fired the littie pile, which biazed higli and hot. 

Stooping again to come out at the low-arched door, they ieft 
it burning, and retraced their way to the courtyard; seeming 
to recover their seiise of hearing as they came down, until 
they were in the raging flood once more. 

They found it surging and tossing, in quest of Defarge him-
self. Saint Antoine was clamorous to have its wine-shop 
keeper foremost in tiie guard upon the governor who had 
defended the Bastilie and shot tiie peopie. Otherwise, the 
governor wouid not be marched to the Hôtel de Vilie for 
judgment. Otherwise, the governor would escape, aiid the 
people's blood (sudclenly of some value, after many years of 
worthîessness) be unavenged. 

In the howiiiig universe of passion and contention that 
seemed to encompass this grim oid officer conspicuous in liis 
grey coat and red decoration, there was but one quite steady^ 
figure, and that was a woman's. "See, there is my hus-
band!" she cried, pointing him out. "See Defarge!" She 
stood immovable close to the grim old officer, and remained 
immovable ciose to him; remained imraovable close to hiro 
through tlie streets, as Defarge and the rest bore him along; 
reraained iraraovabie ciosc to hira when he was got near hia 
destination, and began to be struck at, from behind; re« 
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maiiied îmmovable close to him wîien the iong-gatherlng raîn 
of stabs and biows feii heavy; was so ciose to him when he 
dropped dead under it, that, sucideniy animated, she out 
her foot upon his neclc, and v/ith Iier cruel knife — long 
ready — hê .~eci oiî liis liead. 

The hc :̂*/ v/as come, when Saint Antoine was to execute 
his iiorrible idea of iioisting up men for iamps to show^ what 
lie could be aiicl do, Saint Antoine's biood was up, and the 
blood of ty^ranny and domination by tiie iron hand was down 
— clown on tiie steps of the Hôtei cle \̂̂ iile v/liere tiie gov-
ernor's bodv lay — down en the sole of ehe shoe of Madame 

V.' i ' 

Defarge v/liere slie hacl trodclen on tiie ODd.y xo steady it for 
mutilatio?!. "Lower tlie iamp y^oncler!" cried Saint An-
toine, ?;:y3x̂  glaring round for a new means oí death; "here 
is one of his soldiers to be left on guard!'^ The swinging 
sentinel was posted, ancl the sea ruslied on. 

The sea of iDÍack and íiireatening v/aters, and of destructive 
upiieaving of wave against wave, v/hose depths were yet un-
fatiiomed and v/hose forces were y êt unicnown. The remorse-
less sea of turbuientiy^ sw^aying sbapes, voices of vengeance, 
and faces iiardened in the furnaces of suffering untii tiie toucii 
of pity couid nialce no mark on them. 

But, in tlie ocean of faces where e^s'ery fierce and furious 
expression was iii vivid life, tliere were two groups of faces 
•— each seven in number — so fixecii}'̂  contrasting v/ith the 
res"*:, that iiever did sea roii whicli bore more memorabie 
wrecks witii it- Seven faces of prisoners, suddenly released 
by the storm tliat had burst tîieir tomb, were carried higli 
overlieai ' a.î sca.'ed, all lost, aii wondering and amazed, as 
if the LasG iJay were come, and those wlio rejoiced arouncî 
them were lost spirits. Other seveii faces there were, car-
riecl Iiigiier, seveii dead faces, wiiose drooping eyelids anc' 
half-seen e^es awaited the Last Day. Impassive faces, yet 
with a suspended — not an abolished — expression on tiiem: 
faces, rather, in a fearfui pause, as having yet to raise the 
dropped lids of the eyes, and bear v itness witb tlie bioodiess 
HpS, "T-HOU D .DST I T ! " 
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Seven prisoners reieased, seven gory heads on pikes, the 
keys of the accursed fortress of the eignt strong towers, some 
discovered letters and other memoriais of prisoners of old 
time, long dead of broicen hearts, — such, and such-Iike, the 
oudly echoing footsteps of Saint Antoine escort through the 

Paris streets in mid-JuIy^, one thousand seven hundred and 
eighty-nine. Now, Heaven defeat the fancy of Liicie Dar-
nay, and keep these feet far out of her life! For, they are 
headlong, rnad, and dangerous; and in the years so long 
after the breaking of the cask at Defarge's wine-shop door, 
they are not easily purifiecl when once stained red. 

CHAPTER X X I I 

THE SEA STILL RISES 

HAGGARD Saint Antoine had had only one exuîtant week, 
în which to soften his m o d ^ m of hard and bitter bread to 
such extent as he could, with the relish of fraternal embraces 
and congratuiations, when Madame Defarge sat at her coun-
ter, as usual, presiding over the customers. Madame De-
farge wore no rose iii her head, for the great brotlierhood of 
Spies had become, even in one short week, extremely chary 
of trusting themselves to the saint's raercies. The lamps 
across his streets had a portenjtouRlv elastic swing with thera. 

Madame Defarge, with her armsToIded, sat in the morning 
light and heat, contemplating the wine-shop and the street. 
In both, there were several knots of loungers, squalid and 
miserable, but now with a manifest sense of power enthroned 
on their distress. The raggedest nightcap, awry on the 
wretchedest head, had this crooked significance in i t : " I 
icnow how hard it has grown for me, the wearer of this, to 
support life in myself; but do you know how easy it has 
grown for me, the wearer of this, to destroy Hfe in y o u ? " 
Every lean bare arm, that had been without work before, 
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had this work always ready for it now, that it cou d strike 
The fingers of the knitting wonien were vicious, with the ex-
perîence that they could tear, There was a change in the 
appearance of Saint Antoine; the image had been hammer-
ing into this for hundreds of years, and the last finishing; 
blows had told mightily on the expression. 

Madamc; Defarge sat observing it, witii such suppressed^ 
ipprovai as was to be desired in tlie leader of the Saint An-
toine wo:meii. One of iier sisterhood knitted beside her. 
The rjiior:, rather plump wife of a star/ed grocer, and the-
mother of two children withai, this iieutenant had aiready 
earned ti.ie complimentary name of Tiie Vengeance. 

'̂ Haric ! " said Tiie Vengeance. '' Listen, tiien ! Who' 
comes ? '̂  

As if a train of powder iaid from the outermost bound vî 
3aint Antoine Quarter to the wine-siiop door, had lieen sud~-
deniy fired, a fast-spreaciing murmur caiiie rushing aiong. 

**It is Defarge," said madame. "Siience, pa t i io ts !" 
Defarge came in breathless^ puiied oft' a red cap he wore., 

and looiced around him! '̂  Listen, everywhere í" said; 
madame again, *'Listen to h im!" Defarge stood, pant-
îng, against a background of eager ey ês and open mouths, 
fornieci outside the door; ali those within the wine-shop haiJ 
sprung to their feet. 

"Say then, my husband. What is i t ? " 
" Nev/s from the other wor d ! " 
"How, t h e n ? " cried madame, contemptuously. "The 

other woi id?" 
"Does everybody here recall o d Foulon,^ who told the 

famíshed peopie tîiat they might eat grass, and who died, 
and went to HeU?" 

"Everybody!" frora al throats. 
"The news is of him. He is among nsV^ 
"Among u s ! " frora the universal throat again. "And' 

dP.ad?" 
"'̂  ?íot dead î He feared us so much — and with reason — 

éiiat he caused hîmself to be represented as dead, and had 2^ 
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grani mock-funeral. But they have found him alive, hiding 
in the country, and have brought him in. I have seen him 
but now, on his way to the Hôtel de ViIIe, a prisoner. I have 
said that he had reason to fear us. Say all! Had he reason ? " 

Wretched old sinner of more than threescore years and ten, 
:f he had never known it yet, he would have known it in his 
heart of hearts if he could have heard the answering cry. 

A moment of profound silence foilowed. Defarge and his 
wife looked steadfastly at one another. The Vengeance 
stooped, and the jar of a drum was heard as she moved it 
at her feet behind the counter. 

"Patr iots!" said Defarge, in a determined voice, "are we 
ready?" 

Instantly Madame Defarge^s knife was în her girdle; the 
drum was beating in the streets, as if it and a drummer had 
flown together by magic; and The Vengeance, uttering ter-
rific shrieks, and fíinging her arms about her head like all the 
forty Furies at once, was tearing from house to house, rousing 
the woraen. 

The raen were terrible, in the bloody-minded anger with 
which they looked from windows, caught up what arms they 
had, and carae pouring down into the streets; but, the 
woraen were a sight to chill the boldest. Frora such household 
occupations as their bare poverty yielded, frora their children 
frora their aged and their sick crouching on the bare ground 
faraished and naked, they ran out with streaming hair, urging 
one another, and themselves, to madness with the wildest 
cries and actions. ViIIain Foulon taken, my sister! Old 
Foulon taken, my mother! Miscreant Foulon taken, my 
daughter \ Then, a score of others ran into the raidst of these, 
beating their breasts, tearing their hair, and screaraing, 
Foulon alive! Foulon who told the starving people the^' 
might eat grass! Foulon who told my old father that hp 
might eat grass, when I had no bread to give him! Foulor 
who told my baby it might suck grass, when these breasts 
were dry wíth want! O mother of God, this Foulon! O 
Heaven, our sufferingî Hear me, my dead baby and my 
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withered îacrier: í swear on my knees, on these stones^ to 
avenge you on Foulon! Husbands, and brothers, and young 
men, Give us the blood of Fou on, Give us the head of FOUÎODJ 
Give us the heart of Fouion, Give us the body and soui oí 
Foulon, Rend Foulon to pieces, and dig him into the ground 
that grass may grow frora hira! With these cries, n.umbe s 
of the women, iashed into blind frenzy, whiiied about, striking 
and tearing at their own friends until they dropped into a 
passionate swoon, and were only saved by the mer; belonging 
to them from being trampied under foot-

Nevertheless, not a moment was lost; not a moment t 
This Fouion was at the Hôtel de Vilie, and might be loosed. 
Never, if Saint Antoine lcnew his own sufferingS;, insults; and 
wrongs! Armed men and women flocked out of tbe Quarter 
so fast, and drew even these iast dregs after them with such 
a force of suctioUj that within a quarter of an hour there was 
not a human creature in Saint Ariroine's bosoro but a few 
old crones and the wailing chiidren 

No. They were ali by that time choking tlie HaU of Ex-
amination where this old man, ugly and wickedj was, and 
overflowing into the adjacent open space and streets. The 
Defarges, husband and wife^ The Vengeance, and Jacques 
Three, were in tlie first press, and at no great distance from 
him in the Hall. 

" S e e ! " cried madame, pointing with her knife. '^See 
the old villain bound with ropes. That was well dorxe to 
tie a bunch of grass upon his back. Ha, ha ! That was we i. 
done. Let him eat it n o w î " Madarae put her kniíe ULde ^ 
her arm, and clapped her hands as at a play. 

The people iramediately behind Madame Dcía ge, ex-
plaining the cause of her satisfaction to those beh:nd tbem; 
and those again explaining to others, and those to others, the 
neighbouring streets resounded with the clapping of hands 
Similarly, during two or three hours of drawl, and the win-
nowing of many bushels of words, Madame Defarge's íre-
quent expressions of impatience were taken up, with mar 
veUous quickness, a t a distance: the more readily, because 
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eertain men who had by some wonderful exercise of ̂ agUity 
cHmbed up the external architecture to look in fromtne 
windows, knew Madame Defarge well, and acted as a teîegraph 
between her and the crowd outside the building. 

At length the sun rose so high that it struck a kindly ray 
as of hope or protection, directly down upon the old pris-
oner's headc The favour was too much to bear: in an instant 
•the barnei of dust and chaff that had stood surprisingly long, 
went to the winds, and Saint Antoine had got him \ 

It was known directly, to the furthest confines of the crowd. 
Defar|r,& had but sprung over a raiHng and a table, and folded 
the miserable wretcli in a deadly erabrace — Madame Defarge 
had but foilowed and turned her hand in one of the ropes 
with which he was tied — The Vengearce and Jacques Three 
were not yet up with them, and the raen at the windows had 
not yet swooped into the Hall, Hke birds of prey from their 
high perclies — when the cry seeraed to go up, alî over the 
city, "Bring him oufc! Bring him to the lamp!" 

Down, and up, and head foremost on the steps of the build-
ing; now, on his knees; now, on his feet; now, on his back; 
dragged, and struck at, and stifled by the bunches of grass and 
straw that were thrust into his face by hundreds of hands; 
torn, bruised, panting, bleeding, yet always entreating arid 
beseeching for mercy; now full of veliement agony of action, 
with a sraall clear space about hira as the people drew one 
another back that they raight see; now, a log of dead wood 
drawn through a forest of legs; he was hauled to the nearest 
street correr where one of the fatal laraps swung, and there 
Madame Deíarge et him go —• as a cat might have done to 
a mouse — ar?.d silently and composedly looked at him while 
they made ready, and whiîe he besought her: the women 
passionaten/ screeching at him ail the timC; and the men 
sternly ealling out to have him killed with grass in his raouthc 
Oncep he went aloft, and the rope broke, and they caught 
him shrieking; twice, he went aloft, and the rope broke, and 
they caught him shrieking; then, the rope was mercifui, and 
held him, and his head was soon upon a pike, with grass 
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enough in the mouth for a i Sa'nt Antoine to dance al tísfc 
sight of. 

Nor was this the end of the day's bad work, for Saint 
Antoine so shouted and danced his angry blood up, that it 
boiled again, on hearing, when the day closed in that the 
son-in-law of the despatcned, another of the people's enemies 
and insuiters, was coming into Paris under a guard five 
îmndred strong, in cavairy alone. Saint Antoine wrote his-
erimes on flaring sheets of paper, seized him — would have 
fcorn him out of the breast of an army to bear Foulon com-
pany — set his head and heart on pikes, and carried the tiiree 
spoils of tlie day, in Woif-procession through the streets. 

Not before dark night did tiie men and women come back 
to the chiidren, wailing and breadless. Thenj the miserable 
oakers^ shops were beset by long fiies of them, patiently 
waiting to buy bad bread; and wiiiie they waited with 
stomachs faint and empty, they beguiied the tirae by era* 
bracing one another on the triumphs of the day, and achieving 
them again in gossip. Gradually, these strings of ragged 
people shortened and frayed away; an^ then poor Hghts began 
to shine in high windows, and siender fires were made in the 
Htreets, at wliich neighbours cooked in common, afterwards 
upping at their doors. 

Scanty and insufficient suppers those, and innocent of meat, 
^s of most other sauce to wretched bread. Yet, human 
^eUowship infused some nourishment into the flinty viands. 
íínd struck some sparks of cheerfulness out of them, Fathers 
and raothers whc had had their full share in the worst of the 
day, played gently with their raea'gre children; and lovers, 
with such a world around them" ãnd' before them, loved and 
hoped. 

I t was almost morning, when Defarge's wine-shop parted 
with its last knot of customers, and Monsieur Defarge said to 
madame his wife, in husky tones, while fastenúng the door 

" At îast it is come, my dear !" 
" E h weUî*' returned madame. '̂ ^A most." 
Saint Antoine slept, the Defarges slept: even The Ven-
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geance slept wîth her starved grocer, and the drum was at 
rest. The drum's was the only voice in Saint Antoine that 
blood and hurry had not changed. The Vengeance, as 
custodian of the drum, could have wakened him up and had 
the same speech out of him as before the BastiIIe fellj, or old 
Foulon was seized; not so with the hoarse tones of the men 
and women in Saínt Antoine's bosom. 

CHAPTER X X i n 

FIRE R SES 

THERE was a change cn the viUage where the fountain fell̂  
and where the mender of roads went forth daily to hammer 
out of the stones on the highway such morseîs of bread as 
might serve for patches to hold his poor ignorant soul and his 
poor reduced body together. The prison on the crag was not 
so dominant as of yore; there were soldiers to guard it, but 
not many; there were officers to guard the soldiers, but not 
one of them knew what his men would do — beyond this; 
that ît would probably not be what he was ordered. 

Far and wide lay a ruined country, yjclding nothing but 
desolation. Every green leaf, every blade of grass and blade 
of grain, was as shrivelled and poor as the miserable peopie. 
Everything was bowed down, dejected, oppressed, and 
broken. Habitations, fences, domesticated animals, men 
women, childrenj and the soil that bore them — all worn out 

Monseigneur (often a most worthy individual gentleman) 
was a national blessing, gave a chivalrous tone to things, was 
a polite exaraple of luxurious and shining life, and a great deal 
more to equal purpose; nevertheless, Monseigneur as a clasa 
had, somehow or other, brought things to this. Strange 
that Creation, designed expressly for Monseigneur, should 
be so soon wrung dry and squeezed out! There must be 
soraething short-sighted in the eternal arrangements, surely • 



242 A TALE OF TWO CITIES 

Thus it was, however; and the last drop of biood Iiaving been 
extracted from the flints, and the last screw^ of the rack having 
been turned so often that its purchase crumbled, and it now 
turned and turned with nothing to bite, Monseigneur began to 
run away from a phenomenon so low anci unaccountable. 

But, this was not tiie change on the viliage, and on many a 
village like it. For scores of years gone by, Monseigneur liad 
squeezed it and wrung it, and had seldom graced it with his 
presence except for the pieasures of the chase — now, found 
in hunting tiie people; now, found in hunting the beasts, for 
wiiose preservation Monseigneur made e^difying spaces of 
barbarous and barren wilderness. No. The change con-
sisted in the appearance of strange faces of low caste, rather 
than in the disappearance of the iiigh caste, chiseiied, and 
otherwise beautified and beautifying features of Monsei-
gneur. 

For, in these times, as the mender of roads worked, solitary, 
in the dust, not often troubhng himseif to reflect that dust he 
was and to dust he must return, being for the most part too 
rauch occupied in thinking how iittie he had for supper and 
iiow much more he would eat if he had it — in these tiraes, as 
he raised his eyes from his lonely iabour, and viewed the pros-
pect, he would see some rough figure approaching on foot, 
the like of wiiich was once a rarity in those parts, but was now 
a frequent presence. As it advanced, the mender of roads 
wouid discern without surprise, that it was a shaggy-haired 
man, of airaost barbarian aspect, tall, in wooden slioes that 
were ciurasy even to the eyes of a raender of roads, grim, 
''ough, sw^a t̂, steeped in the mud and dust of many highways, 
dank with the marshy raoisture of raany low grounds, 
sprinkled with the thorns and leaves and moss of maiiy 
byways through woods. 

Such a man came upon him, like a ghost, at noon in the 
Juiy weather, as he sat on his heap of stones under a bank, 
taking such shelter as he could get from a shower of hail. 

The man looked at him, looked at the village in the hollow, 
at the mill, and at t^(^ prison on the crag. When he had 
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identified these objects in what benighted mind he had, he 
said, in a dialect that was just intelligible: 

' 'How goes it, Jacques?" 
"AU weil, Jacques." 
" T o u c h t h e n ! " 
They joined hands, and the man sat down on the heap of 

stones. 
"No dinner?" 
" Nothing but supper now," said the mender of roads, with 

ri hungry face. 
" I t is the fashion," growled the man. " I meet no dinner 

anywhere." 
He toolc out a blackened pipe, fiiled it, lighted it with flint 

and steel, puiled at it until it was in a bright glow: then, 
suddenly held it frora hira and dropped soraething into it 
frora between his finger and thurab, that blazed and went 
out in a puff of sraoke. 

*'Touch then." I t was the turn of the raender of roads 
to say it this tirae, after observing these operations. They 
again joined hands. 

*'To-night?" said the raender of roads. 
"To-night," said the raan, putting the pipe în his 

mouth. 
" W h e r e ? " 
"Here ." 
He and the raender of roads sat on the heap of stones look-

-iig silently at one another, with the hail driving in between 
them like a pigray charge of bayonets, until the sky began 
to ciear over the village. 

"Show rae!" said the traveller then, movîng to the brow 
of the hiil. 

" S e e ! " returned the mender of roads, with extended 
finger. " You go down here, and straight through the street, 
and past the fountain " 

"To the Devil with all t h a t ! " interrupted the other, rolling 
hîs eye over the landscape. " / go through no streets and past 
no fountains. Well?'* 
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" Well! About two leagues beyond the summît of that hîD 
above the viiiage." 

"Good, When do you cease to work?" 
*'At sunset.'^ 
"Wiil you wake me, before departing? I have waiked 

two nights without resting. Let me finish niy pipe, and I 
shail sieep iike a child. Wiii you wake m e ? " 

^'Surely." 
The wayfarer sraoked his pipe out, put it in Iiis breast, 

sHpped off iiis great wooden shoes, and lay down on his baclc 
on the heap of stones. He was fast asieep directly. 

As the road-mender piied his dusty labour; and the hail-
clouds, roiiing away, reveaied bright Í3ars and streaks of sky 
which were responded to by siiver gieams upon the land-
scape, the littie man (wiio wore a red cap now, in piace of his 
blue one) seemed fascinated by the figure on the heap of 
stones. His eyes were so often turned towarcis it, that he 
used his tools raechanicaiiy, and, one would iiave said, to 
very poor account. The bronze face, the shaggy biaclc hair 
and beard, the coarse wooiien red cap, the rough medley dress 
of home-spun^stuff and hairy skins of beasts, the powerful 
frarae attenimted by spare living, and the suilen and des-
perate corapression of the iips in sleep, inspired the mender 
of roads with awe. The traveller had traveiied far, and his 
feet were footsore, and his ankies ciiafed and bieeding; his 
great shoes, stuffed with ieaves and grass, had been heavyto 
drag over the raany long leagues, and his ciothes were chafed 
into holes, as he hiraseif was into sores. Stooping down be-
side hira,. the road-raender tried to get a peep at secret 
weapons in his breast or where not; but, in vain, for lie siept 
with his arms crossed upon him, and set as resoiutely as his 
lips. Fortified towns with their stockades, guard-houses, 
gates, trenches, and drawbridges, seemed to tiie mender of 
roads, to be so much air as against this figure. And when 
he lifted his eyes from it to tiie horizon and looked around, 
he saw in his small fancy simiiar figures, stopped by no 
obstacle, tending to centres all over France. 
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The man slept on, indifferent to showers of haîl and înter-
vals of brightness, to sunshine on his face and shadow, to 
the pattering lumps of dull ice on his body and the diamonds 
into which the sun changed thera, until the sun was low in the 
west, and the sky was glowing. Then, the raender of roads 
having got his tools together and all things ready to go down 
into the village, roused hira. 

"Good!" said the sleeper, rising on his elbow. "Two 
leagues beyond the summit of the hiU?" 

"About ." 
"About. Good!" 
The raender of roads went horae, with the dust goîng on 

before hira according to the set of the wind, and was soon at 
the fountain, squeezing hiraself in araong the lean kine brought 
there to drink, and appearing even to whisper to thera in his 
whispering to all the village. When the village had taken its 
poor supper, it did not creep to bed, as it usually did, but 
carae /out of doors again, and reraained there. A curious 
conDágjûii of whispering was upon it, and also, when it 
gathered together at the fountain in the dark, another curious 
contagion of looking expectantly at the sky in one direction 
only. Monsieur Gabelle, chief functionary of the place, 
becarae uneasy; went out on his house-top alone, and looked 
in that direction too; gianced down from behind his chim*-
neys at the darkening faces by the fountain below, and sent 
word to the sacrMan who kept the keys of the church, that 
there might b^ehieed to ring the tocsin by-and-bye. 

The night deepened. The trees environing the old château, 
keeping its solitary state apart, moved in a rising wind, as 
though they threatened the pile of building massive and dark 
in the gloora. Up the two terrace flights of steps the rain ran 
wildly, and beat at the great door, like a swift messenger 
rousing those within; uneasy rushes of wind went through the 
hall, among the old spears and knives, and passed laraenting 
up the stairs, and shook the curtains of the bed where the last 
Marquis had slept. East, West, North, and South, through 
the woods, four heavy-treading, unkempt figures crushed the 
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high grass and cracked the branches, striding on cautiouslj 
to come togethe^ in the courtyard. Four lights broke out 
there, and moved away in different directions, and all was 
black again. 

But, not for long, Presentiy, the cbâteau began to make 
itseif strangely vÍGÍble by some ligbt of its own, as though it 
were growing luminous. Tlien, a flickering streak piayed 
behind the architecture of the front, picking outtransparent 
places, and showing where baiustrades, arches, and windows 
were. Then it soared higiier, and grew broader aiid brighter. 
Soon, from a score of the gre^t windows, flames burst fortli, 
and the stone faces awaicened, starecl out of fire. 

A faint murmur arose about the house from the few people 
who were left there, and there was a sacidhng of a horse and 
riding aw^ay. There was spurring and spiashing through the 
darkness, and bridie was drawn in the space by the village 
fountain, and the horse in a foam stood at Monsieur Gabelle's . 
door. " Help, Gabeile! Help, every one !" The iûp^ni^ 
rang impatiently, but other help (if that were any) tliere was 
none. The mender of roads, and two Iiundred and fifty par-
ticular friends, stood with foided arms at the fountain, looking 
at the piliar of fire in the sky. ^^lt must be forty feet high," 
said they, grimiy; and never moved. 

The rider from the château, and the horse in a foam, 
clattered away through the viliage, and galloped up the stony 
steep, to the prison on the crag. At the gate, a group o 
officers were looking at tlie fire; removed from them, a group 
of soldiers. "Heip, gentleraen-officers! The château is or 
fire; valuable objects may be saved from the flaraes by tiraely 
aid! Help, he lp!" The officers looked towards the soldiers 
who looked at the fire; gave no orders; and answered, with 
shrugs and biting of lips, " I t must burn." 

As the rider rattled down the hill again and through the 
street, the village was illuminating. The mender of roads, 
and the two hundred and fifty part icukr friends, inspired 
as one raan and woraan by the idea of Hglating up, had darted 
into their houses, and were putting candlec in every dulj 
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Httle pane of glass. The general scarcity of everything, 
occasioned candles to be borrowed in a rather peremp̂ Eff̂ ^̂  
manner of Monsieur Gabelle; and in a raoraent of eluctance 
and hesitation on that ífunctionary's part, the raender of 
roads, once so subrnissive to authority, had remarked that 
carriages were good tojraake bonfires with, and that post-
horses would roast. ! 

The château was left to itself to flarae and burr_. In the 
roaring and raging of the Qonflagration, a red-hot wind, 
driving straight from the infernal regions, seeraed to be blow-
ing the edific^way. With the rising and falling of the blaze, 
the stohê"laces showed as if they were in torraent. When 
great raasses of stone and timber fell, the face with the two 
dints in the nose became obscured :(anoi^struggIed out of the 
smoke again, as if it v/ere the face of the cruel Marquis, burn-
ing at the stake and contending with the fire. 

The château burned; the nearest trees, laid hold of by the 
fire. scorched and s^rivelled; trees at a distance, fired by the 
four fierce figures,(begirt)the blazing edifice with a new forest 
of smoke. Molten lead and iron boiled in the raarble basin 
of the fountain; the water ran dry; the extinguisher tops of 
the towers vanished lilce ice before the heat, and trickled 
down into four rugged wells of flame. Great rents and splits 
branched out in the solid walls, like crystallisation; stupe-
fied birds wheeled about and dropped into the furnace; four 
fierce figures trudged away, East, West, North, and South, 
along the night-enshrouded roads, guided by the beacon 
they had Hghted, towards their next destination. The 
illurainated viilage had seized hold of the tocsin, and, abol-
ishing the lawful ringer, rang for joy. 

Not only that; but the viliage, light-headed with faraine, 
fire, and bell-ringing, and betliinking itself that Monsieur 
Gabelle had to do with the coilection of rent and taxes — 
though it was but a sraall instairaent of taxes, and no rent at 
all, that Gabelle had got in those latter days — became im-
patient for an interview with hira, and, surrounding his house, 
suramoned him to come fortli for personal conference. 



248 A TALE OF TWO CITIES 

Whereupon, Monsîeur Gabelle dîd heavily bar his door, and 
retire to hold counsel with himseif. The result of that con-
ference was, that Gabeile again withdrew himself to his house-
top behind his stack of chimneys; this time resolved, if his 
door were broken in (he was a smail Southern man of retalia-
tive temperaraent), to pitch himself head foremost over the 

( p a r å p ^ and crusii a man or two below. 
Probabiy, Monsieur Gabelie passed a long night up there, 

with the distant cbâteau for fire and candle, and the beating 
at his door, corabined with the joy-ringing, for music; not 
to raention his having an ill-oraened lamp sluiig across the 
road before his posting-house gate, which the viilage showed 
a Hvely inclination to displace in his favour. A trying sus-
pense, to be passing a whole summer night on the brink of 
the black ocean, ready to take that plunge into it upon which 
Monsieur Gabelle had resolved! But, the friendly dawn ap-
pearing at last, and the rush-candies of the village guttering 
out, the people happily dispersed, and Monsieur Gabelle 
came down bringing his life with him for that while. 

Whthin a hundred miles, and in the light of other fires, 
there were other functionaries less fortunate, that »ight and 
other nights, whom the rising sun found hanging across once-
peaceful streets, where they had been born and bred; also, 
there were other viliagers and townspeople less fortunate 
than the raender of roads and his fellows, upon whora the 
functionaries and soldiery turned with success, and whora they 
strung up in their turn. But, the fierce figur©» were steadiiy 
wending East, West, North, and South, be that as it would; 
and whosoever hung, fire burned. Tbe aititude of the gallows 
that v/ould turn to water and quench it, no functionary, 
by any stretch of mathematics, was able to calculate success-
tuUy. 
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CHAPTER XXIV 

DRAWN TO THE LOADSTONE ROCK^ 

I N such rîsings of fire and risings of sea — the firm earth 
shaken by the rushes of an angry ocean which had now no ebb, 
but was always on the flow, higher and higher, to the terror 
and wonder of the beholders on the shore — three years of 
tempest were consumed. Three more birthdays of little 
Lucie had been woven by the golden thread into the peaceful 
tissue of the life of her horae. 

Many a night and raany a day had its inraates listened to the 
echoes in the corner, with hearts that failed them when they 
heard the thronging feet. For, the footsteps had become to 
their minds as the footsteps of a people, tumultuous under a 
red flag and with their country declared in danger, changed 
into wild beasts, by terrible enchantment long persisted in. 

Monseigneur, as a ciass, had dissociated himself from the 
phenomenon of his not being appreciated: of his being so 
little wanted in France, as to incur considerable danger of 
receiving his disraissal from it, and this life together. Like 
the fabled rustic who raised the Devil with infinite pains, and 
was so terrified at the sight of him that he could aslc the 
Enemy no question, but imraediately fled; so, Monseigneur, 
after boldly reading the Lord's Prayer backwards for a great 
number of years, and perforraing raany other potent spells 
for corapeUing the Evil One, no sooner beheld him in his 
terrors than he took to his noble heels. 

The shining Buli's Eye of the Court was gone, or it would 
have been the mark for a hurricane of national bullets. It 
had never been a good eye to see with — had long had the 
raote in it of Lucifer's pride, Sardanapalus's luxury, and a 
mole^s blindness — but it had dropped out and was gone. 
The Court, frora that exclusive inner circle to its outerraost 
rotten ring of intrigue, corruption, and di^miilarion, was 
all gone together. Royalty was gone; had been besieged in 
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its Palace and "suspended," when the last tidîngs carae 
over.^ 

The August of the year one thousand seven hundred and 
ninety-two was corae, and Monseigneur was by this tirae scat* 
tered far and wide. 

As was natural, the head-quarters and great gathering-
piace of Monseigneur, in London, was Telison's Bank. Spirits 
are supposed to haunt the piaces where tbeir bodies raost 
resorted, and Monseigneur without a guinea haunted the 
spot where his guineas used to be. Moreover, it was the spot 
to which such French intelligence as was most to be relied 
upon, came quickest. Again: Telison's was a rnunifí.cent 
house, and extended great liberality to old customers who i ad 
falien frora tbeir high estate. Again : tliose nobles who had 
seen the coming storra in tirae, and anticipating plunder or 
confiscatiqn, had raade provident remittances to Tellson's^ 
wefe'always to be heard of there by their needy brethren, 
To which it must be added that every new-comer from France 
reported hiraself and his tidings at TeUson's, airaost as a 
raatter of course, For such variety of reasons, Teiison^s 
was at that time, as to French inteiligence, a kind of High 
Exchange; and this was so weil known to the pubiic, and the 
inquiries made there were in consequence so numerous, that 
Tellson's sometimes wrote tbe iatest news out in a line or so 
and posted it in the Bank windows, for all who ran through 
Terapie Bar to read. 

On a steaming, misty afternoon, Mr. Loriy sat at his desk, 
and Charies Darnaj'' stood ieaning on it, taiking with him in 
a low voice. The penitential den once set apart for inter-
views with the House, was now the news-Exchange, and 
was fiiled to overflowiiig. It was wi^hin haif an hour or so of 
the time of closing. 

"But , although you are the youngcr^r man that ever lived," 
eaid Charies Darnay, rather hesitating I must still suggest 
to you " 

" I understand. That I ara too o ld?" said Mr. Lorry. 
"Unsettled weather, a long journey, uncertain means of 
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travelling, a dîsorganised country, a city that raay not be even 
safe for you." 

"My dear Charles," said Mr. Lorry, wîth cheerful con-
fidence, "you touch sorae of the reasons for ray going: not 
for my staying away. It is safe enough for me; nobody 
will care to interfere with an old fellow of hard upon four-
score when there are so many people there much better worth 
interfering with. As to its being a disorganised city, if it 
were not a disorganised city there would be no occasion to 
send soraebody frora our House here to our House there, who 
knows the city and the business, of old, and is in Tellson's 
confidence. As to the uncertain travelling, the long journey, 
and the winter weather, if I were not prepared to subrait 
myself to a few meonveniences for the sake of TeUson's, after 
all these years, who ought to be?'^ 

" I wishí I were going rayself," said Charles Darnay, sorae-
what restlessly, and lilce one thinking aloud. 

"Indeed! You are a pretty feUow to object and advise !'* 
exclairaed Mr. Lorry. "You wish you were going yourself? 
And you a Frenchraan born? You are a wise counsellor." 

"My dear Mr. Lorry, it is because I ara a Fienchraan born, 
that the thought (which I did not raean to utter here, how-
ever) has passed through ray raind often. One cannot help 
thinking, having Iiad sorae syrapathy for the raiserable 
people, and having abandoned soraething to thera," he spolce 
liere in his forraer thoughtful raanner, " that one raight be 
listened to, and raight have the power to pcxsuade to sorae 
restraint. Only last night, after you had left us, when I 
was talking to Lucie " 

"When you were talkîng to Lucîe," Mr. Lorry repeated. 
" Yes. I wonder you are not asharaed to raention the naras 
of Lucie! Wishing you were going to France at this tírae of 
day!" 

"However, 1 ara not going," said Charles Darnay, with a 
sraUe. " I t is raore to the purpose that you say you are." 

"And I aro, în plain reahty. The truth îs, ray dear 
Charles,'' Mr Lorry glanced at the distant House, and 
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lowered his voîce, "you can have no conceptîon of the difl * 
cuity witii whicii our business is transacted, and of the peri/ 
în which our books and papers over yonder are involved. The 
Lord above knows what the corapromising consequences 
would be to nurabers of people, if some of our documenta 
were seized or destroyed; and tiiey niight be, at any tirae, 
you know, for who can say that Paris is not set afire to-day, 
or saciced to-raorrow! Now, a judicious seiection frora tiiese 
with the ieast possibie deiay, and tbe buiying of tbera, or 
otherwise getting of thera out of Iiarm's wa}^ is within the 
power (without loss of precious time) of scarceiy^ any one but 
rayseif, if any one. And shaii I hang bacic, when Teiison's 
knows this and savs tbis — Teilson's, wiiose bread I Iiave 
eaten these sixty years — because I am a iittie stiff about the 
joints? Why, I ara a boy, sir, to haif a dozen old codger^ 
here!" 

"How I adraire the gallantry of your youthful spirit, Mr. 
Lorry," 

" Tu t ! Nonsense, sîr! — And, ray dear Charles," said 
Mr< Lorry, glancing at the House agaiii, "you are to reraera-
ber, that getting things out of Paris at this present time, no 
raatter what things, is next to an irapossibiiity. Papers and 
precious raatters were this very day brought to us here (I 
speak in strict confidence; it is not business-Iilce to whisper 
it, even to you), by the strangest bearers you can iraagine, 
every one of whora had his head hanging on by a single hair as 
he passed the Barriers. At another time, our parcels would 
corae and go, as easily as in business-Iike Old England: but 
now, everytbing is stopped." 

"And do you really go to-night?" 
" I really go to-nigîit, for the case has become too pressing 

to adrait of delay." 
"And do you take no one with y o u ? " 
"AII sorts of peopie have been proposed to rae, but I will 

have nothing to say to any of thera. I intend to take Jerry. 
Jerry has been ray body-guard on Sunday nights for a long 
time past, and I am used to hira. Nobody will suspect 
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larry of beîng anything but an English bull-dog, or of having 
any design in his head but to fly at anybody wíio touches his 
master." 

" I raust say agaîn that I heartily adraire your gallantry 
and youthfulness." 

" I raust say again, nonsense, nonsense! When I have 
executed this little commission, I shall, perhaps, accept 
Tellson's proposal to retire and live at ray ease. Tirae 
enough, then, to think about growing old." 

This dialogue had taken place at Mr. Lorry's usual desk, 
with Monseigneur swarraing within a yard or two of it̂  
boastful of what he wouid do to avenge hiraself on the rascal<-
people before long. It was too rauch the way of Monseigneur 
under his reverses as a refugee, and it was rauch too rauch the 
way of native Britîsh orthodoxy, to talk of this terrible 
Revolution as if it were the oniy narvest ever known under 
the skies that had not been sown — as if nothing had ever 
been done, or oraitted to be done, that had led to it — as if 
observers of the wretched raillions in France, and of the 
misused and perverted resources that should have raade 
thera prosperous, had not seen it inevitably coraing, years 
before, and had not in plain words recorded what they saWw 
Such vapouring, corabined with the extravagant plots of 
Monseîgneur for the restoration of a state of things that had 
utterly exhausted itself, and worn out Heaven and earth ås 
well as itself, was hard to be endured without sorae reraon-
strance by any sane raan who knew the truth. And it was 
such vapouring all about his ears, like a troublesome confu-
sion of blood in his own head, added to a latent uneasiness in 
his mind, which had already made Charles Darnay restless^ 
and which stiil kept him so. 

Among the talkers, was Stryver, of the King^s Bench Bar, 
far on his way to state proraotion, and, therefore, loud on the 
therae: broaching to Monseigneur, his devices for blowing 
the people up and exterrainating them from the face of the 
earth, and doing without them: and for accompHshing many 
similar objects akin in their nature to the abolition of eagles 
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by sprinkHng sait on the tails of the race. Him, Darnay 
heard with a particular feeling of objection; and Darnay 
stood divided between going away that he might hear no more, 
and remaining to interpose his word, when the thing that was 
to be^ went on to shape itself out. 

The House approached Mr. Lorry, and laying a soiled and 
unopened ietter before him, asked if he had yet discovered 
any traces of the person to whom it was addressed? The 
House laid the letter down so ciose to Darnay that he saw the 
directicn — the more quickly because it was his own right 
name. The address, turned into English, ran : 

'Wery pressing. To Monsieur heretofore the Marquis St. 
Evréraonde, of France. Confided to the cares of Messrs. 
Tellson and Co., Bankers, London, Engiand." 

On the marriage morning, Doctor Manette had made it his 
one urgent and express request to Charies Darnay, that the 
secret of this name should be — uniess bC; the Doctor, dis-
solved the obligation — kept inviolate between them. 
Nobody eise lcnew it to be his name; his own wife had no sus-
picion of the fact; Mr. Lorry could have none. 

" N o , " said Mr. Lorry, in reply to the House; " I have 
referred it, I think, to everybody now here, and no one can 
tell me where this gentleman is to be found." 

The hands of the clock verging upon the hour of closing the 
Bank, there was a general set of the current of taiicers past 
iVIr. Lorry^s desko He held the letter out inquiringly; and 
Monseigneur looked at it, in the person of this plotting and 
indignant refugee; and Monseigneur iooked at it in the person 
of that plotting and indignant refugee; and This, That, and 
The Other, ail had something disparaging to say, in French oi 
in English, concerning the Mafquis wno was not to be found. 

"Nephew, I believe — but inany case degenerate successor 
— of the polished Marquis who was murdered," said one. 
"Happy to say, I never knew him." 

" A craven who abandoned his post," said another — thia 
Monseigneur had been got out of Paris, legs uppermost and 
half suffocated, in a load of hay — "some years ago/^ 
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^^lnfected with the new doctrines," said a third, eyeing the 
direction through his glass in passing; "set himself in oppo-
sition to the last Marquis, abandoned the estates when he 
inherited them, and left them to the ruffian herd. They 
will recompense him now, I hope, as he deserveSo^^ 

" H e y ? " cried the blatant Stryver. "Did he though? 
Is that the sort of fellow? Let us look at his infamous 
name. D—n the fellow!" 

Darnay, unable to restrain hiraself any longer, touched Mr. 
Stryver on the shoulder, and said: 

" I know the fellow." 
" Do you, by Jupiter ? " said Stryver. " I am sorry íor it.^' 
" W h y ? " 
"Why, Mr. Darnay? D'ye hear what he did? Don't ask, 

why, in these times." 
"But I do ask w h y ? " 
"Then I tell you again, Mr. Darnay, I am sorry for it. I 

am sorry to hear you putting any such extraordinary ques-
tions. Here is a fellow, who, infected by the most pestilent 
and biaspjiemous code of devilry that ever was known, aban-
donêdTus"propêrty to the vilest scum of the earth that ever 
did murder by wholesale, and you ask me why I am sorry 
that a man who instructs youth knows him? Well, but I'U 
answer you. I am sorry because I believe there is contami-
nation in such a scoundrel. That's why." 

Mindful of the secret, Darnay with great difficu^ t̂y checked 
himself, and said : " You may not understand the gentleman. '̂  

" I understand how to put you in a corner, Mr. Darnay," 
said BuIIy Stryver, "and I'il do it. If this fellow is a gentle-
man, I don^t understand hira. You may^ teil him so, with my 
corapliraents, You may aiso tell him, from me, that after 
abandoning his worldiy goods and position to this butcherly 
mob, I wonder he is not at the head of them. But, no, 
gentlemen," said Stryvei; looking all round, and snapping 
his fingers, " I know soraething of huraan nature, and I tell 
you that you^U never find a fellow like this fellow, trusting 
himself to the mercies of such precious protégés. No, gentle-
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men; lie^U always show ^em a ciean pair of heels very earlj 
in the scuffle, and sneak away." 

With those words, and a final snap of his fingers, Mr, 
Stryver shouidered himself into Fleet-street, amidst the 
general approbation of his hearers. Mr. Lorry and Charles 
Darnay were left alone at the desk, in the general departure 
frora the Bank. 

"WiII you take charge of the letter?^^ said Mr. Lorry, 
'" You .know where to deiiver it ? " 

" I do." 
" Wiil you undertake to explain, that we suppose it to have 

been addressed here, on the chance of our knowing where to 
forward it, and that it has beeii here some time ?" 

" I wiil do so. Do you start for Paris from here?" 
"From here, at eight.'^ 
" I wiil come back, to see you off." 
Very ill at ease with himself, and with Stryver and most 

other men, Darnay made the best of his way into the quiet 
of the Terapie, opened the letter, and read it. These were 
its contents: 

"Prison of the Abbaye,^ Paris-
"June 21, 1792. 

"MONSIEUR HERETOFORE THE M A R Q U I S . 

" After having long been in danger of my life at the hands of 
the village, I have been seized, with great violence and 
indignity, and brought a long journey on foot to Paris. On 
the road I have suffered a great deal. Nor is that all; my 
house has been destroyed — razed to the ground. 

"The crime for which I am imprisoned, Monsieur hereto-
fore the Marquis, and for which I shall be sumraoned before 
tlie tribunal, and shall lose my life (without your so generous 
help), is, they tell me, treaso^ against the majesty of the 
people, in that I have acted against them for an emigrant. 
I t is in vain I represent that I have acted for them, and not 
against, according to your coirimari4s I t is in vain I repre-
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sent that, before the sequestration of eraigrant property, I 
had remitted the imposTsTBey ad^ceased to pay; that I had 
collected no rent: that I had had recourse to no process. 
The only response is, that I have acted for an emigrant, and 
where is that eraigrant ? 

" Ah! most gracious Monsieur heretofore the Marquis, 
where is that emigrant ? I cry in my sieep where is he ? I 
demand of Heaven, will he not come to deiiver me? No 
answer. Ah Monsieur heretofore the Marquis, I send my 
desolate cry across the sea, hoping it may perhaps reach your 
ears through the great bank of Tilson known at Paris! 

"For the love of Heaven, of justice, of generosity, of the 
honour of your nobie name, I supplicate you, Monsieur here-
tofore the Marquis, to succour and release me. My fault is, 
that I have been true to you. Oh Monsieur heretofore the 
Marquis, I pray you be you true to me \ 

" From this prison here of horror, whence I every hour tend 
nearer and nearer to destruction, I send you, Monsieur here-
tofore the Marquis, the assurance of my dolorous and un-
happy service. 

" Your afflicted^ 
"GABELLEO^^ 

The latent uneasiness in Darnay^'s mind was roused to vigor-
ous life by this letter. The peril of an old servant and a good 
one, whose only crime was fidelity to hiraself and his family, 
stared him so reproachfully in the face, that, as he walked to 
and fro in the Teraple considering what to do, he almost hid 
his face from the passers-by. 

He knew very well, that in his horror of the deed which had 
culminated the bad deeds and bad reputation of the old famUy 
house, in his resentful suspicions of his uncle, and in the aver-
sion with which his conscience regarded the crumbling fabric 
that he was supposed to uphold, he had acted imperfectly. 
He knew very well, that in his love for Lucie, his renunciation 
of his social place, though by no means new to his own mind^ 
had bten hurried and incompIete._ He knfiw that hft ought 
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to have systematicaiiy worked it out and supervîsed ît, anå 
that he had meant to do it, and that it had never been done. 

The happiness of his own chosen English home, the neces-
sity of being aiways activeiy employed, the swift changes and 
troubles of the time which had foilo^éd on one another so fast, 
that the events of this week annihilated the immature plans 
of iast week, and the events of the wéék foilowing made all 
new agaiii; he knew very well, that to the force of these cir-
cumstances he had yieided: — not without disquiet, but 
still without continuous and accumulating resistance. That 
he had watched the tiraes for a time of action, and that they 
had shifted and struggled until the time had gone by, and the 
nobility were trooping frora Fraiice by every highway and by-
way, and their property was in course of confiscation and 
destruction, and their very names were biotting out, was as 
well known to himself as it couid be to any new authority in 
France that migiit impeach hira for it. 

But, he had oppressed no man, he had imprisoned no man; 
he was so far from having harshiy exacted payment of his dues, 
that he had reiinquished them of his own will, thrown hiraseif 
on a world with no favour in it, won his own private piace 
there, and earned his own bread. Monsieur Gabelie had held 
the irapoverished and involved estate on written instructions, 
to spare the people, to give thera what little there was to give 
•— such fuel as the heavy creditors wouid let them have in the 
winter, and such produce as could be saved from the same 
grip in the sumraer — and no doubt he had put the fact in plea 
and proof, for his own safety, so that it could not but appear 
now. 

Thîs favoured the desperate resolut on Charles Darnay had 
begun to niake, that he would go to Paris. 

Yes. Like the mariner in the old story, the wînds and 
streams had diiven him within the influence of the Load-
stone Rock, and it was drawing him to itself, and he must go 
Everything that arose before his mind drifted him on, faster 
and faster, more aiid more steadily, to the terribie attraction, 
His latent uneasriess had been, that bad airas were being 
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worked out m his own unhappy land by bad instruments, 
and that he who could not faU to know that he was better 
than they, was not there, trying to do soraething to stay 
bloodshed, and assert the clairas of mercy and humanity^ 
With this uneasiness haif stifled, and half reproaching him, 
he had been brought to the pointed coraparison of himself 
with the brave old gentleman in whom duty was so strong; 
upon that comparison (injurious to himself) had instantly 
followed the sneers of Monseigneur, which had stung him 
bitterly, and those of Stryver, which above all were coarse 
and galling, for old reasons. Upon those, had followed 
Gabelle's letter: the appeal of an innocent prisoner, in 
danger of death, to his justice, honour, and good name. 

His resolution was made. He'must go to Paris. 
Yes. The Loadstone Rock was drawing hira, and he must 

sail on, until he struck. He knew of no rock; he saw hardly 
any danger. The intention with which he had done what he 
had done, even although he had left it incoraplete, presented it 
before him in an aspect that would be gratef ully aclcnowiedged 
in France on his presenting himself to assertit. Then, that 
giorious vision of doing good, which is so often the sanguine 
mirago of so many good ininds, arose before him, and he even 
saw himself in the iilusion with some influence to guidethis 
raging Revolution tliat was rimning so fearfully wild. 

As he walked to and íro with his resolution made, he con-
sidered that neither Lucie nor her father must know of it 
until he was gone. Lucie should be spared the pain of separa-
tion; and her father, always reluctant to turn his thoughts 
towards the dangerous ground of old, should corae to the 
knowledge of the step*; as a step taken, and not in the balance 
nf suspense and doubt. How rauch of the incorapleteness 
of his situation was referable to her father, through the pain-
ful anxiety to avoid reviving old associations of France in 
his mind, he did not discuss with himself. But, that circum-
stance too, had had its influence in his course. 

He walked to and fro, with thoughts very busy, untîl it 
was time to return to Tellson's and take leave of Mr. Lorry. 
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As soon as he arrîved in Paris he would present himself to thi& 
old friend, but he raust say nothing of his intention now. 

A carriage with post-horses was ready at the Bank door^ 
and Jerry was booted and equipped. 

" I have deUvered that ietter," said Charles Darnay to 
Mr. Lorry. " I would not consent to your being charged witb 
any written answer, but perhaps you wiil take a verbai one ?" 

"That I will, and readily,'^ said Mr. Loriy, "if it is not 
dangerous." 

"Not at all. Though it îs to a prisoner în the Abbaye.'* 
" What is his name ? " said Mr. Lorry, with his open pocket-

book in his hand. 
"Gabeile.'^ 
"Gabelie. And what îs fhe message to the unfortunate 

Gabelle in prison?" 
"Simpiy, ' tha t he has received the letter, and wîU corae.''*^ 
"Any time raentioned?" 
" H e wiU start ripon his journey to-morrow níght.*^ 
"Any person mentioned?" 
" N o . " 
He helped Mr. Lorry to wrap himself în a nuraber of coats 

and cloalcs, and went out with him from the warm atraosphere 
of the old Bank, into the misty air of Fieet-street. "'My love 
to Lucie, and to littie Lucie," said Mr. Lorry at parting, 
"and talce precious care of them tiil I come back." Charies 
Darnay shook his head and doubtfuily smiied, as the car-
riage roiled away. 

That iiight —- it was the fourteenth of August — he sat up 
late, aiid wrote two fervent letters; one was to Lucie, explain-
ing the strong obligation he was undér to go to Paris, and 
showing her, at length, the reasons that he had, for feeling 
confident that he couîd become involved in no personal danger 
there; the other was to the Doctor, confiding Lucie and their 
dear child to his care, and dweliing on the same topics with 
the strongest assurances. To both, he wrote that he would 
despatch letters in proof of his safety, immediately after his 
arrival. 
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I t was a hard day, that day of beîng among them, with the 
first reservation of their joint lives on his mind. I t was a 
hard raatter to preserve the innocent deceit of whîch they 
were profoundly unsuspicious. But, an affectionate glance at 
his wife, so happy and busy, raade him resoiute not to tell her 
what impended (he had been half moved to do it, so strange 
it was to him to act in anything without her quiet aid), and 
the day passed quickly. Early in the evening he embraced 
her, and her scarcely less dear namesalce, pretending that he 
would return by-and-bye (an imaginary engagement took him 
out, and he had secreted a valise of clothes ready), and so he 
eraerged into the heavy mist of the heavy streets, with a 
heavier heart. 

The unseen force was drawîng hîm fast to itself, now, and 
all the tides and winds were setting straight and strông 
towards it. He left his two letters with a trusty porter, to be 
deiivered haif an hour before midnight, and no sooner; took 
horse for Dover; and began his journey. "For the love of 
Heaven, of justice, of generosity, of the honour of your noble 
name!" was the poor prisoner's cry with which he strength-
ened his sinking heart, as he left all that was dear on eartb 
behind him, and floated away for the Loadstone Rock* 

THE END OF THE SECOND BOOIK 



BOOK THE THIRD 

THE TRACK OF A STCRM 

CHAPTER I 
IN SECRET 

T H E traveller fared slowly on his way, who fared towarda 
Paris from England in the autumn of the year one thousand 
seven hundi'ed and ninety-two. More than enough of bad 
roads, bad equipáges, and bad horses, he would have en-
countered to " eTaynim, though the failen and unfortunate 
King of France iiad been upon his throne in all his glory; 
but, the changed times werCí'^fraught,with other obstacles 
than these. Every town-gate and viilage taxing-house had 
its band of citizen-patriots, with their national muskets in a 
most explosive state of readiness, who stopped all comers and 
goers, cross-questioned them, inspected their papers, looked 
for tlieir names in lists of their own, turned them back, or sent 
them on, or stopped them and laid them in hold, as their 
capricious judgment or fancy deemed best for the dawning 
Republic One and Indivisible, of Liberty, EquaHty, Frater-
lity, or Deatii. 

A very few French leagues of his journey were accon 
piished, when Charies Darnay began to perceive that for hin 
aiong tiiese country roads tliere was no hope of return untL 
he should have been deciared a good citizen at Paris. What-
Bver might befail now, he must on to his journey's end. Not 
a raean viilage closed upon hira, not a commoii barrier dropped 
across the road behind him, but he knew it to be another iron 
door in the series that was barred between him and England. 

262 
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The universal watchfulness so encompassed hira, that if he 
had been taken in a net, or were being forwarded to his des-
tination in a cage, he couid not have felt his freedom more 
completely gone. 

This universal watchfulness not only stopped him on the 
highway twenty times in a stage, but retarded his progress 
twenty times in a day, by riding after him and taking hira 
back, riding before him and stopping him by anticipation^. 
riding with him and keeping him in charge. He had been 
days upon his journey in France alone, when he we.G to bed 
tired out, in a littie town on the high road, still a icng way 
from Paris. 

Nothing but the production of the afflicted Gabelie's lettn 
from his prison of the Abbaye would have got him on so far 
His difficulty at the guard-house in this smali place had been 
such, that he felt his journey to have come to a crisis. And 
he was, therefore, as little surprised as a man couid be, to 
find himself awakened at tiie small inn to which he had beer 
remitted until morning, in the middle of the night. 

Awakened by a timid local functionary and three arraed 
patriots in rough red caps and with pipes in their mouths, 
who sat down on the bed. 

"Emigrant ," said the functionary, " I am going to send 
you on to Paris, under an escort." 

"Citizen, I desire nothing more than to get to Paris, though 
I could dispense with the escort." 

" Silence !" growled a red-cap, striking at the coverlct with 
the butt-end of his muslcet. "Peace, aristocrat!" 

" I t is as the good patriot says," observed the timid func 
tionary. " You are an aristocrat, and must have a:: r^^ccrt -
and must pay for i t ." 

" I have no choice," said Charles Darnay. 
"Choice!^ Listen to h im!" cried the same scowiing red-

cap. "As if it was not a favour to be protected frora the 
lamp-iron!" 

' ' l t is always as the good patriot says," observed th^ 
functionary. "Rise and dress yourself. eraigrant." 
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Darnay complied, and was taken back to the guard-house 
where other patriots in rough red caps were smoking, drink-
ing, and sleeping, by a watch-fire. Here he paid a heavy 
price for his escort, and hence he started with it on the wet, 
wet roads at three o^clock in the morning. 

The escort were two mounted patriots in red caps and 
tricoloured cockades, armed with national muskets and sabres, 
who rode one on either side of him. 

The escorted governed his own horse, but a loose Hne was 
attached to his bridle, the end of which one of the patriots 
kept girded round his wrist. In this state they set forth wi^h 
the sharp rain driving in their faces: clattering at a heavy 
dragoon trot over the uneven town pavement, and out upon 
the mire-deep roads. In this state they traversed without 
change, except of horses and pace, all the mire-deep leagues 
that lay between them and the capital. 

They traveiled in the night, halting an hour or two after 
daybreak, and lying by until the twilight fell. The escort 
were so wretchedly clothed, that they twisted straw round 
their bare legs, and thatched their ragged shoulders to keep 
the wet off. Apart from the personal discomfort of being so 
attended, and apart from sucli considerations of present dan-
ger as arose from one of the patriots being chronically drunk, 
and carrying his muslcet very reclciessly, Charles Darnay 
did not allow the restraint that was laid upon him to awaken 
any serious fears in his breast; for, he reasoned with himselí 
that it could have no reference to the merits of an individual 
case that was iiot yet stated, and of representations, confirm-
able by the prisoner in the Abbaye, that were not yet made. 

But wiien they came to the town of Beauvais — which 
they did at eventide, when the streets were fflled with people 
— he couid not conceal from himseif that tlie aspect of affairs 
was very alarming. An ominous crowd gathered to see him 
dismount at the posting-yard, and many voices cailed out 
loudly, "Down with the emigrant!" 

He stopped in the act of swinging himself out of his saddle, 
and, resuming it as his safest place, said: 
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"Emîgrant, my frîends! Do you not see me here, în 
France, of my own wiU?" 

"You are a cursed emigrant,'* cried a fairier. making at 
him in a furious manner through the press, hammer in hand; 
'*and you are a cursed aristocrat!" 

The postmaster interposed himself between this man and 
the rider's bridle (at which he was evidently making), and 
soothingly said, " Let him be; let him be! He will be judged 
at Paris." 

" Judged r ' repeated the farrier, swinging his hammer. 
"Ay! and condemned as a traitor." At this the crowd 
roared approval. 

Checking the postmaster, who was for turning his horse's 
head to the yard (the drunken patriot sat composedly in his 
saddie looking on, with the line round his wrist), Darnay 
said, as soon as he could make his voice heard: 

"Friends, you deceive yourselves, or you are deceived. 
I am not a traitor." 

"He lies!" cried the smith. "He is a traitor since the 
decree. His life is forfeit to the people. His cursed Hfe is 
not his own!" 

At the instant when Darnay saw a rush in the eyes of the 
crowd, which another instant would have brought upon him, 
the postmaster turned his horse into the yard, the escort 
rode in close upon his horse's fianks, and the postmaster shut 
and barred the crazy double gates. The farrier struck a blow 
upon them with his hammer, and the crowd groaned; but, 
no more was done. 

"What is this decree that the smith spoke of ?^' Darnay 
asked the postmaster, when he had thanked him, and stood 
beside him in the yard. 

"Truly, a decree for selling the property of emigrants." 
"When passed?" 
"On thefourteenth." 
"The day I left Englandi" 
"Everybody says it is but one of several, and that there 

wiU be others — if there are not already — banishing 
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emigrants, and conderaning all to death who return. ThaV 
is what he meant when he said your Hfe was not your own.'* 

But there are no such decrees yet?'^ 
What do I know!" said the postmaster, shrugging his 

shoulders; "there may be, or there will be. I t is all the 
same. What would you have?" 

They rested on some straw in a loft until tlie middle of the 
night, aiid then rode forward again when aii the town was 
asleep. Among the many wild changes observabie on 
::amiiiar things which made this wiid ride unreai, not the least 
was the seeming rarity of sleep. After iong and ionely spur-
ring over drear}^ roads, they wouid come to a ciuster of poor 
cottages, not steeped in darkness, but aii glittering with lights, 
and would find the people, in a ghostly^ manner in the dead of 
the night, circling hand in hand round a shrivelled tree of 
Liberty, or ali drawn up together singing a Liberty song. 
Happily, however, there was sleep in Beauvais that nighfc 
to help them out of it, and they passed on once more into 
solitude and lonehness: jingiing through the untimely cold 
and wet, among impoverished fields that had yieided no fruits 
of the earth that year, djversified by the blackened remains 
of burnt houses, and by thh"~sudden emergence from ambus-
cade, and sharp reining up across their way, of patriot patrols 
on the watch on ali the roads. 

Daylight at last found them before the wail of Paris. The 
barrier was closed and strongly guarded when thev rode up fco 
it. 

"Where are the papers of this prisoner?" demanded a 
resoIute-;ooking man in authority, who was summoned out 
by the guard. 

Naturally strucic by the disagreeabie word, Charles Darnay 
requested the speaker to ta ce notice that he was a free 
traveller and Freiich citizen, in charge of an escort which the 
disturbed state of the country had imposed upon him, and 
which he had paid for. 

"Wliere," repeated the same personage, without taking 
any heed of him whateverj "are the papers of this prisoner?'' 
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The drunken patriot had them in his cap, and produced 
them. Casting his eyes over Gabelle's letter, the same per-
sonage in authority showed sorae disorder and surprise, and 
looked at Darnay with a close attention. 

He left escort and escorted without saying a word, hcwever, 
and went into the guard-roora; raeanwhile, they sat upon 
their horses outside the gate. Looking about hira while in 
this state of suspense, Charles Darriay observed that the gate 
was held by a mixed guard of soidiers and patriots, the latter 
far outnumbering the former; and that while ingress .mtc thtí 
city for peasants' carts bringing in suppiies, and fo: i:milar 
traffic and traffickers, was easy enough, egress, even íor the 
horaeliest people, was very difficult. A nuraerous raediey 
of men and women, not to mention beasts and vehicles of 
various sorts, was waiting to issue forth; but, the previous 
identification was so strict, that they filtered through the 
barrier very slowly. Some of these people Icnew their turn 
for examination to be so far off, that they lay down on the 
grouiid to sleep or smoke, while others talked together, or 
loitered about. The red cap and tricolour cockade were 
universal, both among men and women. 

When he had sat in his saddle some half-hour, taking note 
of tliese things, Darnay found himseif confronted by the same 
man in authority, who directed the guard to open the barrier. 
Then he delivered to the escort, drunk and sober, a receipt for 
the escorted, and requested him to dismount. He did so, 
and the two patriots, leading his tired horse, turned and rode 
away without entering the city. 

He accompanied his conductor into a guard-roora, sraelling 
of coraraon wine and tobacco, where certain soldiers and 
patriots, asleep and awake, drunk and sober, and in various 
neutral states between sleeping and waking, drunkenness and 
sobriety, were standing and lying about. The \y^l/r, m the 
guard-house, half derived from the waning oil-lamps of the 
night, and half from the overcast day, was in a correspond-
ingly uncertain condition. Some registers were lying open on f 
desk, and an officer of a coarse, dark aspect, presided over these 
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"Cîtizen Defarge," said he to Darnay^s conductor, as ht 
took a slip of paper to write on. " I s tliis the emigraoí 
Evrémonde?" 

"This is the man." 
"Your age, Evrémonde?^^ 
"Thirty-seven." 
"Married, Evréraonde?' ' 
"Yes . " 
"Where raarried?" 
" I n Engiand." 
" Without doubt.* Where is your wife, Eviémonde?'^ 
" I n Engiand." 
"Without doubt. You are consigned, Evrémonde, to the 

prison of La Force.*^" 
"Jus t Heaven!'^ exclaimed Darnay. "Under what law, 

and for what offence?" 
The officer looked up frora his slip of paper for a moraent. 
" We have new iaws, Evrémonde, and new offences, since 

you were here." He said it with a hard smiie, and went on 
writing. 

" I entreat you to observe that I have corae here volun-
tarily, in response to that writteii appeal of a feUow-
countryraan which iies before you. I deraand no more than 
the opportunity to do so without delay. Is not that my 
r ight? ' ; 

"Emigrants have no rights, Evrémonde," was the stolid 
reply. The officer wrote untií he had finished, read over to 
himseif what he had written, sanded it, and handed it tc 
Defarge, with the words " I n secret." 

Defarge motioned with the paper to the prisoner that he 
must accompany iiim. The prisoner obeyed, and a guard 
of two armed patriots attended them. 

" I s it you," said Defarge, in a low voice, as they went 
down the guard-house step>s and turned into Paris, "whc 
married the daughter of Doctor Manette, once a prisoner w 
the Bastille that is no more?" 

" Yes," replied Darnay, looking at him with surprise. 
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"My name is Defarge, and I keep a wine-shop in the 
Quarter Saint Antoine. Possibly you have heard oí me." 

"My wife canie to your house to reclaira her father?' 
Yes!" ' ' ^ 

The word "wife" seemed to serve as a gloomy reminder 
to Defarge, to say with sudden irapatience, " In the narae of 
that sharp feraale newly-born, and called La Guillotine, why 
did you come to France?'^ 

" You heard me say why, a minute ago. Do you not believe 
it is the t r u t h ? " 

" A bad truth for you," said Defarge, speaking with knitted: 
brows, and iooicing straight before him. 

"Indeed I am lost here. Ail here is so unprecedented, SO' 
changed, so sudden and unfair, that I am absolutely lost.. 
Wiil you render mc a little he lp?" 

"None." Defarge spoke, always looking straight before 
him. 

"Wili yzr answer rae a singie question?' ' 
"Perhaps. According to its nature. You can say whafc 

it is." 
" In this prison that I ara going to so unjustly, shall I have 

some free communication with the world outside?"' 
"YouwiUsee ." 
" I am not to be buried there, prejudged, and withou.t any 

means of presenting my case?" 
"You wiU see. But, what then? Other people have been 

similarly buried in worse prisons, before now." 
"But never by me, Citizen Defarge.'^ 
Defarge glanced darlcly at him for answer, and walked on 

in a steady and set silence. The deeper he sank into this^ 
siience, the fainter hope there was — or so Darnay thought — 
of his softening in any slight degree. He, therefore, made 
haste to say: 

" I t is of the utraost iniportance to me (you know, Citizen, 
even better tliaii I, of how much importance), that I shouldi 
be able to communicate to Mr. Lorrv of Tellson's Bank, an 
English gentleman who is now in Paris, the simple fact, without 
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comment, that have been thrown into the prison of La 
Force. Wiil you cause that to be done for m e ? " . 

" I wiU do," Defarge doggedly rejoined, "nothing for you. 
My duty is to my country and the PeDpIe. I :im the sworn 
3ervant of both, against 3^ou. I wili do nothing for you." 

Charles Darnay felt it hopeless to entreat him further, 
jjid hÍ3 pride was touched besides. As they waiked on in 
5:!ence, he couid not but see how used the peopie were to tiie 
3pectacle of prisoners passing aiong tlie streets. The very 
children scarceiy noticed Iiim. A few passers turned their 
heads, and a few shook tiieir fingers at him as an aristocrat; 
othorwise, tîiat a man in good ciotiies siiouid be going to 
p :̂iso i, was no more remarkabîe than tha: a labourer in 
vorking ciot ies sliould be goiiig to worlc. Iii one iiarrow, 
dark, and clirty street througii wliich tiiey passed, an excited 
orator, mounted on a stooi, was addressing an excited auch-
ence on the crimes against the peopie, of the king and the 
royaî famiiy. The few words tiiat he caught from this man's 
iips, first made it known to Charies Darnay tiiat the king 
was in prison, and that tlie foreign ambassaciors had one and 
ali ieft Paris. Oii tlie road (except at Beauvais) he had 
heard absoiuteiy notiiing. Tlie escort and tiie universal 
watchfuiness had completeiy isoiated Iiim. 

That he had faiien among far greater dangers tiian those 
which iiad developed tiiemselves w^hen he îeft England, he 
of course icnew now, That periis had thiciceiied about liim 
fast, and niigiit thiclcen faster aiid faster yet, iie of course 
kiiew now. He could not but admit to himseif tiiat he might 
not have made this journey, if Iie couid have foreseen tlie 
events of a few days. And yet his misgiviiigs were not so 
dark as, imagined by the light of this iater time, tliey wouid 
appear. Troubled as tiie future was, it was tbe unknown 
future, and in its obscurity there was ignorant hope. Tiie 
horrible massacre, days and nights long, which, within a few 
rounds of the clock, was to set a great mark of blood upon the 
blessed garnering time of harvest, was as far out of his knowL 
edge as if it had been a hundred thousand years away. The 
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'^sharp female newly-born, and cailed La Guiîiotine,'''' was 
hardly known to him, or to the generality ol people, by 
name. The frightful deeds that were to be soon done, 
were probably unimagined at that time in the brains of the 
doers. How could they have a piace in the shadowy concep-
tions of a gentie mind ? 

Of unjust treatment in detention and hardship, and f 
cruel separation from his wife and child, he foreshadowed the 
likeiihood, or the certainty; but, beyond this, he dreaded 
nothing distinctiy. With this on his mind, whicli was enough 
to carry into a dreary prison courtyard, he arrived at the 
prison of La Force. 

A man with a bloated face opened the strong wicket, to 
whom Defarge presented "The Emigrant Evréraondco" 

^̂  What the Devil! How raany more of thera !" exclaimed 
the man with the bloated face. 

Defarge tooic his receipt without noticing the exclamation, 
and witiidrew, with his two feliow-patriots. 

"Wliat tiie Devil, I say again!'^ exclaimed the gaoler, 
left with his wife- "How many more !" 

The gaoier's wife, being provided with no answer to the 
question, raerely replied, "One must have patience, my 
dear !" Three turnlceys who entered- responsive to a be í 
slie rang, eciioed the sentiment, and one added, "For the Xo^^e 
of Liberty;" whicli sounded in o'̂ ât piace like an inappiO-
priate conciusion. 

The prison of La Force was a gloomy prison, dark and filthy, 
and with a horribie smell of foul sleep in it. Extraordinary 
how soon the noisome flavour of imprisoned sleep, becomes 
manifest in aii such places that are iil cared for! 

" I n secret, too," grumbled the gaoler, îooldng at the 
written paper. ^'As if I was not already full to bursting!'* 

He stuclc tiie paper on a file, in an iil-humour, and Charles 
Darnay awaited his further pleasure for haif an hour: some-
fciraes, pacing to and fro in the strong arched room: some-
times, resting on a stone seat: iii eitlier case detained to be 
fmprinted on the meraory of the chief and his subordinates 
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"Come^'^ said the chief, at xength talcing u^ Ms kejs, 
^come with me, emigrant-" 

Through the dismal prison tw^i^^.t, h 3 ,.3W cna.rge ac* 
companied him by corridor and staircase, many doors cla:ig 
ing and ocicing behind thern, uiitil thay came into a Íarge 
iow, vauited ciiamber, crowded with prisoners of both sexes. 
Tiie women were seateci at a ioiig table, reading and writing, 
knitting, sewing, and embroidering; the meii were fo:̂  :̂he 
.most part standing behind their ciiairs, or hngering up and 
down the room. 

In the instinctive association of prisoners with .iiiimefu] 
crime and disgrace, tlie new comer recoiled fromtliis company. 
But the crowning unreality of his long unreai ricle, was, tbeir 
aii at once rising to receive iiim, with every refinement of 
manner knov/n to the time, aud witii ail the engaging graces 
ancl courtesies of iife. 

So strangeiy clouded were these refinements by the prison 
manners and gioom, so spectrai did tbey becorne in the in-
appropriate squaior and misery through whicli they were seen, 
tliat Cliaries Darnay seemed to stand in a compaiiy of the 
dead. Giiosts aii! The ghost oi beauty, the ghost of state-
liness, the ghost of eiegance, the ghost of pricle, the ghost of 
frivohty, the gliost of wit, the ghost of youth, tiie ghost of 
age, ail waiting their dismissai from tlie desolate shore, all 
tiirning on him eyes tiiat v/ere cbangecl bŷ  tiie death they had 
died in coming there. 

I t strucic him motionless. The gaoler standing at his side 
and the other gaolers moving about, wlio v/ouid liave been 
v/eil enougii as to appearance in tlie ordinaiy exercise of tbeir 
functions, ioolced so extravagantiy coarse contrasted with 
sorrowing mothers and biooming daugbters wiio were there — 
with the apparitions of the coquette, the young beauty, and 
the mature woman deiicateiy^ bred — that tlie inversion of all 
experience and likelihood which the scene of shadows pre-
sented, was heightened to its utmost- Sureiy, ghosts aiL 
Surely, the long unreal ride some progress of disease that had 
brought hira to these gloomy shadesl 
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''' In the name of the assembled compaihons in raisfortune," 
^aid a g(?ntleman of courtly appearance and address, coming 
forwarcl, " I have the honour of gi^ing you welcome to La 
Force, and of condoling with you on the calamity that has 
brought you among us. May it soon terminate happily 
I t would be an impertinence elsewhere, but it is not so here, 
to ask your name and condition?" 

CharL33 Darnay roused himseif, and gave the required 
imormation, in words as suitabie as he couid find. 

"But I hope," said the gentleman, foliowing the chief 
gaoler with his eyes, who moved across the room, " tha t you 
are not in secret?'^ 

" I do not understand the raeaning of the terra, but I have 
heard them say so." 

"Ah, what a pity! We so much regret i t ! But talce 
courage; severai merabers of our society have been in secret, 
at first, and it has lasted but a short tirae." Then he added, 
raising his voice, " I grieve to inform the society — in 
secret." 

There was a murmur of comraiseratîop as CL arles Darnay 
crossed the roora to a grated dobr where the gaoler awaited 
hira, and raany voices — araong which, the soft and com-
passionate voices of women were conspicuous — gave him; 
good wishes and encouragement. He turned at the grated 
door, to render the thanks of his heart; it closed under the 
gaoler^s iiand; and the apparitions vanished from his sight 
for ever. 

The wicket opened on a stone staircase, leading upward. 
When tliey had ascended forty steps (the prisoner of haif an 
hour already counted them), the gaoler opened a low black 
doo^, and they passed înto a soHtary celL It struck coîd and 
damp, but was not dark. 

"Yours," said the gaoîer. 
"Why ani I confined aione?" 
'*How do know!" 
' I can buy pen, ínk, and paper?^' 
Such are not my orders. You wiU be visîted, and cac 
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ask them. At present, you may buy your íood. tuê. nothîn^ 
more." 

There were in the cell, a chair, a tabie, and a straw mat> 
tress. As the gaoler raade a general inspection of these objects, 
and of the four walis, before going out, a wandering fancy 
wandered through the inind of the prisoner leaning against the 
wall opposite to him, that this gaoler was so unwhoiesomeiy 
blcated, both in face and person, as to iook hice a man who had 
been drowned aiid fiUed with water. When the gaoier v/as 
gone, he thought in the same wandering way, "Now am I 
left, as if I were dead." Stopping then, to look down at tlic 
mattress, he turned from it with a siclc feeiing, and thought, 
" And here inthese crawling creatures is the first condition oi 
the body after death." 

"Five paces by four and a haif, five paces by four and ahaif^ 
five paces bj^ four anrl a half.'^ The jjrisoner walked to and 
fio in his ceU, counting its measurement, and the roar of the 
city^ arose liice muffled drums with a wiici sweil of voices added 
to them. "He made shoes, he made shoes, iie made slioes.'^ 
Tiie prisoner counted the measurement again, and paced 
faster, to draw his mind with iiim írom that latter repeti-
tion. "The ghosts that vanished when the wicket closeci. 
There was one among them, tlie appearance of a lady dressed 
in biack, AVIIO v/as ieamng in the embrasure of a v/indow, and 
she bad a light shining upon iier goiden hair, ancl che looked 
Hke ^ ^ ^ ^ Let us lide pn again, for God's sake, tiirough 
the iliuminated villages with the people ail awalce ! -x- -5̂  •sf -5̂  
He made siioes, he made shoes, he made slioes. ^ ^- ^ ^ 
Five paces by four and a haif." Witii sucii scraps tossing 
and roiling upward from the depths of his miiid, the prisoner 
walked faster and faster, obstinately counting andcounting; 
and tlie roar of the cit}^ changed to this extent —" that it stiU 
rolied in îike muffled drums, but witii the wail of voices that 

knew, in the sweU that rose above them. 
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CHAPTER n 

THE GRINDSTONE 

TELLSON'S Bank, established in the Saint Germain Quar-
ter of Paris, was in a wing of a large house, approached by 
a courtyard and siiut off froni the street by a higb wall and a 
strong gate, The house beionged to a great nobieman wbo 
had lived in it untii he made a flight frora tiie troubies, in his 
own cook's dress, and got across the borders. A raere bea^t 
of the chase flyhig from hunters, he was stiil in his metemp-
sychosis no other than the same Monseigneur, the prepara-
tion of whose chocolate for whose hps had once occupied 
three strong men besides the cook in question. 

Monseigneur gone, and the three strong raen absolving 
theraselves from tlie sin of having draw^ii his high wages, by 
being niore than ready and wiiiing to cut his throat on tlie 
altar of the dawning Republic one and indivisible of Liberty, 
Equality, Fraternity, or Death, Monseigneur's house Iiad been 
first sequestrated, and then confiscated. For, all things moved 
so fast, and decree foiiowed decree with tliat fierce precipita-
tion, tliPt now upon the third night of the autumn month of 
September, patriot emissaries of the law were in possession 
of Monseigneur's house, and had marked it with the tricoiourj 
and were drinlcing brandy in its state apartments. 

A place of business in London like Tellson's piace of busi-
ness in Paris, would soon Iiave driven the House out of its 
mind and into the Gazette.*^ For, what would staid British 
responsibility aiid respectability have said to orange-trees in 
boxes in a Bank courtyard, and even to a Cupid over the 
counter? Yet such things were. TeUson's had white-
washed the Cupid, but he was still to be seen on the ceiling, 
in the coolest linen, airaing (as he very often does) at money 
from morning to night. Bankruptcy raust inevitably have 
come of this young Pagan, in Lombard-street,^ London, and 
aiso of a curtained alcove in the rear of the immortal boy 
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and also of a looking-glass let into the walL and also of cîerkj 
Qot at all old, who danced in pubiic on the siightest provo-

'Cation. Yet, a French Teilson's couid get on with these 
tiiings exceedingiy weiL aiici. as iong as the times heid to-
.gether, no man had taken fright at them, and drawn out his 
money. 

Wliat money would be drawn out of Teilson^s henceforth, 
^and what wouíd iie there, iost anci forgotten; v/iiat piate and 
jewels would tarnish in Tellson's hicling-piaces, whiie the 
-depositors rusted in prisons, aiid when ^hey siiouid have 
violentiy perisliecl; how many accounts witb Teiison's never 
to be balanced in this v/orld, must be carried over into the 
'ne:^t; no man couid have said, that nisiit, any more than 
Mr. Jarvis Lorry could, though he thouglit heaviiy of these 
^íîuestions. He sat by a neviy-iighted wood fire (the biighted 
jjÅul unírmtfui year was prematureiy coid), and on his honest 
.and courageous face tiiere was a deeper shacle than the pen-
•dent lamp cou d tliro^v, or aiiy ob^ect in tiie room distortecliy 
u'eflect — a sliade of horror. 

He occupied rooms in tiie Banlc, in his fidelit}^ to tlie House 
•of which he had grown to be a part, lilce strong root-ivyo It 
clianced tliat they cierived a Icind of security from the patri-
otic occupation of the niain building, but the true-hearted 
old gentienian never caicuiated about tliat. All such cir-
cumstances were indifferent to him; so tliat he did his duty. 
On tiie opposite side of the courtyard, under a coíoiinade. 
was extensive standing for carriages — wiiere, indeéd, come 
carriages of Monseigneur yet stoodc Against two cf tiie 
piilars were fastened two great flaring flarnbeaux. cnd in tbe 
light of tliese, standiiig out in the open air, was a large grind-
stone: a roughly mounted tiiing wiiich appeared to liave 
hurrledly been brought there from some neighbouring smitiiy, 
or otiier worksiiop. Rising and iooking out of window at 
tiiese harmless objects, Mr. Lorry shivered, and retired tc 
his seat by the fire. He had opened, not only the glass win 
dow, but the lattice blind outside it, and he had closed " 
again, and he shivered through his frame. 
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'rom the streets beyond the high wall and the strong gate, 
there came the usual night hum of the city, with now and 
then an indescribable ring in it, weird and unearthiy, as if 
some unwonted sounds of a terribie nature were going up to 
Heaven. 

"Thank God," said Mr. Lorry, clasping his hands, " tha t 
no one near and dear to me is in this dreadful town to-nightc 
May He have mercy on all who are in daiiger!" 

Soon afterwards, tlie beil at the great gate sounded, and 
he thouglit, "They have come back!'^ and sat listening 
But; there was no loud irruption into the couitj^ard, as hj 
Iiad expected and he heard the gate clash again, and all was 
quiet. 

The nervousness and dread that were upon him inspired 
that vague uneasiness respecting the Bank, wiiich a great 
change wouid naturaliy awaken, with such feehngs roused. 
I t was weil guarded, and he got up to go aniong the trusty 
people who were watciiing it, when his door suddeniy opened, 
and two figures rushed in, at sight of which he feli back in 
amazeraent. 

Lucie and her father! Lucie with her arms stretched out 
to him, and with that old look of earnestness sc concentrated 
and intensified, that it seemed as though it had been stamped 
upon her face expressly to give force and power to it in this 
one passage of her life. 

"What is t h i s ? " cried Mr. Lorry, breathless and confused 
" What is the matter ? Lucie !' Manette ! What has hap-
pened ? What has brought you here ? What îs it ? " 

With the looic fixed upon him, in her paieness and wildness 
she panted out in his arms, imploringly, " O my dear friend 
My husband!" 

"Your husband, Lucie?^' 
"Charles." 
"Wha to f Charles?' ' 
"Here ." 
"Here, i n P a r i s ? " 
" Has l)een here some days — three or four — I don v imoTí 
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how many — I can't collect my tliougbts. An errand oi 
generosity brougbt him here unknown to us ; he was stopped 
at the barrier, aiid sent to piison." 

The oid man uttered an irrepressible cry. Aîmost at the 
same momeiit, tbe beii of the grea-. gate rang again, and a 
loud noise of feet aiicl voices came pouring into tiie courtyard. 

"What is that noise?" said tiie Doctor, turning towards 
the winclow. 

"Don ' t look!" cried Mr. Lorry. "Don' t iook out! Ma-
nette, for 3^our life, doii't toucri the biind V^ 

The Doctor turned, with his hand upon the fastening of 
the window, aiid said, with a cool, boid smiie: 

"My dear friend, I have a charmecl iife in this ĉ î y. I 
have been a Bastille prisoner. There is no patriot in Paris 
— in Paris? In France — wlio, knowing me to iiave been 
a prisoner in tiie Bastiiie, v/ouid toucli me, except to over-
wlieim me with embraces, or carry me in triumph. ^Jy oid 
pain has given me a power that has brought us tlirough the 
barrier, aiid gained us news of Cliaries there, and brought us. 
here. I knew it wouici be so; I iciiew I could iielp Charles 
out of ail daiiger; I toid Lucie so. — What is that noise?'" 
His hand was again upon the wiiidow. 

" Don^t look!" cric i Mr. Lorry, absoluteiy hesperate. 
"No, Lucie, my dear, nor you !'̂  He got his arm round her, 
and held her " Don^t be so terrified, my love. I solemniy 
swear to you that I know of no harm iiaving happened to 
Charles; that I had no suspicion even of his being in this 
fatal piace. What prison is he i n ? " 

" L a F o r c e ! " 
" L a Force! Lucie, my child, if ever you were brave and 

serviceable in your life — and you were always both — you 
will compose yourseif now, to do exactly as I bid you; for 
more depends upon it than you can think, or can say. 
There is no help for you in any action on your part to-night; 
you caiinot possibiy stir out. I say this, because what I 
must bid you to do for Charles's salce, is the hardest thing to 
do of alL You must instantly be obedient, stilL and quiet 
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1?ou must let me put you in a room at the back here. You 
must leave your father and me alone for two minutes, and 
as there are Life and Death in the world you must not delay ''' 

" I will be submissive to you. I see in your face that you 
know I can do nothing else than this. I know you are true." 

The oid man kissed her, and hurried her into his room, and 
turned the key; then, came hurrying back to the Doctor, and 
opened the window and partly opened the blind, and put his 
hand upon the Doctor^s arm, and looked out with him into 
the courtyard. 

Looked out upon a throng of men and women: not enough 
in number, or near enough, to fili the courtyard: not more 
than forty or fifty in ail. The people in possession of the 
house had let them in at the gate, and they had rushed in to 
work at the giindstone; it had evidently been set up there 
for their purpose, as in a converhent and retired spot. 

But, such awful woricers, and such av/fui work! 
The grindstone had a double handie, and, turning at it 

madly were two men, whose faces, as their long hair flapped 
back when the wlhrlings of the grindstone brought their faces 
up, were more horribIe^aîid.Jiriiel than the visages of the wild-
est savages in their most barbarous disguise. Faise eyebrows 
and faise moustaches were stuck upon them, and their hide-
ous countenances were all bloody and sweaty, and ail awry 
with howling, and ali staring and glaring with beastly excite-
ment and want of sleép. As these ruffians turned and turned, 
their raatted locks now flung forward over their eyes, now 
flung backward over their necks, sorae women held wine to 
their mouths that they might drink; and what with dropping 
blood, and what with dropping wine, and what with the 
stream of sparks struck out of the stone, all their wicked 
atmosphere seemed gore and fire. The eye could not detect 
one creature in the group free from the sraear of biood 
Shouldering one another to get next at the sharpening-stone, 
were men stripped to the waist, with the stain ali over their 
Hrabs and bodies; men in aU sorts of rags, with the stain upon 
those rags; men devilishly sefc off with spoils of women s lace 
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and silk and ribbon, with the stain dyeing those trifles through 
and through. Hatchets, knives, bayonets, swords, ail 
brought to be sharpened, were ali red witii it. Some of the 
hacked swords were tied to the wrists of those wiio carried 
them, with strips of iinen and fragments of dress: hgatures 
vaiious in kind, but ali deep of the one colour. And as the 
frantic wieiders of these weapons snatched tiiem from the 
stream of sparks and tore away into the streets, tlie same 
red hue was red in their frenzied eyes; — eyes wliich any 
unbrutahsed beiioider wouid have given twenty years of ih' 
to petrify with a weii-directed guii. 

Âil this was seen in a monient, as the vision of a drowning 
man, or of any human creature at any very great pass, couid 
see a v/orid if it were tliere. They drew bacic from tiie wiii-
ciovv, and the Doctor iooked for expianation in liis friend's 
ashy face. 

"They are," Mr. Lorry whispered the words, glanciiig fear-
fuily rouiid at the iocked room, ^'murdering the pri.soners. 
If you are sure of wliat you say; if you really lia^^e tiie power 
5̂ ou think j^ou have — as I believe you liave — make your-
seif lcnown to tiiese devils, and get talcen to La Force. I t may 
be too Late, I don't icnow, but iet it iiot be a minute later!" 

Doctor iManette pressed his hancl, hastened barelieaded out 
of tiie room, and was in the courtyard when }Ai\ Lorry re-
gainecl the blind. 

His streaming white hair, his remarkabie face, and tiie 
impetuous confidence of his manner, as iie put the weapon^ 
""siáe liice water, carried him in an instant to the heart of Ûv 
concourse at tlie stone. For a few moments there w âs a pause 
and a hurry, and a murmur, and the uninteiiigible souiid of 
his voice; ancl tlien Mr. Lorry saw him, surrounded by ali, 
and in tiie midst of a line of twenty men long, aU iinked 
shoulder to shouider, and haiid to shoulder, hurried out witli 
cries of — *'Live the Bastille prisoner! Help for the Bas-
tiile prísoner's kindred in La Force! Room for the Bastiiic 
prisoner in front tiiere! Save the prisoner Evremonde a' 
La Force !" and a thousand answering shouts-
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He closed the lattice again with a flutterîng heart, closed 
the window and the curtain, hastened to Lucie, and told her 
that her father was assisted by the people, a.nd gone in search 
of her husband- He found her child and Misg: Pross witli her; 
but, it never occurred to him to be surprised by their appear* 
ance until a long tira.e afterwards, when he sat watching thera 
in such quiet as the night knew. 

Lucie had, by that tirae, fallen into a stupor on the floor at 
his feet, clinging to his hand. Miss Pross had laid the child 
down on his own bed, and her head had gradually fallen on 
the piliow beside her pretty ciiarge. O the long, long night, 
with the moans of the poor wife! And O the long, long 
night, with no return of her father and no tidings! 

Twice more in the darkness the beil at the great gate 
sounded, and the irruption was repeated, and the grindstone 
whirled and spiuttered. "What is i t ? " cried Lucie, af-
frighted. " Hush! The soldiers^ swords are sharpened 
there," said Mr. Lorry. "The piace is national property 
now, and used as a kind of armoury, my love.'^ 

Twice more in ali; but, the last spell of work was feeble 
and fitful. Soon afterwards the day began to dawn, and he 
softly detached himself from tiie clasping hand, and cau-
tiouvsly looked out again. A man, GO besmeared that he 
might Iiave been a soreiy wounded soidier creeping back to 
consciousness on a field of slain, was rising from the pave-
ment by the side of the grindstone, and looking about him 
with a vacant air. Shortly, this worn-out murderer descried 
in tiie imperfect light one of the carriages of Monseigneur^ 
and, staggering to that gorgeous vehicle, climbed in at the 
door, and shut himself up to take his rest on its dainty 
2V hions. 

'lhe great grindstone, Earth, had turned when Mr. Lorry 
looked out again, and the sun was red on the courtyard. 
But, the lesser grindstone stood alone there in the calm morn-
ing air, with a red upon it that the sun had never given, and 
would never take awav. 
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CHAPTER i n 

T H E SHADOW 

O N E of the first considerations which arose in thelíuslness 
niiid of Mr. Lorry when business hours canie rouiid, wVsjthis: 
— that he had no right to imperil Teiison's by\sheiterin| the 
wife of an emigrant prisoner uiider tbe Banic robl. lisowii 
possessions, safety, life, iie wouid have iiazardecl Tor Lucie 
and her ciiiid, without a moment's cieinur; but the great 
trust he iield was not iiis own, and as to tliat business charge 
be was a strict maii of business. 

At first, his niind reverted to Defarge, and he tliought of 
inding out the wine-shop again anci taking coimsel with its 
master in reference to the safest dweliing-place in tiie dis-
tracted state of tlie city. But, the same consideration that 
^uggested hiiii, repudiated iiim; iie ii^'ed in the niost vioient 
^uarter, aiid doubtless was influentiai tliere, and deep in its 
iangerous workings. 

Noon coming, and the Doctor not returning, and every 
minute's deiay tending to compromise Teilson's, ^lr. Lorry 
idvised witii Lucie. Slie said tiiat îier fatiier liad spoken of 
iiiing a lodging for a sliort term, in that Quarter, near tlie 
Banlcing-house. As there was no bu-^incss objection to tbis, 
md as Iie foresaw tbat even if it were all weii witii Charles^ 
md he were to be released, he couid not liope to ieave the 
hty, Mr. Lorry^ went out in quest of sucii a lodging, and foun^ 
1 suitabie one, iiigli up in a removed b^'-street wiiere the 
"losed biinds in all tiie othcr windows of a iiigii meiaiicboiy 
square of buildings marlced deserted homes. 

To tliis lodging he at once r<?:iioved Lucie and Iier ciiild, 
md Miss Pross: giving tiiem wiiat comfort Iie could, and 
nuch more than iie had liimself. He ieft Jerry witii them, 
is a figure to fiii a doorway that wouid bear considerable 
cnocicing on the head. and ^etvned to his own occupations. 
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A disturbed and doleful raind he brought to bear upon them^ 
and slowly and héavily the day lagged on with hira. 

I t wore itseif out, and wore hira out with it, until the Bank 
closed. He was again alone in his room of the previous 
liight, considering what to do next, when he heard a foot 
upon the stair. In a few moments, a man stood in his pres-
ence, who, with a keenly observant look at him, addressed 
him by his name. 

"Your servant," said Mr. Lorry. "Do you know m e ? " 
He w âs a strongly made man with dark curiing hair, from 

lorty-five to fifty years of age. For answer he repeated. 
vvitliout any change of emphasis, the words: 

"Do you know m e ? " 
" I have seen you somewhere. 
"Perhaps at my wine-shop? 
Much interested and agitated, Mr. Lorry said; "You come 

from Doctor Maiiette?" 
" Yes. I come from Doctor Manette." 
"And what says he? What does he send me?'^ 
Defarge gave into his anxious hand, an open scrap of paper. 

It bore tlie words in tlie Doctor's writing: 

"Charies is safe, but I cannot safeiy leave this place yet. 
I have obtained the favour that the bearer has a short note 
from Charles to his wife. Let the bearer see his wife." 

I t was dated from La Force, within an hour. 
"Wili you accorapany me," said Mr. Lorry, joyfulty re-

lieved after reading this note aloud, " t o where his wife re-
jides?" 

" Yes," returned Defarge. 
Scarcely noticing as yet, in what a curiously reserved and 

mechanical way Defarge spolce, Mr. Lorry put on his hat and 
they went down into the courtyard. There, they found twc 
woraen; one, knittingo 

"Madame Defarge, surely!" said Mr. Loiry, who had lef 
her in exactly the same attîtude some seventeen years ago 
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" I t is she," observed her husband. 
"Does Madame go with u s ? " inquired Mr. Lorry, seeing 

tiiat slie raoved as they moved. 
"Yes. That she may be able to recognise the faces and 

know the persons. It is for their safety." 
Beginning to be struck by Defarge's manner, Mr̂  Lorry 

loolced clubiousi;y at hîni, and ied the way. Both the womBn 
foîiowed; the seconcl woman being The Vengeance. 

They passed through the intervening streets as quickiy q.3 
they migiit, ascended tlie sta f case of tlie iiew domiciis, W3re 
admitteci by Jerry, and found Lucie weeping, alone. She 
was throv/n into a transport by the ticiings Mr. Lorry gave 
her of her husband, ancl ciasped the hand that delivered his 
note — httie thinlcing what it had been cloing near liim in the 
night, and might, but for a chance, have done to him, 

"DEAREST, — Take courage. I am weU, and your father 
has influence around me. You cannot aiiswer this. Kiss oui 
chiid for me." 

That was all the writing. I t was so much, however, to 
her v/ho receivecl it, that she turned from Defarge to his wife, 
aiid lcissed one of the hands that knitted. I t was a passion-
ate, loving, thankfui, womanly action, but the iiaiid made no 
response — dropped coid and heavy, and took to its knitting 
again. 

There was soraething in its touch that gave Lucie a check. 
She stopped in the act of putting the note iii her bosom, and, 
v/ith her hands yet at her neclc, iooked terrified at Madame 
Defarge. Madame Defarge met the lifted eyebrows and fore-
head with a cold, impassive stare. 

"My dear," said Mr. Lorry, striking in to explain; "there 
are frequent risings in the streets; and, although it is not 
iikely they will ever trouble you, Madame Defarge wishes to 
see those whom she has the power to protect at such times, 
to the end that she may know them — that she may identiíy 
them. I believe," said Mr. Lorry, rather halting in his reas-
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^suring words, as the stony manner of all the three impresseá 
itself upon him more and more, " I state the case, Citizen 
Defarge?" 

Defarge looked gloomiiy at his wife, and gave no other 
answer than a gruff sound of acq fesce 

" You had better, Lucie," said'Mr. Lorry, doing all he could 
to propitiate, by tone and manner, "have the dear child her^^ 
and our good Pross. Our good Pross, Defarge, is an Engiish 
.ady, and knows no French.'^ 

Tîie lady in question, whose rooted ^onvictioii that she 
was more than a raatch for any foreigner, was not to be 
shaken by distress and danger, appeared with loided arms, 
and observed in English to The Vengeance, whom her eyes 
first encountered, "Weli, I am sure, Boidface! I hope you 
are pretty weil!" Sbe also bestowed a British cough on 
Madame Defarge; but, neither of the two tcck much heed 
of her. 

" I s tliat his chUd?" said Madanie Defarge, stopping in 
her work for the first time, aiid pointing ber knitting-needle 
at little Lucie as if it were the finger of Fate, 

"Yes, madame," answ^ered Mr. Lorry; "this is q i ^poor 
prisoner^s darhng daughter, and only child." ^"^*^^ 

The shadow attendant on Madarae Defarge and her party 
seenied to fall so threatening and dark on the chUd, that her 
mother instinctively kneeled on the ground beside her, and 
heid her to her breast. The shadow attendant on Madame 
Defarge and her party seemed then to :iail, threatening and 
dark, on both the mother and the chiid. 

" I t is enough, my husband," said Madame Defaigo ^Í 
have seen them. We may go." 

But, the suppressed manner had enough of menace in it — 
not visibie and presented, but indistinct and withheld — to 
alarm Lucie into saying, as she laid her appealing hand on 
Madame Defarge's dress: 

" You wiil be good to my poor husband. You will do him 
no harm. You will help me to see him if you can *̂ " 

" Your husband is not my business here," returned Madame 
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Defarge, looking down at her with perfect composure. "Ifî 
is the daugbter of your father who is my business here." 

"For niy sake, tlien, be mercifui to my husband. For ray 
child's sake ! She wiii put ber Iiands together and pray you 
to be merciful. We are more afraid of you than of these 
others." 

Madame Defarge received it as a compiiraent, and looked 
at ber husband. Defarge, who had been uneasily biting his 
thumb-nail and looicing at her, collected iiisface into a sterner 
expressioUc 

** What is it tbat your husband says in that little letter? ' 
asked Madame Defarge, with a lowering smile. **Infiuence, 
he says sometbing touching influence?" 

"That my faths:%" said Lucie, burriedly taking the paper 
from her breast, but with her aiarmed eyes on lier questioner 
and not on it, "has much influence around him." 

" Surely it will release him !" said Madame Defarge. " Let 
it do so." 

"As a wife and motber," ciied Liicie, most earnestly, " I 
impiore you to iiave pity on me and not to exercise any power 
that you possess, against my innocent husband, but to use 
it in his behalf. O sister-woman, think of me. As a wife 
and motber!" 

Madame Defarge looked, coidiy as ever, at the guppliant, 
and said, turning to her friend The Vengeance: 

' 'The wives ancl mothers we have been used to see, since 
we were as iittie as tbis chUd, and much iess, have not been 
greatiy considered? We have known their husbands and 
fatbers iaid in prison and kept from them, often enough? 
Aii our iives, we have seen our sister-women suffer, iii them-
seives and in their children, poverty, nakedness, hunger. 
thirst, sickness, mîsery, oppression and neglect of ali kinds?' ' 

'^WB have seen nothing eise," returned The Veiigeance. 
'^We iiave borne this a long time," said Madame Defarge. 

turning Iier eyes again upon Lucie. "Judge you! Is h 
likely that the troubie of one wife and mother would be mucl: 
to us n o w ? " 
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She resumed her knitting and went out. The Vengeance 
toUowed. Defarge went last, and closed the door. 

"Couragé, my dear Lucie," said Mr. Lorry, as he raised 
her. "Courage, courage! So far aU goes weU with us — 
'much, much better than it has of late gone with many poor 
Souls. Cheor up, and nave a thankful heart." 

" I am not thankless, I hope, but that dreadful woraaiî 
seems to throw a shadow on me and on all my hopes." 

"Tut , t u t ! " said Mr. Lorry; "what is this despond^-icy 
in the brave little breast ? A shadow indeed! ^ o substance 
in it, Lucie." 

But the shadow of the raajmer of these Defarges was dark 
upon hiraself, for aU that, and in his secret mind it troubled 
hira greatly. 

CHAPTER IV 

CALM IN S T O R M 

DocTOR MANETTE did not return until the mornîng of the 
fourth day of his absence. So much of what had happened 
in that dreadful time as could be kept from the knowiedge 
of Lucie was so well conceaied from her, that not until long 
afterwards, wiien France and she were far apart, did she know 
that eleven hundred defenceless prisoners of both sexes and 
aU ages Iiad been kUIed by the populace; that four " '̂ays and 
nights had been darkened by this deed of horror; and that 
the air around her had beeii tainted by the slain. Sbe only 
knew that tbere had been an attack upon the prisons, that 
ail political prisoners had been in danger, and that some had 
been dragged out by the crowd and raurdered, 

To Mr. Lorry, the Doctor coraraunicated under an injunc-
tion of secrecy on wliich he had no need to dweU, that the 
^rowd had taken hira through a scene of carnage to the prison 
of La Force- That, in the prison he îiad found a self-ap-
pointed Tribunal sitting, before which the prisoners were 
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brought singly, and by which they were rapidly ordered to bô 
put forth to be raassacred, or to be reieased, or (in a few cases) 
to be sent back to their cells- That, presented by his com 
ductors to this Tribunal, he had annoanced himself by name 
and prcfession as haviiig been for eighteen years a secret and 
unaccusad prisoner in the BastiIIe; that, one of the body so 
sitting in judgment had risen and identified hira, and that 
this man was Defarge. -̂*-———-̂ —^ 

That, hereupon he had^ascertaineií) through the registers 
on the tabie,^hat his son-m-law was among the iiving pris-
oners, and had pieaded hard to thre Tribuiiai — of whom sorae 
members were asieep and some awake, some dirty with raur-
der and some clean, some sober and some not — for his life 
aiid liberty. That, in the first fraiitic greetings iavi.shed on 
himseif as a notabie sufferer under tlie overthrown system, it 
had been accorded to him to iiave Cliaries Darnay brought 
before the lawiess Court, and examinecL Tiiat, iie seemeci 
on the point of being at once released, when tiie tide in his 
favour met with some unexpiained cliecic (not inteihgible to 
the Doctor), whicii ied to a few words of secret confere:ice. 
That, the man sitting as President hacl then informed Doctor 
Manette that the prisoner niust remaiii in custody, but shouid, 
for his salce, be iieid invioiate in safe custody. Tliat, imme-
diateiy, on a signal, the prisoner was removecl to the interior 
of the prison agaiii; but, that he, tiie Doctor, had then so 
strongiy pieaded for permission to remain and assure himseif 
that iiis son-in-Iaw was, through no malice or mischance, de-
livered to tiie concourse whose murderous yeils outside the 
gate had often drowned the proceedings, that he had obtained 
the permission, aiid had remained in that Hail of Blood until 
the danger was over. 

The sights he Iiad seen there, with brief snatches of food 
and sleep by intervals, siiali remain untold. The mad joy 
o\er the prisoners wiio were saved, had astounded iiim 
scarceiy less than the mad ferocity against those who were 
cut to pieces. One prisoner tliere v/as, he said, who had been 
discharged into the street free, but at whorn a mistaken 
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sa'̂ ^age had thrust a pike as he passed out. Being besought 
to go to him and dress the wound, the Doctoi had passed out 
at the same gate, and had found him in the arms of a com-
pany of Saraaritans, who were seated on the bodies of their 
victims. With an inconsisteiicy as monstrous as anything 
in this awful nightmare, they had helped the healer, and 
tended the wounded man with the gentlest solicitude — had 
raade a litter for him and escorted him carefully from the spot 
— had then caught up their weapons and plunged aiiew into 
a butchery so dreadful, that tlie Doctor had covered his eyes 
with his hands, and swooned away in the midst of it. 

As Mr. Lorrv received these confidences, aiid as he watched 
the face of his friend now sixty-two years of age, a misgiving 
arose within him that such dread experiences would revive 
the old danger, But, he had never seen his friend in his pres-
ent aspect: he Iiad never at ail known him in his present 
character. For the first time the Docfcor felt, now, that his 
suffering was strength and power. For the first time he felt 
that in that sharp fire, he had slowly forged the iron which 
could break the prison door of his daughter's husband, and 
deliver him. " I t ail tended to a good end, my friend; it 
was not mere waste and ruin. As ray beloved chiid was 
heipfui in restoring me to myself, I wili be helpful now in 
restoring the dearest part of herself to her; by the aid of 
Heaven I wiU do i t ! " Thus, Doctor Manette. And when 
Jarvis Lorry saw the kindied eyes, the resolute face, the calm 
strong look and bearing of the man whose life always seemed 
to him to have been stopped, like a clock, for so many years, 
and tiien set going again with an energy which had lain dor-
mant during the cessation of its usefulness, he beiieved. 

Greater things than the Doctor had at that time to con-
tend with, would have yielded before his persevering purpose. 
While he kept himself in his place, as a physician, whose busi-
ness was with all degrees of mankind, bond and free, rich and 
poor, bad and good, he used his personal influence so wisely, 
that he was soon the inspecting physician of three prisons, 
and among them of La Force. He could now assure Lucie 

u 
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that her husband was no longer confined alone, but waA 
mixed with the general body of prisoners; he saw her hus-
baiid weekiy, and brought sweet raessages to her, straight 
frora his lips; sometimes her husband himself sent a letter 
to her (though never by the Doctor's hand), but she was not 
permitted to write to him: for, araong the raany wiid sus-
picions of plots in the prisons, the wildest of ail pointed at 
emigrants who were known to have made friends or perma-
nent connections abroad. 

This new life of the Doctor's was an anxious lîfe, no doubt; 
still, the sagacious, Mr. Lorry saw that tliere was a new sus-
taining pride iii it. Nothing unbecoming tinged the pride; 
'4t was a natural and v/orthy one; but he observed it as a 
curiosity. Tiie Doctor Icnew, that up to that time, his im-
prisonment had been associated in the minds of his daughter 
and iiis friend, witii his personal affliction, deprivation, and 
weakness. Now that this w âs changed, and he knew hímself 
o be invested through that old trial with forces to whicli tliey 

both looked for Charies^s ultimate safety and deiiverance, he 
became so far exalted by the change, that he took the lead 
and direction, and required tiiem as the weaic, to trust to 
him as the stroiig. Tlie preceding relative positions of him-
self and Lucie wero reversed, yet oniy as the liveiiest grati-
tude and afi"ectîon could reverse tliem, for Iie could have had 
no pride but in rendering sonie service to her who had ren-
dered so much to him. "AII curious to see," thought Mr. 
Lorry, in his amiably shrewd way, " b u t all natural and right; 
so, take tiie iead, my dear fiiend, and keep i t ; it couldn't 
be in better hands." 

But, though the Doctor tried hard, and never ceased try^ 
ing, to get Chaiies Darnay set at iiberty, or at least to ger 
hira brouglit to trial, the pubiic current of the time set too 
strong and fast for hira. The iiew era began; the kiiig wad 
tried, doomed, and beheaded; the Repubhc of Liberty 
EquaHty, Fraternity, or Death, declared for victory or deatb 
against tlie worid in arms; the black fíag waved night and 
•̂ î Y from the great tow^rs of Notre Danie: tîiree hundretí 
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thousand men, suraraoned to rise against the tyrants of the 
^arth, rose frora all tlie varying soiis of France, as if the 
aragon^s teeth had been sown broadcast, and had yielded 
fruit equaliy on hiil and piain, on rock, in gravel, ancl aiiuvial 
raud, under the bright sky of the South and under the clouds 
of the North, iii feii and forest, in the vineyards and the olive-
grounds and among the cropped grass and the stubble of the 
corn, along the fruitfui banks of tbe broad rivers, and in the 
sand of tbe seashore. Wiiat private soiiyitude could rear 
itseif against the detí ge of the Year One of Liberty — tlic 
defî ge rising from beiow, not failing from above, and with 
the windows of Heaven shut, not opened! 

There was no pause, no pity, no peace, no interval of re-
lenting rest, no measureraent of tirae. Though days and 
nights circied as reguiarly as w^hen tirae was young, and tîie 
evening and morning were the first day, other count of time 
there was none. Hold of it was lost in the raging fever of a 
nation, as it ís in the fever of one patient. Now, breaking 
the unnatural silence of a whoie city, the executioner showed 
the peopie tiie head of the Icing — and now, it seeraed alraost 
in the same breath, the head of his fair wife wliich had had 
eight weary months of imprisoned widowhood and raisery. 
to turn it grey. 

And yet, obsefving the strange lãw of contradictîon which 
obtains in all such cases, the time was long, while it fiamed by 
so fast-. A revolutionary tribunal in the capital, and forty 
or fifty thousand revolutionary comraittees ail over the land; 
a law of the Suspected, which struck away all security for 
liberty or life, and delivered over any good and ínnocent 
person to aiiy bad and guiity one; prisons gorged with people 
who had coraraitted no offence, and could obtain no hearing; 
these things becarae the estabhshed order and nature of ap-
pointed things, and seemed to be ancient usage before they 
were niany weeks old, Above all, one hideous figure grew 
as familiar as if it had been before the general gaze from the 
foundatíons of the world — the figure of the sharp female 
^alled La GuiUotine-
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I t was the popular therae for jests; it was the best cure fa 
headache, it infaliibly prevented the hair from turning grey, 
it imparted a pecuiiar delicacy to the compiexion, it was the 
National Razor which shaved close: wh? kissed La Guiilo-
tine, looked through the httle window and sneezed into the 
sack. It was the sign of the regeneration of the human race 
I t superseded the Cross. Models of it were worn on breasts 
froîn which the Cross was discarded, and it was bowed down 
to aiid beheved in where tlie Cross was denied. 

I t sheared off heads so many, that it, and the ground it 
most poliuted, were a rotten red. I t was taken to pieces, 
like a toy-puzzle for a young Devil, and was put together 
agaiii when the occasion wanted it. It hushed the eloquent, 
strucic down the powerful, abolished the beautiful and good. 
Twenty-two friends of high public maric, twenty-one iiving 
and one dead, it had lopped the heads off, in one morning, 
iii as many minutes. Tlie name of tlie stroiig raan of Old 
Scripture liad desceiided to the chief functionary who woriced 
i t ; but, so armed, he was stronger than his namesake, ano 
blinder, and tore away the gates of God^s own Teraple every 
day. 

Among these terrors, and the brood belonging to them, 
the Doctor walked with a steady head: confident in his 
power, cautiously persistent in his end, never doubting that 
he would save Lucie's Iiusband at last. Yet the current of 
the time swept by, so strong and deep, and carried the time 
away so fiercely, that Charies had lain in prîson one year and 
tiiree months when the Doctor was thus steady and confident. 
So much more wicked and distracted had the Revolution 
grown in that December montli, that the rivers of the South 
were encumbered with the bodies of the vîolently drowned 
by night, and prisoners were shot în lines and squares under 
the southern wiiitry sun. StiII, the Doctor walked among 
the terrors with a steady head. No man better known than 
he, in Paris at that day; no man in a stranger situation. vSi-
lent, humane, indispensable in hospital and prison, using hia 
art equally among assassins and victims, he was a man apart 
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ín the exercise of his skill, the appearance and the story of 
the Bastille Captive reraoved him from ali other raen. He 
was not suspected or brought iii question, any raore than if 
he had indeed been recalled to life some eighteen years be 
fore» or were a Spirit raoving among mortals. 

CHAPTER V 

THE WOOD-SAWYER 

ONE year and three months. Durîng aîî that time Lucie 
was never sure, from hour to hour, but that the Guillotine 
would strike of her husband's head next day. Every day,. 
through the stony streets, the turabrils now jolted heavily; 
filled with Condemned. Loveiy girls; bright woraen, brown-
haired, black-haired, and grey; y^outbs; stalwart men and 
old; geiitle born and peasant born; all red wine for I^a GuiL 
lotine, all daily brouglit into light frora the dark cellars of the 
loathsorae prisons, and carried to her through the streets to 
slake her devouring thirst. Liberty, equahty, fraternity, or 
death; — the last, rauch the easiest to bestow, O GuiUotine í 

If the suddenness of her caiaraity, and the whirling wheels 
of the tinie, had stunned the Doctor's daughter into awaiting 
the result in idle despair, it would but have been with her a s 
it was with raany, But, frora the hour when she Iiad takeít 
the white head to her fresh young bosora in the garret of Sain^ 
Antoíne, she had been true to her duties. Sbe was truest t^' 
them in the season of trial, as all the quîetly ioyal and gocJc 
will always be. 

As soon as they were established in their new resîdence^ 
and her father had entered on the routine of his avocations, 
she arranged the Httle household as exactly as if her husband 
had been there. Everything had its appointed place and 'ts 
appointed tirae. Little Lucie she taught, as regularly, as if 
they had all been united in their EngHsh horae. The sHghr 
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devices wîth which she cheated herself into the show of a be 
lief that they would soon be reunited — tbe little prepara* 
tions for his speedy return, the setting aside of his chair and 
his booics — these, and the soiemn prayer at night for one 
dear prisoner especially, among the niany unhappy souis in 
prison and the shadow of deatii — were aimost the only out-
spoken reliefs of her heavy mincl. 

She did not greatly aiter in appearance. Tiie plain dark 
dresses, akin to mourning dresses, which she aiid her cliiid 
wore, were as neat and as w êii attended to as tiie brîgiiter 
clothes of happy days. Siie Íost her coiour, ancl tiie old and 
intent expression was a constant, iiot aii occasionai, thing; 
otherwise, she remained very pretty aiid coniely. Some-
times, at night on kissing her father, she would burst into 
the grief she had repressed ali day, aiid wouid say that her 
sole reliance, u-nder Heaven, was on him. He aiways reso-
iutely answered: "Notiiing can happen to him witliout my 
knowledge, and I know that I can save hira, Lucie." 

They hacl not made tîie round of tbeir changed life many 
weelcs, when her father said to her, on coming home one even-
ing: 

"My dear, there is an upper window in the prison, to which 
Charles can sometimes gain access at three iii tiie afternoon, 
When he caii get to it — wiiich depeiids oii niany uncertain-
ties and incidents — he miglit see you in tiie street, lie tiiinics, 
if you stood in a certain piace tiiat I can show you, But you 
wiU iiot be abie to see him, my poor child, and even if you 
could, it would be unsafe for you to malce a sign of recogni-
tion." 

" 0 show me the place, my father, and I w U go there every 
day." 

From that tîme, in all weathers, she waited there two hours. 
As the clock struck two, siie was there, and at four she turned 
resignedly away, Wlien it was not too wet or inclemgiii for 
her child to be with her, they went together; aFother timea 
she was aîone; but , she never missed a single day. 

I t was the dark and dirty corner of a small winding street 
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The ^ove of a cutter of wood înto lengths for burn ng, waa 
the only house at that end; all else was wall. On the third 
day of her being there, he noticed hero 

"Good day, citizeness." 
"Good day, citizen." 
Th s mode of address was now prescribed by decree. I t 

had been established voluntarily some tirae ago, among the 
more thorough patriots; but, was now law for everybody. 

"Walking here again, citizeness?" 
"You see me, citizen!" 
The wood-sawyer, who was a lîttle man wîth a redundancy ^ 

3f gesture (he had once been a mender of roads), câst a glance 
at the prison, pointed at the prison, and putting his ten fingers 
before his face to represent bars, peeped through them JO" 
CQsely. 

"But ît's not my business,'' saîd he. And went on sawing 
hîs wood. 

Next day he was looking out for her, and accosted her the 
moment she appeared. 

"What? Walking here agaîn, cîtizeness ? ̂ * 
"Yes, cîtizen." 
"Ah! A child too! Your mother, îs ît not, my Httle 

citizeness ? " 
"Do I say yes, mamma?" whispered Httle Lucîe, drawing 

close to her. 
"Yes, dearest.'' 
"Yes, citizen." 
"Ahl But it's not my busîness. My woi-k îs my busí-

ness. See my saw î I call it my Lîttle GuiIIotine. La, la^ 
la; La, la, la I And off his head comes! ̂ ' 

The biilet fell as he spoke, and he threw ît into a basket. 
" I call myself the Sarason of the firewood guillotine. See 

here again I Loo, loo, loo; Loo, loo, loo! And off her head 
comes! Now, a c ûld. Tickle, tickle; Pickle, pickle! And 
off its head comes. AU the faraily f" 

Lucie shuddered as he threw two more bîlîets into híáf 
basket, but it w âs impossible to be there while the wood* 
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sawyer was at work, and not be in his sîght. Thenceforth 
to secure his good will, she always spoke to him first, ana 
often gave him drink-money, which he readily received. 

He was an inquisitive feilow, and sometimes when she had 
quite forgotten him in gazing at tlie prison roof and grates, 
and in lifting her heart up to her husband, she wouid come to 
herseif to find him looking at her, with his knee on his bench 
and his saw stopped in its work. " But it^s not my business !̂ ^ 
he wouid geheraily say at those tîmes, and would briskly falî 
to hi"̂  sav/iiig again. 

ILÍ â Il weathers, in the snow and frost of winter, în the bitter 
winds of spriiig, in the hot sunsiiine of summer, in the rains of 
autumn, and again in the snow and frost of winter, Lucie 
passed two hours of every day at this piace; and every day 
on leaving ît, she kissed the piison wali. Her husband saw 
her (so she learned froin her father) it mîght be once în fivé 
or six times: it might be twice or tlirice runnîng: it might 
be, not for a week or a fortiiight together. I t was enough 
that he could and did see her when the chances served, and 
on that possibility she wouid have w^aited out the day, seven 
days a weeic. 

These occupafcio xS brought her round to the December 
month, wherein iier father walkecl among the terrors with a 
steady head. On a lightly-snowing afternoon sîie arrived at 
'ihe usual corner. I t was a day of some wiid rejoicîng, and 
a festival. She had seen the houses, as slie came along, 
decorated with little pilces, and with iitt e red caps stuclc 
apon them; also, with tricoloured ribbons; aiso, v/ith the 
standard inscription (tricoioured letters v/ere the favourîte), 
Republic One and Indivisible. Liberty, Equality, Frater-
níty, or Eca th ! 

The miserable sliop of the wood-sawyer was so smallj tliat 
its whole surface furnished very indifferent space for this 
legend. He had got somebody to scrawl it up for him, how-
ever, who had squeezed Death in wîth most inappropriate 
difficulty. On his house-top, he displayed pike and cap, as 
a good citîzen must, and in a window he had stationed \n^ 
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éûjw inscribed as hís "Little Saínte GuíIIotme'''—for the 
great sharp femaîe was by that time popularly canonised, 
His shop was shut and he was not there, which was a relief 
to Lucie, and \eft her quite alone. 

But, he was not far off, for presently she heard a troub ed 
movement and a shouting coming along, which fflled her with 
fear. A moment afterwards, and a throng of people came 
pouring round the corner by the prison wall, in the midst of 
whom was the w^ood-sawyer hand in hand with The Ven* 
geance. There could not be fewer than five hundred pe'^cle^ 
and they were dancing like five thousand demon:;. There 
was no other music than their own singing. They danced to 
the popular Revolution song, keeping a ferocious time that 
was lilce a gnashing of teeth in unison. Men and women 
danced together, woraxn danced together, men danced to-
gether, as hazard had brought them together. At first, they 
were a mere storm of coarse red caps and coarse w^oollen rags . 
but, as they fiiled the place, and stopped to dance about Lu-̂  
€Íe, some ghastly apparition of a dance-figure gone raving 
macl arose among them. They advanced, retreated, struck 
at one another's haiids, clutched at one another^s heads, spun 
round aioiie, caught one another and spun round in pairs, 
until many of them dropped. While those were down, the 
rest iinked hand in hand, and all spun round together: then 
the ring broke, and in separate rings of two and four they 
turned and turned until they all stopped at once, began again, 
struck, clutched, and tore, and then reversed the spin, and all 
spun round another way. Suddenly they stopped agaiu; 
paused, struck out the time afresh, forraed into lines the 
width of the public way, and, with their heads low down and 
their hands high up, swooped screaraing off. No fight could 
have been half so terrible as thîs dance. I t was so emphati-
cally a fallen sport — a something, once innocent, delivere^ 
over to all devilry — a healthy pastime changed înto a means 
of angering the blood, bewildering the senses, and steelîng 
the heart. Such grace as was visible in ít, made it the uglîer, 
showing how warped and perverted aU thíngs good b^r natur« 
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were become.. The maidenly bosora bared to this, the pretty 
alraost-chiîd s head tbus distracted, the delicate foot mincing 
in this slough of biood and dirt, were types of the disjointed 
time. 

This was the Carraagnole. As it passed, leaving Lucie 
frightened and bewildered in the doorway of the wood-saw-
yer's liouse, the feathery snow fell as quietly and lay as white 
and soft, as if it had never been. 

" 0 my father!" for he stood before her when she lifted up 
the eyes she had momentarily darkened with her hand; " sucb 
a cruei, bad siglit/^ 

" I know. my dear, I know. I have seen it many 
limes. Dor/t be frightened! Not one of them would haruí 

99 

" I am not frightened for rayself, my father. But when I 
thînk of ray husband, and the mercies of these people — *' 

" We wiil set him above their mercies very soon. I left him 
chrabing to tiie window^ and I came to teU you. There is no 
one here to see* You may kiss your hand towards that high-
est shelving roof.*^ 

" I do so, father, and I send hira ray Soul wîth î t? ' ' 
''You cannot see him, my poor dear?" 
' N o , father," said Lucie, yearning and weeping as she 

kissed her hand, "no ." 
A footstep in the snow. Madame Defarge. " I salute yoUy 

citizeness,'' from the Doctor. " I salute you, citizen." Thís 
in passing. Nothing more. Madame Defarge gone^ Uke a 
shadow over the white road. 

"Give me your arm, my love. Pass from here wîth an air 
pî cheerfulness and courage, for his sake. That was well 
fdone;" they had left the spot; " i t shaU not be in vain 
Charles is summoned for to-morrow/' 

" For to-morrow!" 
"There is no time to lose. I am weîî prepared, but then? 

ore precautions to be taken, that could not be taken until be 
was actualiy summoned beîore the Tribunai He has nct 
received the notice yet. but I know that he wiU preæntly DÍ? 
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summoned for to-morrow, and reraoved to the Conciergerîe^; 
I have tiraely inforraation. You are not afraid?" 

She couid scarceiy answer, " I trust in you." 
"Do so, impHcitly. Your suspense is neariy ended, ray 

darlíng; he sliali be restored to you within a few hours; I 
have encorapassed him with every protection. I must see 
Lorry/^ 

He stopped. There was a heavy lumbering ol wheels 
within hearing. They both knew too well what it iheant, 
One. Two. Three. Three tumbrils faring away with tbeir 
dread loads over the hushing snow. 

" I must see Lorry," the Doctor repeated, turning her 
another wav. 

The staunch old gentleraan was Gtill in hís t rust ; had never 
'eft it* He aiid his books were in frequent requisition as to 
property confiscated and raade national. What he couid 
^ave for the owners, he saved. No better raan living to hold 
fast by what Tellson's had in keeping, and to hoid Iiis peace. 

A murlcy red and yeliow sky, and a rising mist frora tlie 
Seine, denoted the approach of darkness. I t was alraost 
dark when they arrived at the Bank. The stately residence 
of Monseigneur was altogether blighted and deserted. Above 
a heap of dust and ashes in the court, ran the letters: Na-
tional Property. Republic One and Indivisible. Liberty, 
EquaHty, Fraternity, or Death î 

Who could tbat be with Mr. Lorry — the owner of the 
riding-coat upon the chair — who must not be seen ? From 
whom newly arrived, did he come out, agitated and sur-
prised, to take his favourite in his arms? To whom did he 
appear to repeat her faltering words, when, raising his voice 
and turning his head towards the door of the room froT^ 
which he had issued, he said: "'Removed to the Conciergerie, 
^nd summoned for to-morrow?'^ 
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CHAPTER Vî 

TR UMPH 

T H E dread Tribunaî of five Judges, Pubíic Prosecutor, and 
ietermined Jury, sat every day. Theîr lists went forth every 
'i'ivening^ and v/ere read out by the gaolers of the varîoua 
prisons to their prisoners. The standard gaoier-joíce was, 
'Ccme out aiid listen to the Evening Paper^ you inside 

there! ' ' 
'^Char es EvrémiOncle, calied Darnay!^' 
So at iast began the Evening Paper at La Force. 
Wiieii a narne was caiied, its owner stepped apart into a 

spot reserved for those who were announced as being thus 
íataiiy recorded, Charles Evrémonde, calied Darnay, had 
reason to know^ the usage; he iiad seen liundreds pass away 
so. 

His bloated gaoler, wh(̂  wore spectacles to read wíth, 
gianced over them to assure himself that he had taken his 
piace, and went through the iist, making a similar short 
pause at each name- There were twenty-three nanies, but 
oniy twenty were responded to ; for one of the prisoners so 
ummoned had clied in gaol and been forgotten, and two had 

aiready been guillotined and forgotten. The iist was read, 
in tlie vauited chamber where Darnay had seen the associated 
prisoners oii tiie night of his arrivai. Every one of those had 
perished in the massacre ; every human creature he had since 
cared for and parted with, had died oii the scaffoid. 

There were hurried words of fareweil and kindness, but the 
parting was soon over. I t v/as the incident of every day. 
and the society of La Force were engaged in the preparation 
of some games of forfeits and a littie concert, for that even-
ing. They crowded to the grates and siied tears there; but^ 
twenty places in the projected entertainments had to be 
refilled, and the time was, at best, short to the lock-up hour, 
when the common rooms and corridors would be delivered 
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avbî to the great dogs who kept watch there througb 
the night. The prisoners were far from insensible or unfeel-
ing; their v/ays arose out of the condition of the tirae. Simi-
îarly, though with a subtle difference, a species of fervour or 
intoxication, known, without doubt, to have led soine persons 
to brave the guiUotine unnecessariiy, aiid to die by it, was 
not mere boastfulness, but a wild infection of the wildly 
shaken public mind. In seasons of pestilence, some of Ub 
will have a secret attraction to the disease — a terrible pass-
ing inciination to die of it. And all of us have like wonders 
hidden in our breasts, only needing circumstances to evoke 
them. 

The passage to the Conciergerie was short and dark; the 
night in its vermin-haunted cells was long and cold. Next 
day, fifteen prisoners were put to tlie bar before Charles 
Darnay's name was cailed. AII the fifteen were conderaned, 
and the trials of the whoie occupied an hour and a half. 

"Charles Evrêraonde, called Darnay," was at length ar-
raigned. 

His judges sat upon the Bench in feathered hats; but the 
fough red cap and tricoloured cockade was the head-dress 
otherwi'se preva ling. Looking at the Jury and the turbu-
leiit audience, Iie might have thought that the usual order 
of things was reversed, and that the felons were trying tlie 
honest men. The lowest, cruelest, and worst populace of a 
city, never without its quantity of low, cruei, and bad, were 
the directing spirits of the scene: noisily cora^menting, ap 
plauding, disapproving, anticipating, and precipitating the 
result. Vv fchout a check. Of the raen, the greater part were 
arraed in vanous ways; of the woraen, sorae wore knives, 
some daggers, sorae ate and drank as they looked on, many 
knittecL Araong these last, was one, with a spare piece of 
knitting under her arra as she worked. She ŵ as in a front 
row^ by the side of a man whom he had never seen since his 
arrival at the Barrîer, but whom he directly reraembered as 
Defarge. He noticed that she once or twice whispered in his 
ea^ and that she seemed to be his wife; but, what he most 



302 A TALE OF TWO CITIES 

noticed in the two figures was, that although they were posted 
as close to himself as théy could be, they never looked towarda 
him. They seemed to be waiting for soraething with a dogged 
determination, and they loolced at the Jury, but at nothing 
else. Under the President sat Doctor Manette, in his usual 
quiet dress. As well as the prisoner could see, he and Mr« 
Lorry were the only men there, unconnected with the Tri-
bunal, who wore their usual clothes, and had not assumed 
the coarse garb of the Carmagnoie. 

Charles Evrémonde, cailed Darnay, was accused by th^ 
public prosecutor as an emigrant, whose Hfe wa>s forfeit 
the Republic, under the decree which banished alí emigranfcs 
on pain of Death. It was nothing that the decree bore date 
since his return to Frahce. There he was, and there was the 
decree; he had been taicen in France, and his head was de-
manded. 

"Take off his head!" cried the audience. "An enemy to 
the Republic!" 

The President rang his bell to silence those crîes, and 
asked the prisoner whether it was not true thafc he had lived 
many years in England ? 

Undoubtedly it was. 
Was he not an emigrant then ? What did he call hîmself ? 
Not an emigrant, he hoped, within the sense and spirit of 

the law. 
Why not ? the Presîdent desired to know« 
Because he had voluntarily relinquished a title that was 

distasteful to him, and a station that was distasteful to him, 
and had left his country — he submitted before the word 
emigrant in the present acceptation by the Tribunaî was in 
use — to live by his own industry in England, rather than 
on the industry of the overladen people of Francc. 

What proof had he of this ? 
He handed in the names of two witnesses; ThéophUe Ga-

belle, and Alexandre Manette. 
But he had married in Eng and? the President remindc* 

him. 
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True, but not an EngHsh woman. 
A citizeness of France ? 
Yes. By birth. 
Her name and family ? 
"Lucie Manette, only daughter of Doctor Manette, the 

good physician who sits there." 
ThÍE answer had a happy effect upon the audience. Cries 

m exaitation of the well-known good physician rent the hall. 
So capriciously were the people moved, that tears immedi-
ately rolied down several ferocious countenances which had 
been glaring at the prisoner a moment before, as if with im-
patience to pluck him out into the streets and kill him. 

On these few steps of his dangerous way, Charles Darnay 
had set his foot according to Doctor Manette's reiterated 
instructions. The same cautious counsel directed every step 
that lay before hira, and had prepared every inch of his road. 

The President aslced, why had he returned to France when 
he did, and not sooner? 

He had not returned sooner, he replîed, simply because he 
had no means of living in France, save those he had resigned; 
whereas, in Engiand, he lived by giving instruction in the 
French language and literature. He had returned when he 
did, on the pressing and written entreaty of a French citizen, 
who represented that his Hfe was endangered by his absence. 
He had come back, to save a citizen^s Hfe, and to bear his 
testimony, at whatever personal hazard, to the truth. Was 
that criminal in tlie eyes of the Republic ? 

Tlie popuiace cried enthusîastically, "No 1" and the Presî-
dent rang his bell to quiet them. Which it did not, fcr they 
continued to cry "No !" until they left off, of their own wiU. 

The President required the name of tliat citizen ? The ac-
cused exp ained that the citizen was his first witness. He 
also referred with confidence to the citizen's letter, which 
had been taken from him at the Barrier, but which he did 
not doubt w^ould be found among the papers then before the 
President> 

The Doctor had taken care that ît shoU)d be there — had 
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assured him that ît would be there — and at thîs stage of fch© 
proceedings it was produced and read. Citizen Gabelie v/as 
cahed to confirm it, and did so. Citizen Gabelie hintei , '̂ /•tfc 
infinite deiicacy and poiiteness, that in the pressure o busi-
ness imposed on the Tribunai by the muititude of enemies oí 
the Repubhc with which it had to deai, hb had been slightly 
overlooked in his prison of the Abbaye — in fact, had rather 
passed out of the Tribunal's patriotic remembrance — until 
three days ago; when he hacl been summoned before it, and 
had been set at liberty on the Jury's deciaring themselve^ 
satisfied that the accusation against him was ansv/ered, as to 
himseif, by the surrender of the citizen Evrémonde, called 
Darnay. 

Doctor Manette v/as next questionecl. His high personaî 
popuiarity, and the ciearness of iis answers, macie a great 
impression; but, as he proceeded, as he showed that the Ac-
cusecl was his first friend on his reiease from his long impris-
onment; that, tiie accused had remained in England, aiways 
faithfui aiid devoted to his daughter and himseif in their 
exiie; that, so far from being in favour with the Aristocrat 
government there, he had actuaily been triecl for his life by 
it, as the foe of Engiand aiid friend of the United States —-
as he brought tliese circumstances into view, with the great-
est discretion and with tlie straig itforward force of truth 
«î.nd earnestness, the Jury and tiie populace became one. 
Aí last, w^hen he appeaied by name to Monsieur Lorry, an 
Engiish geiitleman then and there present, who, like him-
seK, had been a witness on that English trial and coViM 
corroborate his account of it, the Jury declared that ur-j 
had heard enough, and that they were ready with their votes 
if the President were content to receive them. 

At every vote (the Jurymen voted aloud and îndividually)^ 
the populace set up a sliout of applause. AII tlie voices were 
m the prisoner's favour, and the President declared him free. 

Then, began one of those extraordinary scenes with which 
the populace sometiraes gratified their fickleness, or theÎT 
hetter impiUses towards generosity and mercy, or which the> 
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regarded as some set-off against their swolîen account cí 
cruel rage. No man can decide now to which of these mo-
tives such extraordinary scenes were referable; it is probablc; 
to a blending of all the three, with the second predominating. 
No sooner was the acquittal pronounced, tiian tears were 
«hed as freely as blood at another time, and such fraternal 
jmbraces were bestowed upon the prisoner by as many of 
both sexes as could rush at him, that afcer his long and un-
wholesome confinement he was in danger of fainting frora 
exhaustion; none the less because he knew very weli, that 
the very sarae peopie, carried by another current, would have 
rushed at hira with the very same intensity, to rend him to 
pieces and strew him over the streets. 

His removal, to niake way for other accused persons who 
were to be tried, rescued him from these caresses for the mo-
ment. Five were to be tried together, next, as enemies of 
the Republic, forasmuch as they had not assisted it by word 
or deed. So quick was the Tribunal to compensate itself 
and the nation for a chance lost, that these five came down 
to him before he left the place, condemned to die witiiin 
twenty-four Iiours. The first of them told him so, with the 
customary prison sign of Death — a raised finger — and 
fchey all added in words, "Long live the Republic!" 

The five had had, it is true, no audience to lengfchen their 
proceedings, for when he and Doctor Manetfce emerged from 
the gate, there was a great crowd about it, in which there 
seemed to be every face he had seen in Court — except tv/o, 
for which he looked in vain. On his coming out, the con-
course made at him anew, weéping, embracing, and shouting, 
all by turns and ail together, until the very tide of the river 
on the bank of which the mad scene was acted, seemed to 
run mad, like the people on the shore. 

They put him into a great chair they had araong them, and 
which they had taken either out of the Court itself, or one of 
Ets rooms or passages. Over the chair they had thrown a 
red flag, an i to the back of it they had bound a pike with a 
ted cap on its top. In this car of triumph, not even the Do y 
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tor's entreaties couid prevent his being carried to his home 
on men's shoulders, with a confused sea of red caps heaving 
about him, and casting up to sight from the stormj^ deep such 
wrecks of faces, that Iie more tban once misdoubted his minû 
being in confusion, and that he was in the tumbrii on his way 
to the Guiilotine. 

In wild dreamlike procession, erabracîng whom tiiey met 
and pointing him out, they carried hira on* Redd /chvg the 
snowy streets with the prevaihng Repubiican coiour, m Avind* 
mg and tramping through them, as they had reddened them 
beiow the snow with a deeper dye, they carriecl liim tiius into 
the courtyard of the building where he hved. Ker father 
had gone on before, to prepare iier, and wheii her husband 
stood upon his feet, slie dropped insensibie in his arras. 

As he iield her to his heart and turiied lier beautiful head 
between Ihs face and tiie brawiing crowd, so that îiis teart^ 
and her iips miglit come to^ether uiiseen, a few of the people 
fell to dancing. Instantly, all the rest feli to dancing, and 
the courtyard overflowed with tiie Carmagnoie. Then, tiiey 
elevated into tiie vacant chair a young woman from the crowd 
to be carried as tiie Goddess of Liberty, and tlien swelling 
and overflowing out into the adjacent streets, and along the 
river's bank, and over the bridge, tiie Carmagnole absorbed 
them every one and whirled t ieiii away. 

After grasping the Doctor^s hand, as Iie stood \ictoiious 
and proud before him; after grasping the haiid of Mr. Lorryĵ  
who came panting in breathless from his struggie against the 
wafcerspout of the Carmagnole; after kissing iitfcie Lucie, who 
was iifted up to clasp her arms round Iiis neck; and after 
embracing tlie ever zeaîous and faîthful Pross who Hfted her; 
he took his wife in his arnis, and carried her up to their rooms. 

" Lucie î My own l I am safe." 
" O dearest Ciiaries, let me thank God for this on ray kneei^ 

^ I have prayed to Him." 
They aU reverently bowed their heads and hearts Wheĉ  

ehe was again in his arms, he said to her: 
' 'And now speak to your father» dearest. JNO other xmci 

file:///ictoiious
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m aU this France could have done what he has done 
for me." 

She laid her head upon her father's bfeast, as she had laid 
hîs poor head on her own breast, long, long ago. He waa 
happy in the returii he had made her, he was recompensed 
for his suffering, he ŵ as proud of his strength. "You must 
not be weak, my darling," he remonstrated; "don't tremble 
so. I have saved him." 

CHAPTER VII 

A KNOCK AT THE DOOR 

'*I HAVB saved hîm." It was not another of the dreams în 
which he had often come back; he was realiy here. And yet 
hís wife trembied, and a vague but heavy fear was upon her. 

AII the air round was so thick and dark, the people were so 
passionately revengeful and fitful, the innocent were so con-
stantly put to death on vague suspicion and black malice, it 
was so impossible to forget that many as blameless as her 
husband aiid as dear to otliers as he was to her, every day 
shared the fate from which he had been clutched, that her 
heart couid not be as lightened of its load as she felt it ought 
to be. Tiie shadows of the wintry afternoon were beginning 
to fall, and even now the dreadful carts were rolling through 
the streets. Her mind pursued them, looking for hirax among 
the Condemned; and then she clung closer to hîs real pres-
ence and trembled raore. 

Her father, cheering her, showed a compassionate supe-
riority to this woman^s weakness, which was wonderful to 
see. No garret, no shoemaking, no One Hundred and î ive^ 
North Tower, now! He had accomplished the task he had 
set himself, his promise was redeemed, he had saved Charles. 
Let them all lean upon him. 

Their housekeeping was of a very fri^al kind: not only 
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because fch?t was the safest way of life, involvíng the îea^ 
offence to the people, but because they were not licli, and 
Charies, throughout his imprisonment, had had to pay îieaviiy 
for his bad food, and for Iiis guard, and towards the living oi 
the poorer prisoners. Partly on this account, and partly to 
avoid a domestic spy, they kept no servant; the citizen anci 
citizeness who acted as porters at the courtyard gate, ren-
dered them occasional service; and Jerry (aimost wlioiiy 
transferred to them by Mr, Lorry) had become tiieir daiiy 
retainer, aiid had iiis bed tiiere every niglit. 

I t was an ordinance of tlie Repubiic Oiie and Indivîsible 
of Liberty, Ec{uaiity, Fraternity, or Death, that on the door 
or doorpost of eve^y house, the name of every inmate raust 
be legibly inscribed in letters of a certain size, at a certain 
conveiiient height from tiie ground. Mr. Jerry Crunciier's 
name, therefore, duly embeiiished tiie doorpost down below; 
and, as the afternoon shadows deepened, the owner of that 
iiarae himseif appeared, from overiooking a painter whom 
Doctor Manette had employed to add to the Hst tlie name of 
Charies Evrémonde, calied Darnay. 

In tiie universal fear and distrust that darkened the tíme, 
ali the usuai harmiess ways of life were changed. In the 
Doctor^s littie household, as in very many others, the articies 
of dai y consumption that were wanted were purchased every 
evening, in small quantities and at various small shopts. To 
avoid attracting iiotice, and to give as iittie occasion as pos-
sible for taik and envy, was the general desire. 

For some months past, Miss Pross and Mr. Cruncher had 
discharged the office of purveyors; the former carrying the 
mo.ney; the latter, tlie bâ s ceTT Every arternoon at about 
the time when the public lamps were lighted, they fared forth 
on this duty, and made and brought home such purchases as 
were needful. Although Miss Pross, through her long asso--
ciation with a French faraily, might have known as much of 
their language as of her own, if she had had a mind, she had 
no mind in that direction; consequently she knew no more 
of that "nonsense ' ' (as she was pleased to caU it) than M^ 



A TALE OF TWO CITIES 30S 

Cruncher dîd, So her manner of marketing was to plump a 
ûoun-substantîve at the head of a shopkeeper without any 
introduction in the nature of an article, and, if it happened 
not to be the name of the thing she wanted, to look round for 
that thing, lay hold of it, and hold on by it until the bargain 
was concluded. She always made a bargain for it, by hold-
ing up, as a statement of its just price, one finger less than 
the ra^erchant heid up, whatever his number migíit be. 

"Now, Mr. Cruncher," said Miss Pross, whose eyes were red 
with felicity; "if you are ready, I am." 

Jerry hoarsely professéd hiraself at Miss Pross's servîceo 
He had worn ail his rust off long ago, but nothing would ffle 
his spiky head down. 

"There's all raanner Ox ''jhings wanted,'^ saîd Miss Pross, 
"and we sliail have a precious time of it. We waiit wine^ 
amohg the rest. Nice toasts these Redheads will be drink-
tng, wherever we buy it." 

" It wiil be much the same to your knowledge, mîss, I should 
thînk," retorted Jerry, "whether they drink your health or 
the Old Un's." 

"Who 'she? ' ' said Miss Pross. 
Mr. Cruncher, with some diffidence, explained himself as 

meaning "Old Nick's." 
" H a ! " said Miss Pross, " i t doesn't need an interpreter to 

explain the raeaning of these creatures. They have but onCî 
and it's Midnight Murder, and Mischief." 

"Hush, dear! Pray, pray, be cautious!'* cried Lucie. 
"Yes, ŷ es, yes, I'II be cautious," said Miss Pross; "but 

may say among ourselves, that I do hope there will be no 
onîony and tobaccoey smotherings in the form of embrac-
ings all round, going on in the streets. Now, Ladybird, nevei 
you stir from that fire tiU I come back! Take care of the 
dear husband you have recovered, and don't move your pretty 
head from his shoulder as you have it now, till you see me 
again! May I ask a question, Doctor Manette, before 
I go?" 

" I think you may take that Hberty/* the Doctor answered 
sraiHne -̂
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"For gracious sake, don't talk about Liberty; we h a ^ 
quite enough of that," said Miss Pross. 

"Hush, dear! Again?" Lucie remonstrated. 
"WeU, my sweet/^ said Miss Pross, nodding her head em-< 

phatically, "the short and the long of it is, that I ara a sub-
ject of His Most Gracious Majesty King George the Third;" 
Miss Pross curtseyed at the name; "'and as such, my maxim 
is, Confound their politics, Frustrate their knavish tricks, 
On him our hopes we íix, God save the King!°" 

Mr. Cruncher, inrv access of loyalty, growlingly repeated 
the words after Miss Pross, Hke somebodv at church. 

" I arn glad you have so much of the Englishman in you, 
though I wish you had never taken that cold in your voice," 
said Miss Pross, approvingly. "But the question, Doctor 
Manette. Is there" — it was ihe good creature^s way to 
affect to make light of anything that was a great anxiety with 
them aU, and to come at it in this chance manner — "is there 
any prospect yet, of our getting out of this place ? '̂ 

" I fear not yet. It would be dangerous for Charles yet. "̂  
" Heigh-ho-hum î" said Miss Pross, cheerfully repressing 

a sigh as she glanced at her darling's golden hair in the light 
of the firO; " then we must have patience and wait: that's alL 
We must hold up our heads and fight low, as my brother 
Solomon used to say. Now, Mr. Cruncher! — Don't you 
move, Ladybird!'' 

They went out, leavîng Lucie, and her husband, her father, 
and tlîe child, by a bright fire. Mr̂  Lorry was expected back 
presently frora the Banking HousCo Miss Pross had Hghted 
the lamp, but had put it asîde ín a corner, that they might 
enjoy the fire-Iight undisturbed. Little Lucíe sat by her 
grandfather with her hands clasped through hís arm: and 
he, in a tone not rîsing much above a whisper, began to tell 
her a story of a great and powerful Faíry who had opened a 
prison-waîl and let out a captive who had once done the Faíry 
a service. AB was subdued and quiet, and Luîie was more 
at ease than í̂ he had been. 

' ' What "Ls t h a t ? " she cried, all at once« 
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'^My deart** saîd her father, stopping în hîs story, and 
llaying hîs hand on hers, "command yourself. What a dís^ 
ordered state you are in! The least thing — nothing — 
Btartles you! You^ your father's daughter!" 

" thought, my father," said Lucie, excusing herself, wîtb 
^ pale face and in a faitering voice, " that I heard strange 
feet upon the stairs." 

"My love, the staircase is as stiU as Death.*' 
As he said the word, a blow was struclc upon the door. 
"Oh father, father. What can this beî Hide Charles 

Save him \' ̂  
"My child," said the Doctor, rîsing, and layîng his hand 

apon her shoulder, " I have saved him. What weakness Is 
this, my dear! Let me go to the door." 

He took the larap in his hand, crossed the two íntervenîng 
Duter rooras, and opened it. A rude clattering of feet over 
the floor, and four rough men in red caps, armed with sabre^ 
snd pistols, entered the room. 

"The Citizen Evrémonde, called Darnay," said the first. 
"Who seeks hira?" answered Darnay. 
" I seek him, We seek him. I know you, Evréraonde; 

í saw you before the Tribunal to-day. You are again the 
prisoner of the RepubHc." 

The four surrounded him, where he stood with his wife and 
child clinging to him. 

"TeU me how and why am I again a prisoner?'* 
" I t is enough that you return straight to the Conciergerie, 

aná wiîl -̂'cow to-morrow. You are summoned for to-mor« 
row. ' 

Doctor lÆanette, whom thîs visitatîon had so turned ix:to 
âtone, that he stood with the lamp ín hîs hand, as if he were 
a- statue made to hold it, moved after these words were spoken 
put the lamp down, and confronting the speaker, and takinp 

Im, not imgently, by the loose front of his red wooîlen ^.^ ^̂î: 
id: 
" You know hîm, you have saíd. Do yoiî fauow m^V^ 
"YeSv I know ^ou Citizen Doctor^" 
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"' We aîî know you^ Citizen Doctor,'^ said the other three* 
He looked abstractedly from one to another. and saíd, in i 

jd̂ wer voice, after a pause i 
"WiU you answer his questíon to me then? How does 

this happen?'^ 
"Qtizen Doctor/* saíd the first, reíuctaDtiy^ "he has beeD 

denounced to the Section of Saint Antoine. This citizen,'* 
pointing out the second who had entered, *'" irom Saint 
Antoine/' 

The citizen here indicated nodded his head^ and added^ 
'^He is accused by Saiiit Antoine'* 
''Of what?" asked the Doctor. 
''Citizen Doctor," said the first, with his former reîuctance, 

"ask 110 more. If the Republic demands sacrífices from you, 
W thout doubt you as a good patriot will be happy to make 
them. The Republic goes before alL The People is su-
preme. Evrémonde, ŵ e are pressed." 

''On:^ word," the Doctor entreated. "WiU you teU me 
who denounced h im?" 

' ' l t ís against rule,'* answered the first; "but you can ask 
Him of Saint Antoine here," 

The Doctor turned his eyes upon tha-t man. Who inoved 
uneasiiy on Iiis feet, rubbed hís beard a Httle, and at lengtb 
said: 

"Wellt Truly it is against rule But he is denounced — 
and gravely — by the Citizen and Citizeness De^?/"^^ And 
by one other." 

"What other?" 
' 'Do you ask, Citizen Doctor?*^ 
^-'Yes." 
"Then/^ said he of Saint Antoine^ with a strange toofc *':fO'̂ íi 

Wêå be answered to-morrow Now, I am dumbl ' 
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CHAPTER VIIÍ 

é. HAND AT CARDg 

fíAFPîLY tmconscious of the new ca amîty at home, Míss 
Pross threaded her way along the narrow streets and crossed 
the river by th^ bridge of the Pont-Neuf, reckoning in her 
raind the number of indispensable purchases she had to make. 
Mr. Cruncher, with the basket, wallced at her side. They 
both looked to the right and to the lef t in|;o most of the shops 
fliey pasbod, liad a wary eye for ail gre_ganous asserablages of 
people, and turned out :f their road to avoid any very ex-
dted group of talkers. It was a raw evening, and the misty 
river, blurred to the eye with blazing Hghts and to the ear 
with harsh noises, shov/ed where the barges were stationec 
in which the smiths worked, making guns for the Army oí 
îhe RepubliCo Woe to the man who play^cd tricks with thm 

Army, or got undeserved promotion in it I Better for hira 
that íiis beard had never growm, for tlie National Razof 
shaved him close. 

Having purchased a few small articles of grocery, and fc 
measu':^ of oil for the lamp, Miss Pross bethought herseif o)í 
the wiiie tliey wanted. After peeping into several wine-shop&, 
she stopped at the sign of The Good RepubHcan Brutus oí 
Antiquity, not far from the National Palace, once (and twice) 
the Tuileries, where the aspect of things rather took her fancy 
It had a quieter look than any other place of the sarae de-
5pription they Iiad ppT^ed, and, though red with patriotic 
caps, was not so red as the rest. Sounding Mr. Ounoheî 
and finding him of !ier opiiiion, Miss Pross resorted to The 
Good Republican Brutus of Antîquity, attended by her cava-
Her. 

SHghtly observant of the smoky Hghts; of the people, pipe 
in mouth, playing with limp cards and yellow dominoes: oí 
the one bare-breasted, bare-armed, soot-begrimed workmai. 
reading a journal aloud, and of the others listening to him 
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of the weapons worn, or laîd asîde to be resumed; of the two 
or three customers fallen forv/ard asleep, wiio in the popuia t 
high-shouldered sliaggy black spencer looked, in that Htti-
tude, Hke slurabering l^ears or dogs; the two outlandish cu& 
tomers approached the counter, and showei what th^y 
wanted. 

As their wine was measuring out, a man p^irted frora aîii-
otiier inan in a corner, and rose to depart. In going, he had 
to face Miss Pross. No sooner did he face Iiei', tiian Miss 
Pross uttered a screara, and ciapped her hands. 

In a momeiit, the whoie company v/ere on theîrieet. That 
somebody was assassinated by somebody vindicatmg a differ-
ence of opinion was tbe iikehest occurfênceT Everybody 
looked to see somebody fall, but oniy saw a man and ã 
woman standing staring at each otiier; the man vi th ail the 
outward aspect of a Frenchman aiid a tliorough R^cubHcan^' 
the woman, evidentiy Engiish. 

What was said in this disappoîiiting anti-climax, by the 
disciples of the Good Repubiican Brutus of Antiquity, ex-
cept tîiat it was something very volubie anri loud, would have 
been as so much Hebrew or Ciialdeaii to v lss Pross and her 
protector, though tiiey had been all ears. But, they had no 
ears for anything in tiieir surprise. For, it must be recorded, 
that not only was Miss Pross lost in amazement a.nd agitation^ 
but, Mr. Cruncher — though it seemed oii his own separate and 
hidividuai account — was in a state of the greatesL vvonder. 

" What is the raatter?" said the man who had caused Miss 
Pross to scream; speaking Ín a vexed, abrupt 'vch-e (though 
in a low tone), and in Enghsh, 

"Oh, Solomon, dear Soiomon!'' cried M^ss Pross, clappîng 
iier hands again. " After not setting ej^es upoii you or hear-
ing of you for so iong a time, do I find you liere ! '̂  

"Don^t cail me Soiomon. Do you want to be the deatb 
oí m e ? " asked tlieman, in a furtive, frighteiied way. 

"Brother, brother!" cried Miss Pross, bursting into tears. 
'Have I ever been so hard with you that you ask me such f 
cruel question?" 
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"Then hoîd your meddlesome tongue," said Solomon, "and 
come out, if you want to speak to me. Pay for your wiue 
and come out, Who*s this man?" 

Miss Pross, shaking her loving and dejected head at her by 
no means affectionate brother, said through her tears, "Mcn 
Cruncher." 

"Let him come out too,'' said Soloraon. "Does he fchinb 
me a ghosfc?" 

Apparently, Mr. Crjincher did, to judge from his iootcs 
He said not a wordyftowever, and Miss Pross, explorinj^; i^tw 
depths of her reti(?fUe througli her tears wifch great difficuity 
paid for her wine. As she did so, Soiomon turned fco t'm toí 
îowers of the Good Republican Brutus of Antiquifcy. *î.â  
offered a few words of expîanation in the Frencii language^ 
which caused them all to relapse infco their former piaces and 
pursuits. 

"Now," said Soloraon, stopping at the dark street cornerj 
"what do you want?'^ 

"How dreadfully unkind în a brother nothing has ever 
turned ray love away from!" cried Miss Pross, " to give me 
such a greeting, and show me no affection." 

"There. Con-found it! There," said Solomon,(makîng & 
dab at Miss Pross's lips with his own) "Now are you con-
t en t?" ^ 

Miss Pross only shook her head and wept în sUence. 
"If you expect me to be surprised," said her brother Soîo-

mon, " I am not surprised; I knew you were here; I know 
of most people who are here. If you really don^t want to 
endanger my existence — which I half beheve you do — go 
your ways as soon as possible, and let me go mine. I am 
busy. I am an official." 

"My EngHsh brother Solomon," mourned Miss Pross, cast-
ing up her tear-fraught eyes, "that had the makings în him 
of one of the best and greatest of men in his native countryj, 
an official among foreigners, and such foreigners! I would 
almost sooner have seen the dear boy lying in his ——" 

" I said so?" cried her brother. interrupting. "^ knew it. 
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You want to be the death of me. I shall be rendered Su& 
pected, by my own sister. Just as I am getting on !" 

"Tlie gracious and raerciful Heavens forbid!" crîed Mîss 
Pross. " F a r rather would I never see you again, dear Solo-
mon, though I have ever loved you truiy, and ever shalL 
Say b it one affectionate word to me, and teil me there is 
nothing angry or estranged between us, anci I will detain yo^i 
no loiiger." " • 

Gooci Miss Pross! As if the estrangement between tliera 
had come of aiiy culpabiiity of hers. As if Mr. L..iTy Iiad 
not known it for a fact, years ago, in the quîet covmc Ji Soho^ 
that tiiis precious brotlier had spent iier money and left her l' 

He was saying the affectionate word, however, with a fai 
more grudging condescension and patronage than iie could 
have shown if tiieir relative merits and positions had been 
reversed (wiiicii is invariabiy tlie case, ali the world over), 
when Mr. Cruncher, touching him on tlie siioulder, hoarsely 
and unexpectediy interposed with the foUowing singular 
question! 

" I say! Might I ask the favour? As to whether your 
name is John Soiomon, or Solomon Joim?'^ 

The official turned towards him with sudden distrust- He 
had not previousiy uttered a word. 

"Come!'^ said Mr. Cruncher. "Spealc out, you know/^ 
(Which, by the way, was more tiian he could do iiimself.) 
"John Solomon, or Solomon Joiin? Slie calis you Solomonj 
and she must know, being your sister. And / kiiow you're 
John, you know. Wliich of the two goes first ? And regard-
ing that name of Pross, likewise. That warn't your name 
over the water.'^ 

" What do you m e a n ? " 
"Well, I don't know all I mean, for I can^t calî to mind 

what your name was, over the water / ' 
" N o ? " 
"No. But I'il swear it was a name of two sylîables/^ 
" I n d e e d ? " 
'̂  Yes. T'other one's was one syUable. I know you. ¥00 
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was a spy-wîtness at the Bailey. What, în the name of the 
Father of Lies, own father to yourself, was you called at that 
fcime?" 

"Barsad," said another voîce, striking în. 
"That's the nanie for a thousand pound!' ' cried Jerry. 

' The speaker who struck in, was Sydney Carton. He had 
hîs hands beliind him under the skirts of his riding-coat, andí 
he stood at Mr. Cruncher^s elbow as negligently as he might 
have stooh at the Oid Baiiey itseif. 

"'Don't be alarmed, my dear Miss Pross. I arrived at Mr. 
Lorry's, to his surprise, yesterday evening; we agreed that I 
would not present myseif eisewhere until ali was w êll, or unless 
I could be usefui; I present myself here, to beg a little talk 
with your brother. I wish you had a better eraployed 
brother than Mr. Barsad. I wish for your salce Mr. Barsad 
was not a Sheep of the Prisons." 

Sheep was a cant word of the tîme for a spy, under the 
gaoiers. The spy, who was pale, turned paler, and asked 
him Iiow he dared 

"Til tell you," said Sydney. " I Hghted on you, Mr. Bar-
sad, coming out of the prison of the Conciergerie while I was 
contemplating the walls, an hour or more ago. You have a 
face to be reraembered, and I remember faces well. Made 
curious by seeing you in that connection, and having a reason^ 
to v/hich you are no stranger, for associating you with the 
misfortunes of a friend now very unfortunate, I walked in 
your direction. I walked into the wine-shop here, close after 
you, and sat near you. I had no difficulty in deducing frora 
your unreserved conversation, and the ruraour openly going 
about among your admirers, the nature of your calling. And 
gradually, what I had done at random, seeraed to shape itseîf 
into a purpose, Mr. Barsad." 

"What purpose?" the spy asked. 
" I t would be troublesome, and mîght be dangerous, 'wo 

explain in the street. Could you favour me, in confidence, 
with some minutes of your company — at the office of Tell-
3on's Bank, for instance?^' 
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^^Underathreat?" 
* '0h! D i d l s a y t h a t ? " 
"Then, w ĥy should I go there?'* 
"Really, Mr. Barsad, I can't say, îf you can't." 
"Do you mean that you won't say, sir?*' the spy îrreso-

lutely asked. 
"You apprehend me very clearly, Mr. Barsad. I won't.** 
Carton's negligent recklessness of manner came power-

íully in aid of his quickness and skill, in such a business as he 
had in his secret mind, and with such a man as he had to do 
with. His practised eye saw it, and made the most of ît. 

"Now, I told you so," said the spy, casting a reproachful 
look at his sister; "if any trouble comes of this, it's your 
doing." 

"Come, come, Mr. Barsad!" exclaimed Sydney. "Don't 
be ungrateful. But for my great respect for yqur sister, I 
might not have led up so pleasantly to a little proposal that 
I wish to make for our mutual satisfaction. Dc you go with 
me to the Bank?" 

"I'U hear what you have got to say. Yes, I'U go with 
you." 

" propose that we first conduct your sister safely to the 
corner of her own street. Let me take your arm, Miss Pross. 
This is not a good city, at this "tnne,~"tDr you- fonbe^cTut in, 
unprotected; and as your escort knows Mr. Barsad, I vrill 
invite him to Mr. Lorry's with us. Are we ready? Come 
then!" 

Miss Pross recalled soon afterwards. and to theend of her 
îife remembered, that as she pressed her hands on Sydney'a 
arin and looked up in his face, imploring him to do no hurt to 
Solomon, there was a braced purpose in the arm and a kind of 
tnspiration in the eyes, which iiot only contradicted hîs Hght 
manner, but changed and raised the man. She was too much 
occupied then with fears for the brother who so little deserved 
her affectîon, and with Sy^dney's friendly reassurances, aae-

itely to heed what she observed. ^ 
^Eey left her at the corner of the street, and Carton îed the 
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way to Mr. Lorry''s, which was within a few minutes' walk. 
John Barsad, or Solomon Pross, waiked at his side. 

Mr. Lorry had just finished his dinner, and was sitting 
before a cheery little log or two of fire — perhaps looking into 
their blaze for the picture of that younger elderiy gentleman 
from Tellson's, who had looked into the red coals at the Royal 
George at Dover, now a good many years ago. He turned 
his head as they entered, and showed the surprise with which 
he saw a stranger. 

"Miss Pross't brother, sir," said Sydney. "Mr. Barsad." 
" Barsad ?" repeated the old gentleman, "' Earsad ? I 

have an association with the name — and with the face." 
" I told you you had a remarkable face, Mr. Barsad," ob-

served Carton, coolly. "Pray sit down." 
As he took a chair himself, he supplied ine linic that Mr, 

Lorry wanted, by saying to him with a frown, "Witness at 
that trial." Mr. Lorry immediately remembered, and re-
garded his new visitor with an undisguised loolc of abhorrence. 

"Mr. Barsad has been recognised by Miss Pross as the 
affectionate brother you have heard of," said Sydney, "and 
has acknowiedged the re ationship. I pass to worse liews 
Darnay has been arrested again." 

Struck w th consternation, the old gentleraan exclaîmedj. 
" What do you teUrae! Tlêf t him saf e and f ree within these 
two hours. and ara about to return to him!" 

"Arrested for ah tiiat. When was it done, Mr. Barsad?" 
"Just now, if at aU." 
^'Mr. Barsad is the best authority possible, sir,*' said 

Sydney, "and î have it from Mr. Barsad's commuriication to 
a friend and brother Sheep over a bottle of wine, that the 
arrest hR^: taken piace= He left the messengers at the gate, 
and saw them admitted by the porter. There is no earthly 
doubt that he is retaken." 

Mr. Lorry's busines:: eye read in the speaker's face that it 
was ioss of time to dweil upon the point. Confused, but 
3eDSÍble that something might depend on his presence of mind 
h^t commanded himself, and was silently attentivc^. 
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''Now, I trust,^^ said Sydney to hîm, "that the name anû 
ijifluence of Doctor Manette may stand him in as good stead 
to-morrow — you said he would be before the Tribunal 
again to-morrow, Mr. Barsad? ' ' 

"Yes; I believe so.'' 
"— In as good stead to-morrow as to-day. But it may 

not be so. I own to you, I ara shaken, Mr. Lorry, by Docto 
Manette's not having had the power to prevent this arrest/ 

" He may not have known of it beforehand," said Mr. Lorry. 
" Eut that very circumstance would be alarming, whcn v;e 

reiaj-amber how identified he is with his son-in-law.'' 
"That's t rue/ ' Mr. Lorry acknowledged, with his troubied 

hand at his chin, and his troubled eyes on Carton-
" In short," said Sydney, "this is a desperate time, when 

desperate gamés are played íor desperate stakes. Let the 
Doctor play the winning game; will play the losing one. 
No man^s life here is worth purchase. Any one carried horne 
by the people to-day, may be condemned to-morrow. Now, 
the stake I have resolved to play for, in case of the worst, is a 
friend in the Conciergerie. And the friend I purpose to my 
self to win, is Mr. Barsad.*'' 

You ?eed have good cards, sir," said the spy. 
111 run tb^m over. I'U see what I hold, —Mr. Lorry, 

you know what a brute 1 am: 1 wish you^d give me a little 
brandy." 

It was put before him, and he drank off a glassful — drank 
off another glassful —pushed the bottle thoughtfullyaway. 

•"Mr. Barsad," he went on^ in the tone of one who really 
waf̂  looking over a hand 'a t cards: "Sheep of the prisons, 
emissary of Republican commîttees, now turnkey, now 
prisoner, always spy and secret înformer, so much the more 
i'^rluable here for being EngHsh that an Englishman is less 
open to suspicion of subornaLÍon in those characters than a 
Frenchman, represenís h mself' to his employers under a 
íalse name. That*s a very good card. Mr. Barsad, now in 
the employ of the repu bHcan French goyernment, was formerly 
5n the employ of the aristocratic EngHsh government, thfi 

Cí 

u 
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pnemy of France and freedom. That 's an excellent card 
ínference clear as day in this region of suspicion, that Mr, 
Barsad, stiU in the pay of the aristocratic English government, 
ís the spy of Pitt, the treacherous foe of the Ptepubiic crouch-
ing m its bosora, the English traitor and agent of all raischief 
so much spoken of and so difficult to find. That's a card vct 
to be beaten. Have you foiiowed my hand, Mr. Barsad i'' 

"Not to understand your play," returned the spy, some-
what uneasily. 

" I play my Ace, Denunciation of Mr. Barsad to the nearest 
Section Committee. Look over your hand, Mr. Barsad, and 
see what you have. Don't hurry." 

He drew the bottle near, poured out another glassful of 
brandy, and drank it off. He saw that the spy was fearful 
of his drinking himself i r ' : a fit state for the immediate 
denunciation of hira. Seeing it, he poured out and drank 
another glassfuL 

"Look over your hand carefully, Mr. Barsad. Taice time." 
I t was a poorer haiid than he suspected. Mr. Barsad saw 

bsing cards in it that Sydiiey Carton knew nothing of. 
Thrown out of his honourable employment in England, 
through too rauch unsuccessful hard swearing there — not 
because he was not wanted there; our Engiish reasons for 
vaunting our superiority to secrecy and spies are of very 
modern date - he knew that he had crossed the Cliannel, 
and accepted service in France: first, as a tempter and an 
eavesdroppei '^raong his own countrymen there: gradually, 
as a tempter and ŝn eavesdropper among the natives. He 
knew that under thír overthrown government he had been e^ 
spy upon Saint Antoine and Defarge's wine-shop; had 
received from the watchful police such heads of information 
rcncerning Doctor Manette^s imprisonment, release, and 
hsstory, as should serve him for an introduction to familiar 
conversation witb the Defarges; and tried them on Madame 
Defarge, and had broken down witri them signally. He 
always remembered with fear and trembling, that that terrible 
woman had knitted when he talked with her, and had looked 
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omínously at him as her fingers moved. He had sínee seen 
ber, in the Section of Saint Antoine, over and over again 
produce iier knitted registers, and denounce people whose 
hvss the gaillotine tiien sureiy swaUowed up. He knew, 
a& every one empioyed as he was dicl, that Iie was never safe; 
that flight was impossibie; that he was tied fast under the 
shadow of the axe; and that in spite of his utmost tergiversa-
tion and treachery in furtherance of the reigning terror, a word 
niigiit bring it down upon him. Once denounced, and on such 
grave grounds as had just now been suggested to his mind, 
he foresaw tliat tlie dreadful woman of whose unreienting 
character he had seeii many proofs, wouid produce against 
him that fatsx register, and would quash his last chance ot 
Hfe. Besides that all secret meii are men soon terrified, 
here were surely cards enougii of one l^Iack suit, to justify 
fche holder in growing rather iivid as iie turned tliem over. 

" You scarcely seem to iike your îiand," said Sydiiey, with 
fche greatest composure. "Do you p l a y ? " 

"I thinic , sir," said the spy. in the meanest manner, as 
he fcurned to Mr. Lorry, " I may appeai to a gentleman of 
your years and benevolence, to put It to this other gentie-
raan, so much your junior, whetiier iie caii under any cir-
[?umstances reconciie it to his station to play that Ace of 
which he lias spoicen. admit that / am a spy, and that 
h is considered a discreditabie station — thougli it must be 
hiled by somebody; but tiiis gentleman is no spy, and why 
should he so demean himseif as to make himseif one?'** 

" I play niy Ace. Mr. Barsad," said Carton, taking the 
answer on himseif, and looldng at his watch, "without any 
^crupie, iv ?• very few minutes." 

" I sliouid have hoped, gentlemen both," said the spy, ah 
ways striving to hoolc Mr. Lorry into the discussion, *Hhat 
four respect for my sister ——^' 

" I could not better testify^ my respect for your sister than 
by finally relieving Iier of her brother," said Sydney^ Cartoí^ 

" Y o u t h i n k not, s i r ? " 
' T have thoroughiy made up my mínd about it.'^ 
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The smooth manner of the spy, curiousîy in dissonanca 
with his ostentatiously rough dress, and probably with his 
usual demeanour, received such a check from the inscruta-
bility of Carton, — who was a mystery to wiser and honester 
men than he, — that it faltered here and failed him. While 
he was at a loss, Carton said, resuming his forirer air of 
conteraplating cards: 

"And iiideed, now I think again, I have a strong impres-
sioii that I have another good card here, not yet enumerated, 
That friend and feiiow-Sheep, ŵ ho spoke of himself as pas-
turing in the country piisons; who was he?" 

"French. You don't know him,'' said the spy, quickly. 
"French, e h ? " repeated Carton, musing, and not appear-

jng to notice him at aU, though he echoed his word. "WelL 
he may be." 

"Is , I assure you,'* said the spy; "though it^s not impor-
tant." 

"Thougli it's not important," repeated Carton, in the 
same mechanical way — "though it's not important-—-
No, it's not important. No. Yet I lcnow the face." 

" I think not. I am sure not. It can^t be," said the spy. 
" I t —can't — be," muttered Sydney Carton, retrospec-

tively, and fiUing his glass (which fortunately was a smaK 
one) again. "Caii't — be. Spolce good French^ Yet Hke ^̂  
foreigner, I thought?" 

"Provincial," said the spy. 
"No. Foreign !" cried Carton, strikîng his open hand on 

the table, as a Hght broke clearly on his mind. "Clyl Dis-
guised, but the same man. We had that man before us at 
the Old Bahey." 

"Now, there you are hasty, sir," saîd Barsad. with a smile 
thcwt gave h:s aquiline nose an extra inclination to one side; 
'Hhere you really give me an advantage over you. Cly (who 
£ wiU unreservedly admit, at this distance of time, was a 
partner of mine) has been dead severai yearSc I attended 
him in his last illness. He was buried in London, at thfi 
church of Saint Pancras-in-the-Fields. Hifi mipopulari 
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with the b ackguard rauititude at the moment prevented m^ 
foUowing his remains, but I iieiped to îay him in his coffin,* 

Here^ Mr. Lorry became aware, from where he sat, of a 
most remarkable gobiin shadow on the wail. Tracing it to 
its source, he discovered it to be caused by a sudden extraor-
dinary rising and stiffening of all the risen and stiff hah c "^ 
Mr. Cruncher's head. 

"Let us be reasonable," said the spy^ "and let us be fair. 
To show you how mistaicen you are, and wliat an unfounded 

^assumpticn yours is, I wiil iay before you a certificate oí 
Cly's buiiaî, whîch I happened to have carried in my pocket-
booic," with a hurried hand he produced and opened it, "ever 
since. Tliere it is. Oh, loclc at it, îook at i t ! You raay 
take it in your hand; it's iio lorgery.'^ 

Here, Mr. Lorry perceived the reflection on the wall to 
elongate, and Mr. Crunciier rose and stepped forward. His 
hair could not have been more vioientiy on end, if it had been 
that moment dressed by the Cow witli the crumpled horn in 
the house that Jack buiit. 

Unseen by the spy, Mr. Cruncher stood at his sîde, and 
touched him on the shouider iike a ghostly baiiiff. 

"Tiiat there Roger Ciy, master/^ said Mr. Cruncher, with 
a taciturn and iron-'bound visage. "So you put liim in his 
coffin ? '̂  

" did." 
" W h o t o o k him out of it? '^ 
Barsad leaned back in his chair, and stammered, "What 

do you m e a n ? " 
" I mean/* said Mr. Cruncher, " t h a t he warn't never in it. 

No ! Not lie ! I'il have raxy head took off, if he was ever m 
i t ." 

The spy looked round at the two gentlemen; they both 
looked in unspeakable astonishment at Jerry. 

" I tell you," said Jerry, " tha t you buried paving-stonea 
and earth in that there coffin. Don't go and teU me that you 
buried Ciy. I t was a take in. Me and two more knows it 

"How åo you know i t ? " 
r'-
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'*Whatis that to you? Ecod! ' ' growled Mr. Cruncher, 
'4t 's you I have got a old grudge again, is it, with your 
^hameful impositions upon tradesmen! I^d catch hold ôf 
your throat and choke you for half a guineao" 

Sydney Carton, who, with Mr. Lorry, iad been lost in 
amazement at this turn of the business, here requested Mr. 
Oruncher to moderate and explain himselfo 

" At another time, sir," he returned, evasiveîy, ' ' the 
present time is ill-conwenient for explainin'. What I stand 
to, is, tiiat lie Icnows well wot that there Cly was never in that 
there coffin. Let Iiim say he was, in so much as a word of one 
syllabie, and I'II either catcli hold cf his tliroat and chcke hira 
for half a guinea;" Mr. Cruncher dweit upon this as quite a 
liberal offer; "or I'II out and announce îiim." 

" Humph! I see one thing," said Carton. " I hold 
another card, Mr. Barsad. Impossible, here in raging Paris, 
with Suspicion fxiling the air, for you to outlive denunciation, 
when you are in communication with another aristocratic 
spy of the same antecedents as yourself, who, moreover, has 
the mystery about him of having feigned death and come to 
Hfe again î A piot in tlie prisons, of the foreigrc: against the 
Repabhc. A stroiig card — a certain Guillotiíio cardî Do 
you play ? " 

" No !" returned the spy. " I throw up. confess that we 
were so unpopular with the outrageous mob, that I only got 
away from England at the risk of being ducked to death, and 
that Cly was so ferreted up and down, that he never wouid 
have got away at all but for that sham. Though how thií 
man knows it was a sham, is a wonder of wonders to me. ' ' 

"Never j'-ou trouble your head about this man," retorted 
the contentious Mr. Cruncher; "youi î have trouble enougíi 
with giving your attention to that gentleman. And look 
here ! Once more!" — Mr. Cruncher could not be restrained 
from raaking rather an ostentatious parade of his Hberality — 
"I^d catch hold of your throat and choke you for half a 
guinea." 

The Sheep of the prisons turned from him to Sydney Car*' 
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ton, and said, with more decisîon, " I t has come to a point. 1 
go on duty soon, and can^t overstay my tirae. You told me 
you had a proposal: what is it ? Now, it is of no use asking too 
much of rae. Ask rae to do anything in ray office, putting my 
head in great extra danger, and I had better trust my life to 
the chances of a refusal than the chances of consent. In short, 
I should make that choice. You talk of desperation. We 
are all desperate here. Remember! I may denounce you if 
i think proper, and I can swear my way through stone walls, 
and so can others. Now, what do you want with me? ' ' 

"Not very mu3h. You are a turnkey at the Coricier-
gerie?" 

" I tell you once for all, there ís no such thing as an escape 
possible," said the spy, firmly. 

" Why need you tell me what I have not asked ? You are a 
fcurnkey at the Conciergerie?'' 

" I am sometiraes." 
"You can be when you choose?'* 
'^I can pass in and out when I choose.'* 
Sydney Carton filled another glass with brandy, poured 

it slowly out upon the hearth, and watched it as it dropped^ 
It being all spent, he said, rising: 

" So far, we have spoken before these tv/o, because it was 
iã well that the merits of the cards should not rest solely 
oetv/een you and me. Come into the dark room here.and let 
us have one final word alone.*' 

CHAPTER IX 

THE GAME MADB 

WHILB Sydney Carton and the Sheep of the prisons werfe m 
cfte adjoining dark room, speaking so low that not a sound 
^as heard, Mr. Lorry looked at Jerry în considerable doubt 
Mid mîstrustc That honest tradesman's manner of receiv^ 
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ing the look, did not inspire confidence; lie changed the leg 
on which he rested, as often as if he had fifty of those limbs^ 
and were trying theni aU; he examined his finger-naiis with a 
very questionabie closeness of attention; and whenever Mr. 
Lorry's eye caught his, he was taken wîth tiiat peculiar kind 
of short cough requiring the IioUow of a hand before it, which 
îs seldom, if ever, known to be an infirmity attenciant on 
perfect openness of character. 

"Jer ry ," said Mr. Lorry. "Come here." 
Mr. Cruncher came forward sideways, with one of his shoul-

ders in advance of hîm, 
"What have you been, besides a messenger?* 
After some cogitation, accompanied with an întent lock 

at his patron, T\Ir. Craiîcher conceived the luminous idea of 
veplyi ig, " Agricuitooral character." 

"My mind misgives me much," said Mr. Lorry, angrily 
shaking a forefinger at Iiim, " tha t you have used the respec-
table and great house of Telison's as a bhnd, and that you 
have had an uniawful occupation of an infamous descrip-
tion, If you have, don't expect me to befriend you wlien 
you get back to England. If you have, don^t expect me tô  
keep your secret. Telison's shail not be împosed upon." 

" I hope, sir,'^ pleaded the abashed Mr. Crunciier, "t l ial 
a gentleman iilce yourself wot I've iiad the honour of odd job-
biiig till I 'm grey at it, wouid thiiiic tv/ice about harming o) 
me, even if it wos so — I don't sa}^ it is, but even if it wos 
And which it is to be took into account tîiat if it wos, it 
vvouldn't, even then, be ali o' one side. There'd be two sides 
to it. There might be medicaí doctors at tiie present hour, 
a picking up their guineas where a honest tradesman don't 
pick up his fardens — fardens ! no, nor yet hís half fardens — 
haif fardens! no, nor yet his quarter — a banicing away 
Hke snioice at TeUson's, and a cocking their raedical eyes 
at that tradesman on the siy, a going in and goîng out to 
their own carriages — ah ! equaliy like smoke, if not more so. 
WelL that 'ud be imposing, too, on TeUson's. For you can-
aot sarse the goose and not the gander And here's Mrn 
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Cruncher, or leastways wos in the Old England times, 'âná 
would be to-morrow, if cause given, a fioppin^ again tiie 
business to that degree as is ruinatiiig — stark ruinating 
Whcreas them meclicai doctors' wives don't flop — catch 
'em. £t t ! Or, if they fíop, their fíoppings goes in favour of 
rr.jr: patieiits, and how can you rigiitiy have one without 
the t 'other? Then, wot with undertakers, and wot with 
parish clerks, and wot with se:ctons, and wot with private 
watclimeii (aii awaricious and ali iii it), a maii wouidnh 
get much by it, even if it wos so. And wot httie a man dici 
get, wouid never prosper with him, Mr. Lorry. He'd iiever 
Iiave no good of ît; he'd want ail along to be out of the hne. 
if he couid see his way out, being once in — even if it wos >J(> 

'*Ugh':'' cried Mr. Lorry, ratiier reienting, nevertiieiess 
I am shoclced at the sight of you." 

Now, what I wouid hum.biy offer to you, sir,'' pursued 
Mr. Cruncher, "even if it wos so, which I don't say it is —— *' 

Don^t prevaricate," said Mr. Lorry^ 
No, I wiii noty sir," returned Mr. Cruiicher,as if nothing 

w êre further from his thouglits or practice —"'wiiich I clon't 
say it is — wot I wouid humbiy offer to you, sir, wouid be 
this. Upcn tiiat tliere stool, at tiiat there Bar, set;j that liiere 
hoy of mine, brougiit up a n i growed up to be a nian, v/ot MÍII 
o^rand you, message you, generai-Hght-job you, tiil your 
iieels is wliere your lieacl is, if such siiould be your wishes, If 
it v^c: so, which I stiU don't say ît îs (for I v.iil not prewari-
cate to you, sir), iet that there boy keep his father^s place, 
and tak^ care of his mother; don't blow upon that boy*s 
father - clo iiot do it, sir —- and let that father go înto tiie 
line of the regiar diggin', and make amends for what he v/oulcl 
have uii-dug -—if it wos so ~ by diggin* of 'em in v/itli a 
v/ill, aiid witli conwictions respectin^ tíie futiir' keepin' of ^era 
safe. That, Mr. Lorry," said Mr. Cruncher, wiping his fore-
head with his arm, as an announcement tliat he had arrived 
at the peroration of his discourse, " is wot I would respect-
fully oíîer to you, sir. A man don^t see ail tiiis here a goin' 
on dreadful round him, in the way of Subjects withoutheads 

r. 
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aear rae, p entiful enough far to bring the prîce down tfls 
porterage and hardly that, without havin^ his serious thoughta 
of things. iVnd these here w^ouid be raine, if it wos so, en -
treatin' of youfur to bearinraind that wot I said just now, 
î up and said in tlie good cause when I m^ght Iiave kep' it 
hack." 

"That at least îs t rue," said Mr. Lorry. "Say no more 
now. I t may be that I shall yet stand your friend, if you 
deserve it, and repent in action — not in words. I want no 
more words." 

Mr. Cruncher knuckîed hîs forehead, as Sydney Carton 
^nd the spy returned from the dark room. ''Adieu, Mr. 
Barsaci," said the forraer; "our '^rrangemenc thus made^ 
you have nothing to fear from me." 

He sat down in a cliair on the hearth, over agaînst Mr. 
Lorry. When fchey were alone, Mr. Lorry asked him wîiat he 
had done? 

"Not much» If ît should go ill with the prisoner, I hav^ 
ensured access to him, once." 

Mr. Lorry's countenance fell. 
" I t ís all I could do," said Carton. "To propose too 

much, would be to put thisraan^s head under the axe, and, 
as he hîmself said, nothing worse could happen to him if he 
were denounced. I t was obviousiy the weakness of the posi-
fcion. There is no îielp for i t ." 

" B u t access to hira," said Mr. Lorry, "if it should go ill 
before the Tribunal, wiU not save h im/ ' 

" I never said ît would." 
Mr. Lorry^s eyes graduaily sought the fire; his sympathy 

with his darling, and the heavy disappointment of his second 
arrest, gradually weakened them; he was an old man now^ 
overborne with anxiety of late, and his tears felL 

" You are a good man and a true friend," said Carton, in 
an altered voice. "Fôrgive me if I notice that you are af-
îectede I could not see my father weep, and sit by, careless 
And I could not respect your sorrow more, if you were mi? 
father. You are free from that misfortune, however.^' 
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Though he saîd the last words, with a sHp into hiâusua 
manner, there was a true feeling and respect both in his tone 
and in his touch, that Mr. Lorry, who had never seen the bet-
ter side of him, was whoUy unprepared for. He gave him his 
hand,' and Carton gently pressed it. 

"To return 1̂ )̂ poor Darnay,'* said Carton. "Don't tell 
Her of this inteiview, or this arrangement. I t would not 
enable Her to go to see him. She inight think it was con-
tr ved, in case of the worst, to convey to him the means of 
anticipating the sentence." 

Mr. Lorry had not thought of that, and he looked quickly 
ût Carton to see if it were in his mind. It seemed to be; he 
returned the look, and evidently understood it. 

"She might think a thousand things," Carton said, "and 
any of them would only add to her trouble. Don/tspeak 
of me to her. As I saíd to you when I first came, I had bet-
ter not see her. I can put my hand out, to do any Httle 
helpful work for her that my hand can find to do^ without 
that. You are go ng to her^ I hope? She must be very 
desolate to-night.^' 

" I am going now, directly.** 
" I am glad of that« She has such a strong attachtotîot ^x^ 

you and rehance on you< How doe .̂ she look? ' 
"Anxious and unhappy, but veiy beautiîui " 
" A h ! " 
t was a long, grieving sound, î ke a sigîi — alinost l\ke * 

sob. It ãttracted Mr. Lorry's eyeí? to Caiton's íacej whjí b 
was turned to the fire. A Ijght^ or a shade (the oîd gentse-
man could not have said which), passed trom it as swiíth m 
a change wiU sweep over a bil -side on a wiíá bright day, and 
he lifted his foot to put back one of the little flaming logs, 
which was tumbHng forward. He wore tiie whíte rídixig'Coaí 
íiiid top-boots, then m vogue, and the Hght oLthe fire toueh 
'ng their Hght surfacea made hiin lobk vfiiy pate^ wxth. hi 
ong brown bair, al) untriromed, hanging loose about hiiu. 

fíis nd flerent.e te fire was sufficiently reroarkable to eliclt ^ 
word oí remc!tistraî.ac-e trorn Mr. Lorry bis boot wa^ €íjJ 
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apon the hot embers of the flaming log, when ît had brolceii 
under the weight of his foot. 

" I forgot it," he said. 
Mr Lorry^s eyes were again attracted to his face. Taking 

note of the wasted air which clouded the naturalîy hand-
some features, and having the expression of prisoners' races 
f resh in his mind, he was strongly reminded of that expression. 

"And your duties here have drawn to an end, s i r?" said 
Carton, turning to himc 

"Yes. As I was teiling you last night when Lucie came 
in so unexpectedly, I have at length done all that I can do 
here. I hoped to have left them in perfect safety, and then to 
have quitted Paris. I have my Leave to Pass. I was ready 
to go." 

They were both silent. 
" Yours is a long Hfe to îook back \ipon^, &h ' ' ' said Carton^ 

wistiully. 
" I am in my seventy-eíghth year." 
^Yooi have been useiul alî your íife; steadiîy and con-

stantíy occupied: trasted, respected, and looked up to?*' 
' î have been a man of busraess, ever since 1 have been ^ 

man. índeec, î may say that I was a man oí busiriess when 
a boy.^' 

''See wbat a pîace you fiU at seventy-eight. How many 
people wh) wiss ycu v/hen you lesre it erapty!" 

"A soíitary cio bacheior/' answered Mr. Lorry, shakîiif 
bis head. **Theîe is nol̂ ody^ to weep for me " 

"How can ycu say that? Wculdn't She weep fo youí 
Wouldn't her child?" 

" Yes, yes. thank God. î dídn*t quîte mean what î saic' ' 
" I t is a thing to thank God íor; is ít no t?" 
''Surely, sureiy." 
"If you could say, with truth, to your own æhtary heart, 

to-nîght, ' I have secured to myself +he love and attaciiment^ 
the gratitude or respect, of no human creature; I have woc 
myself a tender place in no regard; I have done notîîin^ 
good or s?ervîceable to be remembered b?í^ your seventy 
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B gbt years wouîd be seventv-eight heavy cmsea; wctsid th6^ 
l iO t?" 

"'You say truiy, Mr. Carton: tbink they wouíd fce." 
Sydney turned his eŷ es again upcn the ÍR-e, aná: aíte € 

âilence of a few momentS; said. 
" should Hke to ask you: — Does y^cur cibJdhocd æem ÍUÅ 

off? Do the days when you sat at youi mctbe ê̂ knee, 
seem ocys of veiy long ago?''' 

Respoxiding tc his soítened manner. M . Lcrry answered, 
"Twenty y^ears backj yes; at this time oí roy Híe, nc. For, 

as I draw cîoser and cíôser to the end, 1 travel in the circle, 
nearerand nearer to the beginning. It seeras tc be one of the 
kind smoothings and preparingd of the way .̂ My heart i? 
touched nov/, bj/̂  raany remembrances that had long faJîeii 
asleep, of my pretty young raother (and 1 so o d!), and by 
many associations of the days when what we caU tiie Worid 
was not SG reai with roe. and my íaults were not CGnfirmed m 
me/' 

" I understand the feelingî" excîaimed Carlciî, witb ê 
b ight flush. "And ŷ ou are the better íor it*'̂ * 

" I hope 80J' 
Carton terminated the conversatîon here, by rismg to hel[. 

hím on with his outer coat; "but y^ou/' miá M Î , Lorry, 
reverting to the theme, "y '̂ou are young/^ 

"Yes / ' said Carton, " am not old. by niy ycung way 
was never the way to age. Enough of me 

"And of me, I am sure,'' said Mr. Lorry. " Are \ou gcing 
ou t ? " 

" 'lî walk wíth ŷ ou to her gate. You know ray vagabond 
and restless habits. If I should prowî aboot the streets e 
J.ong tirae, don't be uneasy; I shali reappeai IB the mornmg 
You go : the Court to-morrow?'' 

"Yes, uiinapp ly^'' 
" I sha l be there, but only as one of the crowd. My Spy 

wíll find a place for me. Take my arm, sir.'' 
Mr. Lorry^ did so, and they^ went down-stairs and out ir 

the streets- A íew mînutes brought them to Mr̂  Lorry^i< 
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dcsfciriationc Carton left him there; but lingered at « íítth 
dislance, and turned back to the gate again when ît was 
i^ut, and touched it. He had heard of her going tc the 
prison every day. "She came out here/' he said, looking 
abcul hira, " turned this w ây, must have trod on thesestoneí 
oíten, Let me follow in her steps." 

It was ten o'clock at night when he stood befoie tho priscB 
aí La Force, where she had stood hundreds of timeso A Httie 
wood-sawyer, having closed his shop, was smoking his pípc ^ 
his shop-door. 

"Good night, eitizen," said Sydney CaitorL; pausmg: uj 
going by; for, the man eyed him inquisitiveíy. 

"Good night, citizen." 
"How goes the Republic?'' 
"Youmean the GuiUotine. Not iIL Sixty-three to-day. 

We shall mount to a hundred soon. Samson and hîs men 
complain sometiraes, of being exhausted. Ha. hau ha f He 
§s so droll, that Sarason. Such a Barber!*^ 

*' Do you often go tc see him " 
"Shave? Aiways. Every day. What a barber) You 

kajve seen him at work?'^ 
"Never.'* 
'̂  Go and see him when he has a good batchc Figure this to 

yourself, citizen; he shaved the sixty-three to-day, m less 
than two pipes! Less than two pipes. Word of honour V' 

As the grinning little man held out the pipe he was smok-
mg, to explain how he timed the executioner, Carton was so 
sensible cí a rising desire to strike the Hfe out of him, thathe 
tOTiLed bway. 

'' But you are not English,'* said the wood-sawyer, *'thougb 
ytm wear EngHsh dress ?" 

"Yes," said Cartcm, pausing agaiii, and aiiswerii^ o^ær his^ 
SÎIOiUder. 

"You speak Hke a FrenchmaHo** 
*̂1 ara an old student here.** 

'̂ *̂ Aha, a perfect Frenchmaní Good mght, EngMunEHc^ 
"Good mght« citizen." 
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*'But go and see that droil dog,'^ tlie httîe man pejr-
Misted, calling after iiini. " And talce a pipe with you !'" 

Sydney had not gone far out of s ght, when lie stopped \r 
fii3 middie of the street under a giimmering lamp, and wrotc 
vvith his pencil on a scrap of paper. Then, traversing with 
îhe decided step of one wiio remembered tlie v a y weli, seV" 
praî dark and dirty streets — mucli dirtier than usual, for 
the best public thoroughfares remamed uncieansed iii those 
íuneg of terror — Iie stopped at a chemist's shop, wii ch the 
owncr was closing with his own bands- A smalL dim, crooked 
ííiop, kept in a tortuous, up-hiil tiioroughfare, by a smallj 
ami, crooiced man, 

Givmg this citizen, too, good night, as he confronted h ro 
ot his counter, he laid tîie scrap of paper before hira. 
" W h e w ! " the cheraist wliistled softlv, as he read it. " H i ! 
hi! h i î " 

Sydney Carton took no heed, and the chemist saîd:. 
"For you, citizen?'* 
"For me." 
"You wiU be careful to keep them separate, citizeo? Yot̂  

knov/ the consequences of mixing them? ' ' 
"Perfectly-" 
Certain smaU packets were made and given to him. He 

put tiiemy one by one, în tlie breast of iiÍR inner coat, counted 
out the money for them, and clehberateiy left the shop. 
"There is nothing niore to do," said iie, giancing upward 
at the moon, "untU to-morrow. I can't sieep." 

It was not a reckless manner, the manner in which he said 
liiese words aioud under the fast-saiiing clouds, nor was it 
more expressive of negUgence than defiance. It was the 
settled raanner of a tirecl raan, who had wandered and 
struggled and got lost, but who at length struck mto his road 
and saw its end. 

Long ago, wiien he had been famous among his earliest 
competitors as a youth of great promise, he had foUowed hÍ8 
ather to the grave. His raother had died, years before. Thes6 

^olemn words, which had heen read at his father^s grave, 
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Æairose m his mmd as he went down the dark streets^ among the 
heavy shadows, with the raoon and the clouds sailing on high 
above him. " I am the resurrection and the life, saith the 
Lord: he that beiieveth in me, though iie were dead, yet 
shaU he live: and whosoever liveth and beheveth in me. 
shall never die."^ 

In a city dominated by the axe, alone at night, with natural 
sorrow rising in him f or the sixty-three wlio had been that day 
put to death, and for to-morrow's victims then awaiting their 
docra in the prisons, and still of to-morrow's and to-morrow's^ 
the chain of association that brought t ie words horae, like a 
rusty old ship's anchor from the deep, might have beeii easily 
íound. He did not seek it, but repeated thera and went on. 

With a soleran interest in the lighted windows where the 
people were going to rest, forgetful througi.. a few calm hours 
of the horrors surrounding tiiem; in the towers of the churches, 
where no prayers were said, for the popular revulsion had 
even travelled that length of seif-destruction from years of 
priestly impostors, plunderers, and profiigates; in the dis-
tant burial-places, reserved, as they wrote upon the gates, 
lor Eternal Sleep; in the abounding gaols; and in the streets 
along which the sixties rolled to a death which had become 
80 common and material, that no sorrowful story of a haunt-
ing Spirit ever arose among tlie people out of aU the working 
of the GuUlotme; with a solemn interest in the whole hfe and 
death of the city settling down to its short nightly pause ín 
fury; Sydney Cartdn crossed the Seine again for theHghter 
streets 

F3W coaches were abroad, for riders m coaches were liable 
1.0 be suspected, and gentility hid its head m red nightcaps, 
^nd put on Iieavy shoes, aiid trudged. But, the theatres 
were aU weU fiUed, and the people poured cheerfully out as he 
passed, and w ênt chatting home. At one of the theatre doors. 
there was a Httle giii with a mother, looking for a way across 
the sireet through the mud. He carried the chiid over, and 
before the timid ann was loosed from tiis neck ^Í:^^ her tot 
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" I am the resurrection and the life, saith the Lord: he 
that belíeveth in me, though he were dead, yet shaU he 
Hve: and whosoever Hveth and believeth in me, shaU never 
die." 

Now, that the streets were quiet, and the night wore on,"̂  
the words were in the echoes of his feet, and were in the air. 
Perfectly x;alm and steady, he sometimes repeated them to 
himself as he walked; but, he heard them always. 

The night wore out, and, as he stood upon the bridge lis-
tening to the water as it splashed the river-walls of the 
Island of Paris, where thb picturesque confusion of houses 
and cathedral shone bright in the light of the moon, the day 
came coldly, looking like a dead face out of the sky. Then, 
the night, with the moon and the stars, turned pale and died, 
and for a little while it seemed as if Creation were deUvered 
over to Death's dominion. 

But, the glorious sun, rising, seemed to strike those words, 
that burden of the night, straight and warra to his heart in 
its long bright rays. And looking along them, with rever-
ently shaded eyes, a bridge of light appeared to span the air 
between him and the sun, while the river sparkled under it. 

The strong tide, so swift, so deep, and certain, was like 
a congeniai friend, in the morning stillness. He walked by 
the stream, far from the houses, and in the Hght and warmth 
oí the sun fell asleep on the bank. When he awoke and was 
aíoot again, he lingered there yet a little longer, watching 
an eddy that turned and turned purposelfess, until the stream 
absorbed it, and carried it on to the sea. — "Like m e ! " 

A trading-boat, with a sail of the softened colour of a dead 
ieaf, then glided into his view, floated by him, and died 
away. As its silent track in the water disappeared, the 
prayer that had broken up out of his heart for a merciful con-
sideration of all his poor blindnesses and errors, ended ín the 
words, " I ara the resurrection and the life." 

Mr* Lorry was already out when he got back, and it was 
easy to surmise where the good old man was gone. Sydney 
Carton drank nothing but a Httle coffee, ate some bread^ a n i 
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having washed and changed to refresh himself. went out to 
the place of trial. 

The court was all astir and a-buzz, when the black sheep 
— whom many fell away from in dread — pressed híra into an 
obscure corner araong the crowd. Mr. Lorry was there, and 
Doctor Manette was there. She was there, sitting beside her 
^í^ther. 

When her husband was brought in, she turned a look upon 
hira., so sustaining, so encouraging, so fuU of adrairing love 
and pitying tenderness, yet so courageous for his sake, that 
it calied the heaithy blood înto his face, brightened his gíance, 
and aniraated his Iieart. If there had beeii any eyes to notice 
the influence of her look, on Sydney Carton, ît would have 
been seen to be the same influence exactly^ 

Before that unjust Tribunai, there was little or no order of 
procedure^ ensuring to any accused person any reasonable 
hearing. There could have been no such Revolution, if all 
iaws, forras, and ceremonies, had not first been so mon-
strousiy abused, that the suicidal vengeance of the Revolution 
was to scatter them all to the winds. 

Every ey^ was turned to the jury. The same determined 
patriots and good republicans as yesterday and the day before, 
and to-morrow and the day after. Eager and prominent 
among them, one man with a craving face, and his fingers 
perpetually hovering about his lips, whose appearance gave 
great satisfaction to the spectators. A life-thirsting, can-
nibal-looking, bloody-minded juryraan, the Jacques Three 
.'"f St. Antoine. The whole jury, as a jury of dogs erapan-
xUed to try the deer. 

Every eye then turned to the five judges and the public 
prosecutor. No favourable leaning in that quarter to-day. 
Å iell, uncompromîsing, murderous business-meaning there. 
Every eye then sought some other eye in the crowd, and 
gleamed at it approvingly; and heads nodded at one another, 
before bending forward with a strained attention, 

Charles Evrémonde, caUed Darnay. Released yesterday, 
Reaccused and retaker '̂  csterday. Indictment delivered to 
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him last nîght. Suspected and Denounced enemy of the 
Republic, Aristocrat, one of a family of tyrants, one of a race 
proscribed, for that they had used their abolished privileges 
to the infamous oppression of the people. Charles Evré-
monde, called Darnay, in right of suoh proscription, aoso-
lutely Dead in Law. 

To this effect, in as few or fewer words, the Public Prose 
cutor. 

The President asked, was the Accused openly denounced 
or secretly ? 

"Openly, President." 
"By whom?" 
"Three voices. Ernest Defarge, wîne-vendar of St, 

Antoine." 
"Good." 
"Thérêse Defarge, his wife." 
"Good." 
"Alexandre Manette, physîcian.'* 
A great uproar took place in the court, and în the mîdst of 

t, Doctor Manette was seen, pale and trembling, standing 
where he had been seated. 

"President, I indignantly protest to you that thîs is a 
forgery and a fraud. You know the accused to be the hus-̂  
band of my daughter. My daughter, and those dear to her, 
are far dearer to me than my Hfe. Who and where is the 
false conspirator who says that I denounce the husband of my 
child!" 

"Citizen Manette, be tranquil. To fail în submîssion to 
the authority of the Tribunal would be to put yourself out of 
Law. As to what îs dearer to you than life, nothing can be 
so dear to a good citizen as the Republic." 

Loud acclamations hailed this rebuke. The President rang 
hîs bell, and with warmth resumed. 
. " If the Republic should demand of you the sacrifice of your 

child herself, ŷ ou would have no duty but to sacrifice her, 
Listen to what is to follow. In the meanwhile, be silent!" 

Frantic acclamations were again raised. Doctor Manette 
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sat down, with his eyes lookîng around, and his lips trem-
bling; his daughter drew closer to him. The craving man 
on the jury rubbed his hands together, and restored the usual 
nand to his mouth. 

Defarge was produced, when the court was quîet enough 
fco admifc of his being heard, and rapidiy expounded the story 
of the impiisonraent, and of his having been a raere boy in 
the Doctor's service, and of the reiease, and of tiie state of 
the prisoner when released and delivered to him. This short 
3xaminat:oii foliowed, for tiie court was quick with its worko 

" You did good service at tlie talcing of the Bastilie, citizen ? ' 
*̂I believe so." 

Here, an excited woraan screeched frora the crowd: "You 
were one bf the best patriots there. Why not say so ? You 
were a cannonier that day there, and you were among the first 
fco enfcer the accursed forfcress when ifc fell. Patriots, I speak 
fche t r u t b ! " 

I t was The Vengeance who, amidst the warm coraraenda-
tions of the audience, thus assisted the proceedings. The 
President rang his beil; but, The Vengeance, warraing witb 
encourageracnt, shrieked, " I defy that bei l!" wherein she 
was likev ise rauch coraraended. 

*'Inform tbe Tribunal of what you did that day within 
fche Bastilie, citizen.'^ 

" I knew," said Defarge, looking down at hîs wife, who 
stood at tlie bottom of the steps on which he was raised, 
looking steadily up at hira; " I knew that this prisoner, of 
whora I jpeaJc, had been confined in a ceU known as One 
Hundred and Five, North.Tower. I knew it from himseif. 
He knew himself by no other name thaii One Hundred and 
Five, North Tower, when he raade shoes under ray care. As 
1 serve ray gun that day, I resolve, when the place shall fall, 
fco examine that cell. I t falls. I mount to the cell, with a 
fellow-citizen who is one of the Jury, directed by a gaoler. I 
exaraine it, very closely. In a hole in the chiraney, where a 
§tone has been worked out and replaced, I find a written paper. 
This is that written paper. I have made it my business to 
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examîne sorae speciraens of the writing of Doctor Manetta 
This is the writing of Doctor I\Ianette. I confide this paper, in 
tiie writing of Doctor Manette, to the hands of the President.'' 

" Let it be read." 
In a dead siience and stillness — tlie prisoner under trial 

looking lovingiy at iiis v/ife, his wife oiily^ iooking from iiim 
to iook with solicitude at her fatiier, Doctor ^íanette keeping 
iiis eyes fixed on the reader, ^íadame Defarge nevcr taking 
Iiers frora tlie prisoner, Defarge never talcing his from iiis 
feasting wife, and aii tiie other ey ês there inteiit upon the 
Doctor, who saw none of thera — the paper was read, as 
íoUows. • . 

CHAPTER X 

THE SUBSTANCE OF T H E S H A D O W 

" I , ALEXANDRE MANETTE, unfortunate pliysîcian, native 
of Beauvais, and afterwards resident in Paris, write this 
meianchoiy paper in my doiefui ceil in the Bastiile, during 
riie last month of the vear, 1767. I v/rite it at stolen inter-
vais, under eveiy difficulty. I design to secrete it in the wail 
of the ciiimney, wiiere I have siowiy and iaboriousiy raade a 
piace of conceairaent for it. Some pitying hand may find 
it tiiere, when I and m}^ sorrows are dust. 

"^' Tiiese words are formed by the rusty iron poiiit with which 
l WTÍte with difficulty iii scrapings of soot and cliarcoai from 
tiie chimney, mixed with biood, in tlie last nionth of the 
teiith year of niy captivity. Hope has quite departed frora 
my breast. I know from terribie warnings I Iiave noted in 
myseif tiiat my reasoii wili not long rem.ain unimpaiTed, but 
I soiemniy declare that I am at this time ih the possession 
of my right mind — that my raemory is exact and circum-
stantial — and that I write the truth as I sliail answer foi 
these my last recorded words, whether they be ever read by 
men or not, at the Eternal Judgment-seat. 
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"One cloudy raoonlight night, în the third week of Decem-
ber (I think the twenty-second of the month) in the year 
1757, I was walking on a retired part of the qimy by the 
Seine for the refreshment of the frosty air, at ah hour's 
distance frora ray place of residence in tiie Street of the 
School of Medicine, when a carriage carae along behind rae, 
driven very fast. As I stood aside to let that carriage pass, 
apprehensive that it raight otherwise run me down, a head 
was put out at the window, and a voice called to the driver to 
stop. 

"The carriage stopped as soon as the driver could reîn in 
his horses, and the same voice called to me by my name. I 
answered. The carriage was then so far in advance of nje 
that two gentlemen had time to open the door and alight 
before I came up with it. I observed that they were both 
wrapped in cloaks, and appeared to conceal themselves. As 
they stood side by side near the carriage door, I also observed 
that they both looked of about ray own age, or rather younger, 
and that they were greatiy aiike, in stature, manner, voicej 
and (as far as I couid see) face too. 

"^You are Doctor Manette?^ said one. 
"^lam.^ 
"'Doctor Manette, formerly of Beauvais,' said the other; 

*the young physician, originally an expert surgeon, who 
within the last year or two has made a rising reputation in 
Paris?' 

"'Gentleraep,^ I returned, ^I am that Doctor Manette of 
whom you speak so graciously.' 

"* We have been to your residence,' saîd the first, *and not 
being so fortunate as to find you there, and being înformed 
fchat you were probably walking in this direction, we followed, 
m the hope of overfcaking you. Will you please to enter the 
carriage ?' J 

"The manner of both was imperious, and they both moved, 
as these words were spoken, so as to place me between them-
selves and the carriage door. They were armed. I was not. 

"^Gentlemen,' said I, *pardon me; but I usually inquire 
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who cioes me the honour to seek ray assistance, and what 24 
the nature of tiie case to v/iiich I am summoned.' 

*^Tiie reply to this vas made by him who liad spoken 
second. ' Doctor, your ciients are people of condition. As to 
the iiature of the case, our confidence in your sldll assures us 
tiiat ŷ ou wiii ascertain it for yourseif better tlian we caii de-
scribe it. Enougii. Wiii you piease to eiiter the carriage?'' 

" I could do nothing but comply, and I eiitcred it m siience. 
They botli entered after me — ti.ie last spiinging in, after 
putting up tiie steps. The carriage turned about, and drove 
on at its forra.er speeci. 

" I repeat tiiis conversation exactiy as it occurred. I 
h^ve no doubt tliat it is, word for word, tlie same. I describe 
everytiiing exactly as it took piace, constrainiiig my niiiid 
not to wander from the taslc. Where I niake the brokeii 
marks tiiat foilow iiere, I ieave oft' for the time, and put my 
paper in its iiiding-piace. ^ ^ * * 

"Tiie carriage ieft tiie streets behind, passed the Xorth 
Barrier, and emerged upon the countiy road. At two-
tiiirds of a league froiii the Barrier — I clid not estimate the 
distance at tliat time, but afterwards viiea I tra^'ersed it — 
it struck out of tiie main avenue, aiid prescîitly^ stopped at a 
solitaiy house. We all three aiighted, aiid waiiced, by a damp 
soft footpath in a garden where a neglectecl fountain had 
overflowecl, to tlie door of the house. I t was not openecl 
immediateiy, in answer to tiie ringing of the beil, and cne of 
ray two conductors struck the man who opened it, with his 
heavy riding giove, across the face. 

"There was nothing iii this actioii to attract my partîcular 
attention, for I had seen conimon peopie strucic more com-
monly than dogs. But, tlie other of the two, being angry 
likewise, struck the man in hice manner witii his arm; the 
look and bearing of the brothers were then so exactly ai ke., 
that I then first perceived tliem to be twin brothers. 

"From the time of our ahghting at the outer gate (which 
we found locked, and which oiie of the brothers had opened 
to admit us, and had relocicedh I had heard cries proceeding 
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from an upper chamber. I was conducted to this chamber 
straight, the cries growing louder as we ascended the stairs. 
and I fouiid a patíent in a high fever of the brain, lying on B 
bed. 

"The patient was a woman of great beauty, and young, 
assuredly not m ich past twenty. Her hair was torn and 
ragged, a:id her arnis were bound to her sides with sashes 
and handkerchiefs. î noticed that these bonds were a,il 
portions of a gentlemaii's dress. On one of theraj which w^s 
a fringed scarf for a dress of ceremony, I saw the afmorial 
bearings of a Nobíe, and the letter E. 

" I saw this, wifchiri fche first minute of my contemplation 
of the patient; for, in her restless strivings she had turned 
over on her face OÍ.: the edge of the bed, had drawn the end 
of the scarf into her mouth, and was in danger of suffocation. 
My first act was to put out my hand to reheve her breathing; 
and in moving the scarf aside, the embroidery in the corner 
caught my sight. 

" I turned her gently over, placed my hands upon her breast 
to calm her and keep her down, and looked into her face. Her 
eyes were dilatej. and wild, and she constantly uttered 
piercing shrieks, and repeated the words, ^My husband, my 
father, and my brother! ' and then counted up to twelve, 
and said, ^Hush!' For an instant, and no more, she would 
pause to listen, and then the piercing shrieks would begin 
again, and she w^ould repeat the cry, ^ My husband, my father.^ 
and my brother! ' and would count up to twelve, and say^ 
*Hush !' There was no variation in the order, or the manner. 
rhere was no cessation, but the reguiar moment's pause, in 
fche utterance of these sounds. 

"^How long,' I asiced, ^has this lasted?* 
"To distinguish the brothers, I will call them the elder 

and the younger; by the eîder, I mean him who exercîsed 
the most ^uthority. I t was the elder who replied, ^Since 
about this hour last night.' 

"*She has a husband, a father, and a brother?' 
^̂ Â brother.' 
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"^I do not address her brother? ' 
" H e answered with great conterapt, ^No.^ 
" ^ She has sorae receiit association with the numbeí 

twelve?' 
"The younger brother impatiently rejoined, 'With twelve 

o'clock.' 
"^See, gentiemen,^ said I, still keepingmy hands upon her 

breast, ^ iiow useiess I am, as you iiave brought me! If I 
had Icnow i what I was coming to see, I could have come 
provicled. As it is, time must be lost. There are iio raedi-
cines to be obtained in this ioiiely piace.' 

"The elder brother iooked to tlie younger, who said 
naughtiiy, ^There is a case of raeciicines iiere;' and brought 
it frora a closet, and put it on tbe tabie. * ^ ^ ^ 

" I openecl some of the botties, smelt them, and put the 
stoppers to my hps. If I Iiad wantecl to use anything save 
narcotic medicines tiiat were poisons in thcmselves, I wouid 
ûotTîave administered any of tliose. 

"*Do you doubt them? ' asked the younger brothen 
" ' Y o u see, moiisieur, I am going to use tliem,' I repliedí; 

and said no more. 
" I made the patient swailow, with great difficulty, and after 

many efforts, the dose that I desired to give. As I intended 
to repeat it after a while, aiid as it was necessary to watch 
its infíuence, I then sat down by tlie side of tiie bed. There 
was a timid and suppressed woman iii attendance (wife of the 
man down-stairs), wiio had retreated into a corner. The 
house was damp and decayed, indifferentiy furnished — 
evidently, recentiy occupied and temporarih/ used. Some 
tiiiclc old hangings had been nailed up before the windows, to 
deaden tiie sound of tiie shrieks. They continued to be 
uttered in their regular succession, with the cry, ^ My husband^ 
my father, ancl my brother! ' the counting up to twelve, and 
* Hush! ' The frenzy was so violent, that I had not un-
fastened the bandages restraining the arms; but, I had looked 
to them, to see that they were not painful. The only spark 
of encouragement in the case, was, that my hand upon the 
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sufferer's breast had this much soothing influence, that for 
minutes at a time it tranquillised the figure. I t had no effect 
upon the cries; no pendulum could be more regular. 

"For the reason tiiat ray hand had this effect (I assume), 
I had sat by the side of the bed for half an hour, with the 
two Lrothers looking on, before the eider said: 

There is another pat ient / 
I was startled, and asked, ^ Is it a pressing case ?' 
You had better see,^ he carelessly answered; and took 

up a light. * Hs * * 
"The other patient lay in a back room across a second 

staircase, which was a species of loft over a stable. There 
was a low plastered ceiiing to a part of i t ; the rest was open, 
to the ridge of the tiied roof, and there were beams across. 
Hay and straw were stored in that portion of the place, 
fagots for firing, and a heap of apples in sand. I had to pass 
through that part, to get at the other. My meniory is cir-
curastantial and unshaken. I try it with these details, and I 
see thera all, in this my cell in the BastiIIe, near the close 
of the tenth year of my captivity, as I saw them all that 
night. 

"On some hay on the ground, with a cushion thrown under 
his head, lay a handsorae peasant boy — a boy of not more 
than seventeen at the most. He lay on his baok, with his 
teeth set, his right hand clenched on his breast, and his glaring 
eyes looking straight upward. I could not see where his 
wound was, as I kneeied on one knee over him; but, I could 
3ee that he was dying of a wound from a sharp point 

"^I am a doctor, my poor fellow,' said I. ^Let me exam-
ne it. ' • 

"^I do not want it examined," he answered; ^let ît be.' 
" It was under his hand, and I soothed him to iet me raove 

hîs liand away. The w^ound was a sword-thrust, received 
from twenty to twenty-four hours before, but no skill could 
have saved hira if it had been looked to without delay. He 
was then dying fast. As I turned ray eyes to the elder 
brother, I saw him looking down at this handsome boy whose 
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íife was ebbing out, as if he were a woiraded bird, or harCj OÎ 
rahbit; not at aii as if he were a feilow-creature. 

•^^How Iias this been clone, monsieur?' said L 
^*'A crazed young common dog! A serf! Forced ray 

brother to draw upon him, and has taUeo. 'jy my brother'g 
5\v'ord — lilce a gentieman.' 

' Tiiere was no toucii of pity, sorrow, or kíndred humanity^ 
in this answer. The speaker seemed toackaowledge that it 
was incon"\^enient to have that different order of creature 
dying there, and that it wouid have been better if he had died 
in tbe usuai obscure routine of Iiis vernim kind. He was 
quite incapable of any compassionate Te '̂  mg about the boy, 
or about hís fate, 

" The 003 '̂s eyes had siowly moved to iiim as he had spolcen, 
and fchev now siowly moved to me. 

'*' Doctor, they a.re very proucl, these Nobles; but we 
common clogs are proud too, sometimes. Tiiey piunder us, 
outrage us. bea.t us, lcili us; but we have *̂- iittle pride left^ 
sometimes. She—îiave you seen her, Doctor? ' 

*' liie shrielcs and the cries were audible there, tliough 
subdued by tlie distance. He referred to them, as if she wer^ 
lying in our presence. 

" 1 said. ' I ha^^e seeu hor,' 
'*^She is my sistc^v, ]3octor. Tliey have had their shame-

ful rights, these Xobles, in the modesty and virtue of our 
BÍsters, many vcars, cut we have iiad good giiis among us. I 
know it, and have lieard my fatiier say so. Siie was a good 
girL She w:is betrotlied to a good young man, too : a tenaiit 
of his. We were aii tenants of his — that man's wlio stands 
there. Tlie other is iiis brother^ tiie worst of á bacl race.' 

" It was witli the greatest ciifficuity tiiat the boy gathered 
bodily force to speak; but, his spirit spolce with a clreadful 
eraphasis. 

"*We v/ere so robbed by that man who stands tliere, as 
ail we common dogs are by tliose superior Beings — taxed 
by him without mercy, obliged to v/ork for him v/ithout pay^ 
oÍMiged to grind our corn at his iiii i, obhged to feed scores oí 
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hîs tame birds on' our wretched crops, and forbidden for oui 
lives to keep a single tarae bird of our own, pillaged and 
plundered to that degree that when we chanced to have a 
bitof meat, we ate it in fear, with the door barred and the shut-
ters ciosed, that his peopie should not see it and take it from 
us — I say, we were so robbed, and hunted, and were made 
so poor, that our father told us it was a dreadfui thingto bring 
a chiid into the world, and that what we should most pray 
for, was, that our woraen might be barren and our miserable 
race die ou t ! ' 

" I had never before seen the sense of being oppressed, 
bursting forth lilce a fire. I had supposed that it must be 
latent in the people somewhere; but, I had never seen it 
break out, uiitil I saw it in the dying boy. 

" ^ Nevertheiess, Doctor, my sister married. He was 
ailing at that time, poor fellow, and sbe married her lover, that 
she might tend ancl comfort him in our cottage — our dog-
hut, as that man would call it. She had not been married 
many weeks, when that man's brother saw her and admired 
her, and asked that man to lend her to hira — for what are 
husbands among us ! He was wiUing enough, but my 
sister was good and virtuous, and hated his brother with 
a hatred as strong as mine. What did tbe two then, to per-
suade her husband to use his infiuence with her, to make her 
willing ?' 

"The boy's eyes, which had been fixed on mine, sîowly 
turned to the looker-on, and I saw in the two faces that all he 
said was true. The two opposing kinds of pride confronting 
one another, I can see, even in this BastiIIe; the gentleman's, 
aU negligent indifference; the peasant's, all trodden-down 
sentiment, and passionate revenge. 

"* Y3U know, Doctor, that it is among the Rights of these 
Nobles to harness us comraon dogs to carts, and drive us 
They so harnessed him ánd drove him. You know that it 
is amoiig their Rights to keep us in their grounds all night, 
quieting the frogs, in order that tlieir noble sleep may not be 
disturbed. They kept him out in the unwholesome raistH 
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afc nîght, and ordered hira back into his harness inthe da \ . 
But Iie was not persuaded. No î Taken out of harnesa 
oiie day at noon, to feecl — if he could find food — he sobbed 
tv/eive tiraes, once for every stroke of tlie beli, and died on her 
bosom.^ 

"Nothing human could have held Hfe in the boy but his 
determination to tell aii his wrong. He forced back the 
gatiiering shadows of death, as he forced his cienched right 
íiand to remain cienched, aiid to cover iiis wouiid. 

"^Then, with that man's pcrmission and even with his aíd, 
his brother took iier aw^ay; in spite of what I lcnow she must 
have told his brother — aiid what that is, wiii iiot be long 
unknown to A^OU, Doctor, if it is now — his brother took Iier 
:iv/ay — for Iiis pieasure and diversion, for a littie whiie- I 
siw iier pass me on the roacL When I took the tidings home, 
our father's lieart burst; he never spoke one of the words 
tliat fiiied it. I took my yoimg sister (for I have another) to a 
pîace beyoiid the reach of tliis man, and wiiere, at ieast, she 
wili never be his vassal. Tlien, I tracked the brother here, 
aiid iast nig it climbed in — a common dog, but sword in 
haiid. — Where is tiie ioft window ? It was somewhere here ?" 

"The room was darkening to his sight; the world was 
narrowing around hira. I glanced about rae, ancl saw that 
the hay and straw were trarapled over the floor, as if there 
had been a struggle. 

'*'She iieard me, and ran írx. I told her not to comenear 
us tiil he was dead. He came in and first tossed me some 
pieces of money; then struck at me with a whip. But Î  
though a common dog, so struck at him as to raake him draw. 
Let hira break into as many pieces as he will, the sword that 
he staîned with my common biood; he drew to defend him-
seif — thrust at me with ali his skill for his life.' 

*'My giance had falien, but a few moments before, on the 
fragments of a broken sword, lyirfg among the hay. That 
weapon was a gentleraan's. In another place, lay an 
sword that seemed to have been a soidier^s. 

" ^ Now, lift me up, Doctor: lift me up. Where is h e ? ' 
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" 'He is not here,' I said, supporting the boy, and thînking 
that he referred to the brotíier. 

"^He! Proud as these nobies are, he is afraîd to see me. 
Where is the man who was here? Turn my face to him.' 

" I did 80, raising the boy's head against my knee. But, 
invested for the moment with extraordinary power, he raised 
himself completely: obliging me to rise too, or I could not 
have still supported him. 

"^Marquis,' said the boy, turned to hira with his cyes 
opened wide, and his right hand raised, ^in the days when 
all these things are to be answered for, I sumraon you and 
yours, to the Íast of your bad race, to answ^er for them, I 
mark this cross of blood upon you, as a sign that I do it. In 
the days wheii all these things are to be answered for, I sum-
mon your brother, the worst of the bad race, to answer for 
them separately. I mark this cross of blood upon him, as a 
sign that I do it. ' 

"Twice, he put his hand to the wound în his breast, and 
with his forefinger drew a cross in the air. He stood for an 
instant with tlie finger yet raised, and as it dropped, he 
dropped with it, and i laid him down dead. * * * * 

"When I returned to the bedside of the young woman, I 
found her raving in precisely the sarae order of continuity. 
I knew that this might last for many hours, and that it 
would probably end in the silence of the grave. 

" I repeated the medicines I had given her, and I sat at the 
sid^of the bed until the night was far advanced. She never 
abated the piercing quality of her shrieks, never stumbled 
îh the distinctness or the order of her words. They were 
always * My husband, my father, and my brother I One^ 
two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine, ten, eleven, 
twelve. Hush!^ 

"This lasted twenty-six hours írom the time when I first 
saw her. I had corae and gone twice, and was again sitting 
by her, when she began to falter. I did what little could be 
done to assist that opportunity, and by-and-bye she sank \nu 
a lethargy, and lay like the dead-



(í c 

i( ( 

350 A TALE OF TWO CITIES 

" I t was as if tbe wind and rain liad lulled at last, after a 
long and fearful storm. I reieased her arms, and caiied the 
woman to assist me to compose ber figure and tiie dress she 
had torii- I t was theii tliat I knew Iier conditioii to be that 
oî one in whom tlie first expectations of being a inother have 
arisen; anci it was then that I iost the iittie liope I had had 
of her-

" ' Is sbe dead ? ^ asked the Marquis, wliom I will stiii describe 
as the eider brother, comiiig booted into the room froni his 
horse-

Not dead,' said I ; ^but lilce to clie.^ 
What strength there is in these common bodies î̂  he saîd, 

íooking down at her witli some curiosity. 
" ^There is prodigious streiigth,^ I answered him, *in sorrow 

and despair.' 
"He íirst laughed at my w^ords, and then frowned at thera. 

He moved a chair with his foot near to mine, ordered the 
woman away, and said in a subdued voice, 

"^Doctor, finding my brothe-r in this difficulty with these 
hinds, I recommended that your aid shouicl be invited. 
Your reputat on is higli, and, as a young man with your for-
tune to maice, ŷ ou are probably mindful of your interest. 
The things tiiat you see here, are things to be seen, and iiot 
spoken of,̂  

** I hstened to the patient's breathing, aiid avoided answer-
mg. 

"^Do you honour nie with your attention, Doctor?* 
"^Moiisieur,' said I, *in mŷ  profession, the communica-

tions of patients are aiways received iii confidence,' 1 was 
guarded in my answer, for I was troubied in my mîndwith 
wbat I had heard and seen. 

"Her breathing was s*: difficult to trace, that I carefully 
rried tbe puise and the heart. Tliere was life, and no more. 
Looicing round as I resumed ray seat, I found both the broth-
ers inteiit u-3on me. * ^ * * 

**I write with so much difficulty, the cold îs so severe, i 
am so fearful of being cletected and consignt;d to an unde:* 
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ground cell and total darkness, that I must abridge this nar-
rative. There is no confusion or faiiure in my raemôry; it 
can recall, and could detail, every word that was ever spoken 
between me and those brothers. 

" She lingered for a week. Towards the last, I could under^ 
stand some few syilables that she said to rae, by placing ray 
ear close to her lips. She asked me where she was, and I 
told her; who I was, and I told her. I t was in vaiii that I 
asked her for her family name. She faintly shoolc her head 
upon the pillow, and kept iier secret, as the boy iiad ione. 

" I had no opportunity of asking her Siny question, until I 
had told the brothers sbe was sinking fast, and could not 
live another day. Until then, though no one was ever pre-
sented to her consciousness save the woman and myself, 
one or other of them had always jealously sat behind the cur-
tain at the head of the bed when I was there. But when it 
came to that, they seemed careless wliat communication I 
might hold with her; as if — the thought passed through my 
mind — I wefe dying too-

" I always observed that their pride bitterly resented the 
younger brother's (as I cail him) having crossed swords with 
a peasant, and that peasant a boy. The only considera-
tion that' appeared to affect the mind of either of them 
was the consideration that this was highly degrading to 
the family, and was ridiculous. As often as I caught the 
younger brother's eyes, their expression reminded me that 
he disiiked me deeply, for knowing what I knew from the 
boy. He was smoother and raore polite to me than the elder: 
but I saw this. I aiso saw that I was an incurabrance in the 
mind of the elder, too. 

"My patient died, two hours before midnight — at a time, 
by my watch, answering alraost to the rainute when I had first 
seen her. I was aione with her, when Iier forlorn young 
head drooped gently on one side, and all her earthly wrongs 
and sorrows ended. 

"The brothers were waiting in a room down-stairs, impa-
tient to ride away* I had heard them, alone at the bedside 
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strikîng their boots with their r ding-whips, and loitering up 
and down. 

" ^ At last she is dead ?' said the elder, when I went in. 
She is dead,^ said I. 
I congratulate you, my brother,^ were his words as he 

turned round. y 
He had before offered me raoneyt/which I had post-

poned taking. He iiow gave me a rou eau of gold. I took 
it from his iiand, but laid it on the tabie. I had considered 
the question, and had resolved to accept nothing. 

" ' P r a y excuse me,' said I. 'Under the circumstances^ 
no.' 

"They exchanged looks, but beiit their heads to me as l 
bent mine to them, and we parted without another word on 
either side. ^ ^ ^ ^ 

" I am weary, weary, weary—•worn down by raisery. I 
cannot read what I have written with this gaunt Iiand-

"Ear ly in the morning, the rouleau of goid was ieft at my 
door in a littie box, with my name on the outside. Frora 
the first, I had anxiously considered what I ought to do. I 
decided, that day, to write privately to the Minister, stauing 
the nature of the two cases to wliich í had been summoned, 
and the place to wiiich I had gone: in effect, stating aii the 
circumstances. I knew what Court influenee was, and what 
the iraraunities of the Nobies v/ere, aiid I expected that the 
matter would never be heard of; but, I wished to relieve 
my own iiiincL I had kept the matter a profound secret, 
even from ray wife; and this, too, I resoived to state in ray 
letter. I had iio apprehension whatever of my rea danger; 
but I was conscious tliat there might be danger for others, 
if others were compromised bŷ  possessing the knowledge 
that I possessed. 

" I was much engaged that day, and could not complete 
my letter that night. I rose long before my usual time next 
morning to finish it. I t was tiie last day of the year. The 
ietter was lying before me just completed, when I was told 
fchat a lady waited, who wished to see me. ^ * * * 
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" I am growing more and more unequal to the task I have 
set myself. I t is so cold, so dark, my senses are so benumbed, 
and the gloom upon me is so dreadful. 

"The lady was young, engaging, and handsome, but not 
marked for long life. She was in great agitation. She 
presented herself to 'me as the wife of the Marquis St. Evré-
monde. I connected the title by which the boy had addressed 
the elder brother, with the initial letter embroidered on tlie 
scarf, and had no difficuity in arriving at the conclusion that 
I had seen that nobleman very lately. 

"My memory is still accurate, but I cannot write the words 
of our conversation. I suspect that I am watched more 
closely than I was, and I know not at what times I may be 
watched. She had in part suspected, and in part discovered, 
the main facts of tlie cruel story, of her husband's share in 
it, and my being resorted to. She did not know that the 
gi i was dead. Her hope had been, she said in great distress, 
to siiow her, in secret, a woman's sympathy. Her hope had 
been to avert the wrath of Heaven from a House that had 
long been íiaTeful to the suffering many. 

"She had reasons for believing that there was a young 
sîster living, and her greatest desire was, to heip that sister. 
I could teil her nothing but that there was such a sister; 
beyond that, I knew nothing. Her inducement to come to me, 
relying on my confidence, had been the hope that I could tell 
her the name and place of abode. Whereas, to this wretched 
hour I am ignorant of both. * Hî * * 

"These scraps of paper fail me. One was taken from me, 
with a warning, yesterday. I must finish my recordto-dayo 

"She was a good, compassionate lady, and not happy in 
her marriage. How could she be! The brother distrusted 
and disliked her, and his influence was all opposed to her; 
she stood in dread of him, and in dread of her husband too. 
When I handed her down to the door, there was a child, a 
pretty boy from two to three years old, in her carriage. 

'^^For his sake, Doctor,' she said, pointing to him in tears, 
' I would do all I can to make what poor amends I caUo He 

2 A 
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wiU never prosper in his inheritance otherwiseo 1 h.â ŵ  f, 
presentiment that if no otiier innocent atonement is made íoi 
this, it wiii oiie day be required of him. What I have ief. 
'0 cail my owii — it is httle beyond the worth of a few jewe:s 
- 1 ,vill raake it tbe first charge of his iife to bestow^ witfi 

the compassion aiid lamenting of his clead mother. on 'Lh:̂  
:njured famiiy, if the sister can be chscovered.' 

"She Idssed the boy, and said, caressing him, '^lt ií koir 
hine own dear sake. Thou wiit be faithful, Httíe CharJo: '̂̂  

The chiid answered her braveiy, ^Yes!' I lcissed her hHHJi 
:nd she took him in her arms, and went away caressiiOig hno 

never saw her raore. 
"As she Iiad mentioned her husband's name io the ^.m\h 

t-hat I knew it, I added no mention of it to my letter Í 
sealed my ietter, and, not trusting it out of ray own ha^^dv 
delivered it rayseif that day. 

" That night, the last night of the year, towards nine o c-o* , 
:i man in a black dress rang at my gate, demancied to'see rixe., 
and softly followed my servant, Ernest Defarge, a youth, 
up-stairs. When my servant came into the roorn where 1 s:iv 
mth my wife — O my wife, beloved of my heart! My íair 
young English wife! — we saw the man, who was supposed 
to be at the gate, standing silent behind Iiim. 

'^An urgent case iii the Rue St, Honoré, he said. îfc would 
not detain me, he hacl a coach iii waiting. 

" I t brouglit me iiere, it brought me to ray gra/e When 
I was ciear of tlie house,-a biack muffler was drawc ughii> 
over my inoutii from behind, and my arras we.rt̂  o^D.ioiied 
The two brotiiers crossed the road from a dark • orrjer, and 
identified me with a singie gesture. The Marqup? Wijk fro í 
Ms pocket the ietter I iiad wiitten, showed it me, burnt v 
iii the light of a iantern that was heid, arid e^^tinguiBhei 
the ashes with Iiis foot. Not a wwd was spoken. 1 Wrti: 
rrougnt here, I was brought to my living gravt:;,, 

'^lf it hacl pleasecí GOD to put it in the bard heart oí eRtfci.e 
::' the brothers, in aU these frightful years, to gfant me BÍU" 
*':3.ngs o* my dearest wife —' so much as to )et .C"̂  kno'w b > *-
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word whether alive ordead — I might have thought that He 
had not quite abandoned them. But, now I beheve that the 
raark of the red cross is fatai to them, and that tíiey have nu 
part in His mercies. And them and their descendants, to 
the last of their race, I, Alexandre Manette, unhappy pris-
oner, do this last night of the year 1767, in my unbearable 
agony, denounce to the times when all these things shali be 
answered for. I denounce tiiem to Heáven and to earth," 

A terrible sound arose when the reading of this document 
was done. A souiid of craving and eagerness that had 
nothing artipulate in it but blood. Tlie rarrative calied up 
the most revengefui passions of the time, and there was not 
a head in the nátion but must have dropped before it. 

Little need, in presence of tliat tribunal ancl tiiat auditory^ 
to show how the Defarges had not made the paper public, 
with the other captured BastiIIe meraorials borne in proces-
sion, and had kept it, biding their tirae. Littie need to show 
that this detested faraily name had long been anatheraatised 
by Saint Antoine,'and was wrought into the fatal registero 
The man never trod ground whose virtues and services would 
have sustained him in that piace that day, against such de-
nunciatioUc 

And all the worse for the doomed raan, that the denouncer 
was p weil-known citizen, his own attaciied friend, the father 
}f hlb wife. One of the frenzied aspirations of the populace 
was, for iraitations of the questionable pubiic virtues of an-
tiquity, and for sacrifices and self-immolations on the people's 
altar. Therefore when the President said (else iiad his own 
head quivered on his shoulders), that the good physician of 
the Repubhc would deserve better still of the Republic by 
rooting out an obnoxious. faraiiy of Aristocrats, and would 
doubtless feel a sacred giow and joy in making his daughter 
a widow and her child an orphan, there was wUd excitement, 
patriotic fervour, not a touch of huraan syrapathy. 

"Much influence around him, has that Doctor? ' ' mur-* 
mured Madame Defarge, smiling to The Vengeance. "Save 
aim now, my Doctor^ save iiira!^' 



At every juryman's vote, there was a roar. Another and 
another. Roar and roar. 

Unanimousiy voted. At heart and by descent an Aris-
tocrat, an enemy of the Republic, a notorious oppressor of the 
People. Back to the Conciergerie, and Death within four-
and-twenty hours t 

CHAPTER XI 

DUSK 

THE wretched wife of the innocent man thus doomed 
fco die, fell under the sentence, as if she had been raortaily 
stricken. But, she uttered no sound; and so strong was tlie 
voice within her, representing that it was she of all the world 
who must uphold him m his misery and not augment it, 
that it quickly raised her, even from that shock. 

The Judges having to take part in a public demonstra-
tion out of doors, the tribunal adjourned. The quick noise 
and raovement of the court's emptying itself by many pas-
sages iiad not ceased, when Lucie stood stretching out ner 
arms towards iier husband, with nothing in her face but love 
and consolation. 

"If I niight touch him! If I might embrace hîm once! 
O, good citizens, if you would have so much compassion for 
u s ! " 

There was but a gaoler left, along with two of the four men 
who had taken him last nigiit, and Barsad. The people had 
all poured out to the show in the streets. Barsad proposed 
to the rest, " Let her embrace him then; it is but a moment." 
Ix was silently acquiesaqd in, and they passed her over the 
seats in the hairto a raised place, where he, by leaning over 
fche docic, could fold her in his arms. 

"FareweU, dear darling of my soul. My parting blessîng 
on my love. We shaU meet again, where the weary are at 
æstV' 
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They were her husband's words, as he held her to hîs bosom. 
" I can bear it, dear Charles. I am supported from above; 

don't suffer for me. A parting blessing for our child." 
" I send it to her by you. I kiss her by you. I say farewell 

to her by you." 
"My husband. No! A moment!" He was tearing liim-

self apart from her. "We shall not be separatecl long. I 
feel that this will break my heart by-and-bye; but I will do 
my duty while I can, and when I leave her, God will raise up 
friends for her, as He did for me." 

Her father had foUowed her, and would have fallen on his 
knees to both of them, but that Darnay put out a hand and 
seized him, crying: 

"No, no! What have you done, what have you done, that 
vou should kneel to us! We know now, what a struggle you 
made of old. We know now, what you underwent when 
you suspected my descent, and when you knew it. We know 
now, the natural antipathy you strove against, and conquered, 
for lier dear sake.' We tnank you with all our hearts, aiid all 
our love and duty. Heaven be with you!" 

Her father's only answer was to draw his hands through 
hís white hair, and wring them with a shriek of anguish. 

" I t could not be otherwise," said the prisoner. "AU 
th'ngs have worked together as they have failen out. It was 
the aiways-vain endeavour to discharge my poor raother's 
trust that first brought my fatal presence near you. Good 
could never come of such evil, a happier end was not in nature 
to so unhappy a beginning. Be coraforted, and forgive rae. 
Heaven biess you!" 

As he was drawn away, hîs wife released hira, and stood 
looldng after him with her hands touching one anotherin the 
attitude of prayer, and with a radiant look upon her face, in 
which there was even a comforting smile. As he went out 
at the prisoners' door, she turned, laid her head lovingly on 
her father's breast, tried to speak to him, and fell at his feet. 

Then, issuing from the obscure corner from which he had 
never moved, Sydney Carton came and took her up. Only 
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her father and Mr, Lorry were witli iier. His arm trernbied 
as it raised her, and supported her head. Yct, there was an 
air about iiim tiiat was not aii of pity — that had a fiush of 
pride in it. 

*' Shail I take her to a coach ? I sliaii never feel her weight.' 
He carried her iightly to the door, and iaid her tenderiy 

down in a coacli. Her father and tlicir oid friend got into 
it, and he toolc liis seat beside tiie driver. 

When they arrived at tho gateway whcre he had paused ín 
the dark not many hours before, to picture to himseif on which 
of íhs rougli stones of the street her feet had trodden, he iifted 
her 8.gain, and carried iier up tha staircase to their rooms. 
rhere, he laid her down on a couch, wiiere her child and Miss 
/^ross wept over ber. 

"Don' t recali Iier to iierself," lie saîd, softly, to the latter, 
^^she is better so. Doii't revive her to consciousness, wiiile 
she only faints.'' 

" Oh, Carton, Carton, dear Carton!" cried ittle Lucie, 
spiinging up and tiirowing her arms passionateíy round him, 
in a burst of grief. ' 'Now that you have come, I think you 
will do somcthiag to heip nianima, something to save papa î 
O, îook at her, d.ear Carton ! Can y^ou, of aii the peopie who 
Íove her, bear to see her s o ? " 

He bent over tlie chiid, aiid laid her bloomîng cheek against 
his face. He put her gentiy from hini, and looiced at her un-
conscious mother. 

"Before I go," he said, and paused — " I may iciss her ?''̂  
I t was remembered afterwards tiic^t w^hen he beiit down and 

touciied her face witii his lips, he murmured some words. 
The cliiid, who was nearest to him, toid them afterwards, 
and told iier grandciiiidren when she was a handsome old 
\ady, that she heard Iiim say, " A life you love."" 

When he liad gone out into tlie next room, he turned 
suddenly on Mr. Lorry and her father, who were following, 
and said to the lat ter: 

"You had great influence but yesterday, Doctor Manette; 
íet it at îeast be tried* These judgeiií, and all the men in 
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power, are very' friendly to you, and very recognîsant of your 
services^; are they no t?" 

"Nothing connected with Charles was concealed from me 
I had the strongest assurances that I should save him; and ) 
did." He returned the aiiswer in great trouble, and very 
slowly. 

"Try them again. The hours between this and to-mcricw 
afternoon are few and short, but try." 

" I intend to try. I will not rest a moment.'' 
"That's well. I have known such energy as yours do great 

things before now — though never," he added, with a smiie 
and a sigh together, "such great things as thîs. But tryf 
Of little worth as life is when we misuse it, it is worth that 
effort. It would cost nothing to lay down if it were not." 

" I wiU go," said Doctor Manette, " to the Prosecutor and 
the President straight, and I will go to others whom it is 
better not to name. I will write too, and — But stay l 
There is a celebration in the streets, and no one will be acces-

^síblg until dark." 
"That's true. Well! It is a forlorn hope at the best, aiid 

not much the forlorner for being delayed tiil dark. I síiould 
Hke to know how ŷ ou speed; though, raind! I expect nothing 1 
When are you likely to have seen these dread powers, Doctor 
Manette?" 

"Iraraediately after dark, I should hope. Within an hour 
or two frora this." 

" I t will be dark soon after four. Lefc us stretch the hour 
or two. If I go to Mr. Lorry^s at nine, siiaii I hear what 
you have done, eifcher from our friend or from yourselí ?" 

"Yes." 
" May you prosper!'' 
Mr. Lorry followed Sydney to the outer door, and, touching 

him on the shoiUder as he was going away, caused him to turn. 
'•I have no hope," said Mr. Lorry, in a low and sorrowfu'i 

whisper. 
"NorhaveL'* 
" If any one of these men, or aU of these men, were dispose^ 
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to spare hira — which is a large supposition, for what ís hii 
Hfe, or any man^s to them ! — I doubt if they durst spare him 
after the deraonstration in the court." 

"And so do I. I beard the fall of the axe în that sound.*' 
Mr. Lorry leaned his arra upon the door-post, and bowed his 

face upon it. 
"Don't despond," said Carton, very gently; "don^t gr eve. 

T encouragedDoc or Manette in this idea, because 1 felt that 
it might one day be consolatory to her. Otherwise, she might 
thinlc' his iife was wantonly thrown away or wasted,' and that 
migiit trouble her." 

" Yes, yes, yes," returned Mr. Lorry, drying his eyes, 
"you are rigiit. But he wiii perish; there is no real hope." 

"Yes* He wili perish: tliere is no real hope," echoed 
Carton' And walked with a settled step, down-stairs. 

CHAPTER XII 

DARKNESS 

SYDNEY CARTON paused in tiie street, not quite decided 
where to go. " At Teiison's banicing-house at nine," he said, 
with a musing face. "Shail I do weli, in the mean time, to 
show myself? I thinic so. It is best that tliese people 
should know there is such a man as I here ; it is a sound 
precaution, and may be a necessary preparation. But 
care, care, care ! Let me tiiink it out V^ 

Checking his steps wiiicii had begun to tend towards an 
object, he tooic a turn or two in the aiready darkening streetj, 
and traced the thought iii his mind to its possibie conse-
quences. His first impression was confirmed. " I t is best,'' 
he said, finally resolved, " that these people should know 
there is such a man as I here." And he turned his face 
towards Saiiit Antoine. 

Defarge had described himself, that day, as the keeper of 
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a wîne-shop în the Saint Antoine suburb. t was not diffi-
cult for one ŵ ho knew the city well, to find Iiis house without 
asking any question. Having ascertained its situation^ 
Carton came out of those closer streets again, and dined at 
a place of refreshment and fell sound asleep after dinner. 
For the first time in many years, he had no strong drink 
Since last night he had talcen nothing but a littie light thin 
wine, and last night he had dropped the brandy siowiy down 
on Mr. Jjorry's hearth Hlce a man wlio had doiie witli it. 

It was as late as seven o'clock when Iie awoke refreshed, 
and went out into the streets again. As Iie passed aiong 
towards Saint Antoine, he stopped at a shop-window where 
there was a mirror, and slightly altered the disordered arrange-
ment of his loose cravat, and his coat-coilar, and his wild 
hair. This done, he went on direct to Defarge's, and went in. 

There happeiied to be no customer in the shop but Jacques 
Three, of the restiess fingers and the croaking voice. This 
man, whom he had seen upon the Jury, stood drinking at 
the httie counter, in conversation witii tlie Defarges, man and 
wife. The Vengeance assisted in the conversation, Hke a 
regular raember of the establisliment. 

As Carton wallced in, took his seat and asked (in very in 
different Freiich) for a small measure of wine, Madame 
Defarge cast a careiess glance at him, and then a Iceener, and 
then a keener, and tlien advanced to him herself, and asked 
him what it was he had ordered. 

He repeated what he had already said. 
"English?" asked Madame Defarge, inquisitively raîsing 

her daric eyebrows. 
After looking at her, as if the sound of even a single French 

word were slow to express itself to him, he answered, in his 
former strong foreign accent. "Yes madame, yes. I am 
Englishl" 

Madame Defarge returned to her counter to get the wine, 
and, as he took up a Jacobin journal and feigned to pore 
over ít puzzHng out íts raeaning, he heard her say^ " swea^ 
o you, Hke Evréraonde í" 
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Defarge brought him the wine, and gave him Good Evemna 
" H o w ? " 
"Good evening." 
"Oh! Good evening, citizen,'^ fiUing his glass. "Ah? 

and good wine. I drink to the Republic." 
Defarge went baclc to the counter, and said, "Certaînly^ a 

little Hke." Madame sternly retorted, " I teU you a good 
deal like." Jacc}ues Tliree pacifically remarked, "He is so 
much in your mind, see you, madame." Tlie amiable Ven-
geance addecl, with a iaugh, "Yes, my faith! Aiid you are 
looking forward witii so much pieasure to seeing thm once 
more to-morrow!" 

Cartøn followed the lines and words of his paper, with a 
slow forefinger, and with a studious and absorbed face. They 
were ail leaning their arms on the counter ciose together. 
speaking low. After a silence of a few moraents, during wlhch 
they all loolced towards him without disturbing his outward 
attention irom the Jacobin editor, they resumed their con-
versation. 

" I t is true what madame says," observed Jacques Three 
Why stop ? Tiiere is great force in that. Why stop ? ̂ ' 

Weil, well," reasoned Defarge, " but one must stop 
somewhere. Áfter all, tlie question is still where?'^ 

At extermination," said madaiiie. 
Magnificent!" croaked Jacques Three. The Vengeance^ 

also, highly a.pproved. 
" Extermination is good doctrine, my wife,*^ said Defarge, 

rather troubled; "in general, I say nothing againstit. But 
this Doctor iias suffered much; you have seen him to-day; 
you have observed his face when the paper was read." 

" I have observed his face!" repeated madame, contemp-
tuously and angrily. "Yes. I have observed his face. I 
have observed his face to be not the face of a true friend of 
the RepubHc. Let him take care of his face! '* 

"And you have observed, my wife," said Defarge- în a 
deprecatory manner, "the anguish of his daughter., whícb 
l^^Íf^e^'dreadful anguish to iiim!''' 

'( 
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" I have observed h s daughter," repeated madame, "yes^ 
î have observed his daughter, more times than one. I have 
observed her to-day, and I have observed her otlier days. 
have observed her in the court, and I have observed her in 
the street by the prison. Let me but lift my finger ! '̂ 
She seemed to raise it (the listener^s eyes were always on 
ihs paper), and to let it fail with a rattle on the ledge ÎDefore 
her, as if the axe had dropped. 

"The citizeness is superb!" croaked the Juryraan. 
"She is an Aiigel!" said The Vengeance, and erabraced 

her. 
" As to thee," pursued madame, implacably, address iig her 

husband, "if it depended on thee — whicii, happily, it does 
iot — thou wouidst rescue this man even now." 

"No !" protested Defarge. "Not if to lift tliis glass wouid 
ao it I But I would leave the matter there. I say, stop 
tliere." 

"See you then, Jacques," said Madame Defarge, wrath* 
fully; "aiid see you, too, my little Vengeance; see you both! 
Listen! For other crimes as tyrants aiid oppressors, I have 
tihs race a long time on my register, doomed to destruction 
and extermination. Ask my husband, is that so.'* 

" I t is so," assented Defarge, without being aslced. 
" I n the beginning of the great days, when the BastiIIe 

falls, he finds this paper of to-day, and he brings it home, and 
in the middie of the night when this place is clear and shut, 
ŵ e read it, here on this spot, by the Hght of this lamp, Ask 
hira, is that so." 

" I t is so," assented Defarge. 
"That night, I tell him, when the paper is read through, 

and the lamp is burnt out, and the day is gleaming in ãbove 
those shutters and between those iron bars, that I have now a 
secret to coramunicate. Ask him, is that ' so ." 

" I t 3 so," assented Defarge again. 
" I communicate to him that secret. I smite this bosoæ 

with these two hands as I smite it now, and I tell him, ' De-
farfí*e T was brought up among the fishermen of the sea-shore 
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and that peasanfc family so injured by the two Evrémond< 
brothers, as that Bastilie paper describes, is my family 
Defarge, that sister of the mortally wounded boy upon thí 
ground was my sister, that husband was my sister's husband 
that unbornchild was their child, that brother was my brother 
that father was my father, those dead are my dead, and thai 
summons to answer for those things descends to me I' Asi 
him, is that so." 

" I t is so," assented Defarge once more. 
" Then teil Wind and ire where to stop," returned madame 

"bu t don't teU me." 
Both her hearers derived a horrible enjoyment from thc 

deadly nature of her wrath — the listener couid feei hov̂  
white she was, without seeing her — and both highly com 
mended it. Defarge, a weaic minority, interposed a few wordí 
for the memory of the compassionate wife of the Marquis 
but oiily elicited from his own wife a repetition of her last re-
ply. "Tell the Wiiid aiid the Fire where to stop; not me !" 

Custoraers entered, and the group was brokeri up. Th( 
English customer paid for what he iiacl liad, perplexedi} 
counted his chaiige, aiid asked, as a stranger, to be directec 
towards the Nationai Palace. Madame Defarge took liim t( 
the door^ and put iier arm on his, in pointing out the road 
The English customer was not without his refíections then 
that it migiit be a good deed to seize that arm, lift it, anc 
strike under it sharp aiid deep. 

But, he weiit Iiis way, aiid was soon swaiiowed up in th( 
shadow of the prison wail. At tiie appointed hour, I 
emerged from it to present himseif in Mr. Loriy's room again 
where he found the oid gentieman waiking to and fro in rest 
less anxiety. He said he had been with Lucie untii just now 
and had only left her for a few minutes, to come and keei 
his appointment. 'Her father had not í^een seen, since h( 
quitted the banking-house towards four o^clock. She hac 
some faint hopes that his mediation might save Charles, bu 
they were very slight. He had been more than five hourj 
gone: where could he be ? 
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Mro Lorry waited until ten; but, Doctor Manette not 
returnîng, and he being unAviUing to leave Lucie any longer, 
it was arranged that he should go back to her, and come to 
the banking-house again at midnight. In the meanwhile, 
Carton would wait alone by the fire for the Doctor. 

He waited and waited, and the clock struck twelve; but 
Doctor Manette did not come back. Mr. Lorry returned, 
and foimd no tidings of him, and brought none. Where could 
he be ? 

They were discussing this question, and were almost 
building up some weak structure of hope on his prolonged 
absence, when they heard him on the stairs. The instant 
he entered the room, it ŵ as plain that all was lost. 

Whether he had realiy been to any one, or whether he had 
been all that time traversing the streets, was never Icnown. 
As he stood staring at them, they asked him no question, 
for his face told them everything. 

" I cannot find it,'' said he, "and I must have it. Where 
is i t ? " 

His head and throat were bare, and, as he spoke vrith a 
helpless look straying all around, he took his coat off, and let 
it drop on the fioor. 

" Where is my bench? I have been îooking 3verywhere for 
my bench, and I can't find it. What have they done with 
my work? Time presses: I must finish those shoes." 

They looked at one another, and their hearts died within 
them. 

"Come, come!'* said he, in a whimpering miserable way; 
"let me get to work. Give me my work." 

Receiving no answer, he tore his hair, and beat his feet 
upon the ground, like a distracted child. 

"Don't torture a poor forlorn wretch,"he implored them, 
with a dreadful cry: "but give me my work! What is to 
become of us, if those shoes are not done to-night?" 

Lost, utterly lost! 
It was so clearly beyond hope to reasoii vrith him, or try 

to restore him, — that — as if by agreement — they eacb 
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put a hand upon his shoulder, and soothed hîm to sît dowii 
before the fire, with a promise that he should have his work 
presently. He sank into the chair, and brooded over thô 
embers, and shed tears. As if all that had happened since 
the garret time were a momentary fancy, or a dream, MTO 
Lorry saw him shrink into the exact figure that Defarge had 
had in keepirig. 

Affected, and impressed with terror as they both. were^ 
by this spectacle of ruin, it was not a time to yield to sucb 
emotions. His lonely daughter, bereft of her final hope ana 
reliance, appealed to them both too strongly. Again, as if 
by agreement, they looiced at one another with one meaning 
in their faces. Carton was the first to speak: 

"The last chance is gono: it was not much. Yes; he had 
better be taken to her. But, before you go, will you, for a 
moment, steadily attend to me?- Don't ask me why I make 
the stipulatÍQiisJ! am going to raake, and exact the promise 
I am~goihg^t^ exact; I have a reason — a good one." 

" I do not doubt it ," answered Mr. Lorry. "Say on.'* 
The figure in the chair between them, was all the time 

monotonously rocking itself to and fro, and moaning. They 
spoke in such a tone as they would have used if they had been 
watching by a sick-bed in the night. 

Carton stooped to pick up the coat, which lay almost 
entangling his feet. As he did so, a small case in which the 
Doctor was accustomed to carry the lists of his day's duties 
fell Hghtly on the floor. Carton took it up, and there wa^ 
a folded paper in it. "We should look at t h í s ' ' he said 
Mr. Lorry nodded his consent. He opened it, and exclaimed 
'Thank Gop!" 

**What is i t ? ' ' asked Mr. Lorry, eagerly. 
"A moment! Let me speak of it in its place. First,' 

he put his hand in his coat, and took another paper from ît 
' that is the certificate which enables me to pass out of thigí 

city. Look at it. You see—Sydney Carton, an Englishman *̂  
Mr. Lorry held ít open in his hand, gazing in hís eamest 

faee. 
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"Keep it for me untU to-morrow. I shall see him to-mor-
row, you reraember, and I had better not take it înto the 
prison." 
^ " W h y n o t ? " 

" I don^t know; I prefer not to do so. Now, take this 
paper that Doctor Manette has carried about him. It is a 
similar certifi.cate, enabling him and his daughter and her 
child, at any time, to pass the barriar and the frontier! You 
see ? " 

'^Yes!" 
" Perhaps he obtaîned it as hîs last and utmost precaution 

against evil, yesterday. When is it dated ? But no matter; 
don't stay to look; put it up carefully with mine and your 
own. Now, observe! I never doubted until within this 
hour or two, that he had, or could have such a paper. It 
Ís good, until recalled. But it may be socn recaUed, and, 
I have reason to think, wiil be." 

"They are not in danger?" 
" They are in great danger. They are în danger of deiimi-

dation bv Madame Defarge. I know it from her own lips. 
have overheard words of that woman's, to-nîght, which 

have presented their danger to me in strong colours. I 
have lost no tirae, and since then, I have seen the spy. He 
confirms me. He knows that a wood-sawyer, Hving by the 
prison-waU, is under the contro) of the Defarges, and has been 
rehearsed by Madame Defarge as to his having seen Her'" 
— he never mentioned Lucie's narre — "making signs and 
signals to prisoners. It is easy to îoresee that the pretence 
wiU be the common one, a prisor pbt , and that it wiU in-
volve her life — and perhaps her chUd's — and perhaps hei 
father^s — for both have been seen with her at that place. 
Don't look so horrifi.ed. You wiU save them all." 

Heaven grant I may, Carton! But how?^' 
I am going to tell you how. It will depend on you, and 

it could depend on no better man. This new denunciation 
will certainly not take place until after to-morrow; proba-

not until two or three davs afterwards^ more probabij^ 
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h week afterwards. You know it is a capitaî crime, tô mourB 
ioY, or syrapathise with, a victim of the Guiiiotine. She 
and iier father v̂ ôuld unquestionabiy be guilty of this ciimep 
and this woman (the inveteracy of whose pursuit cannot be 
described) wouid wait o ' a d d t l at strengtii to her case, and 
niake herseif doubiy sure. You follow m e ? " 

"So attentively, and witli so much confidence in what 
you say, that for the moment T iose sight,'' touching the back 
of the I)octor's chair, "even of this ciistress." 

"You have money, and can buy the means of traveliing 
to the sea-coast as quicicly as tlie journey can be raade. 
Your preparations have been completed for some days, to 
return to England. Eariy to-morrow have your horses 
ready, so that tiiey may be in starting trim a t two o'clock 
m tiie afternoon." 

" I t shaU be done ! " 
His manner was so fervent and inspiring, that Mr. Lorry 

caugiit the fiame, and w^s as quick as youth. 
"You are a iobie heart. Did I say we could depend 

upon no better nian ? Teil her, to-night, what you know oí 
iier danger as involving Iier child and her father. Dwel' 
upon that, for she v^ouicl iay her own fair head beside her 
husband's cheerfuiiy." He faltered for an instant; then went 
on as before. "For tiie sake of iier ciiild and her father, 
press upon her the necessity of leaving Paris, with them and 
yoUy at that hcur. Tell Iier that it was her husband^s last 
arrangement. Tell her that more depends upon it than shc 
dare beiieve, or hope. You tiiiiik that her father. even ín this 
sad state, will submit himseli to her; do you not?'* 

" I am sure of i t ." 
" I thought so. Quietîy and steadily have all these ar-

rangements made in the courtyard here, even to the taking 
oí your ov/n seat in the carriage. The moment I come tc 
you, ta ce me in, and drive away/* 

" I understand that I wait for you under all circum-
stances?' ' 

" You have my certificate in your hand with the rest, you 
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know, and will reserve my place. Wait for nothing but to 
have my piace occupied, and then for England!" 

"Why, then," said Mr. Lorry, grasping his eager but so 
firm and steady hand, " i t does not all depend on one old 
man, but I shall have a young and ardent man at my side." 

" By the heip of Heaven you shall! Promise me solemnly 
that nothing will infiuence you to alter the course on which 
we now stand pledged to one another." 

"Nothing, Carton." 
"Rememi)er these words to-morrow: change the course, O 

delay in it — for any reason — and no life can possibiy be 
saved, and many Hves must inevitably be sacrificed." 

" I mll remeraber them. I hope to do my partfaithfully." 
"And I hope to do mine. Now, good bye!" 
Though he said it with a grave smile of earnestncGS, and 

though he even put the old man^s hand to his lips, he did not 
part from him then. He helped him so far to arouse the 
rocldng figure before the dying embers, as to get a cloak and 
hat put upon it, and to terapt it forth to find where tiie 
bench and worlc were hidden that it stili moaningiy^ besought 
to have. He walked on the other side of it and protected it to 
the courtyard of the house where the afflicted heart — so 
happy in the memorable time when he had revealed his own 
desolate heart to it — outwatched the awíul night. He 
entered tlie courtyard and remained therefor a few raoments 
alone, looking up at the light in the window of her rooro 
Before he went away^ he breathed a blessing towards it 
and a FarewelL 

CHAPTER XIII 

FIFTY-TWO 

ÎN the black prîson of the Conciergerîe, the doomed of 
úie day awaited their fate. They were in number as the 
weeks of the year. Fifty^two were to roU tliat afternooi), (r 
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the life-tide of ihe city to the boundiess everlasting sea 
Before their ceils were quit of tiiem, nev/ occupants w êre 
appointed; before tlieir biood ran into the biood spilled 
yesterday, the i^iood that was to mingie witii theirs to-mor-
row w â? already set apart. 

Two score and tweive were told off. From the farmer 
geiieral of seventy, wliose liches could not buy his iife, to the 
seamstress of twenty^ wliose poverty aiid Qbscurijty^ iiot 
save Iier. Physical diseases, engendered nr"'tî e vicec and 
neglects of men, wiil seize on victims of ail degrees; ancl the 
frightful raoral disorder, born of unspeakabie suffering, iii* 
toierabie oppression, aiid heartless indifference, smote equaiiy 
without distinction. 

Charles Darnay, aloiie in a ceii, had sustained iiimself wîth 
no fíattering deiusion since he came to it from tiie Tribunal 
ía every iine of tlif̂  narrative iie had iieard, he had heard his 
condemnation, He Iiad fuiiy compreiiende'l tiiat iio per-
sonai infíuence could possibiy save him, that he was virtuaily 
sentenced by tiie millions, aiid that units could avail him 
nothing. 

Nevertheless, it was not easy, with tlie face of his beloved 
wife fresh before him, to compose his mind to wiiat ît raust 
bear. His hold on life was strong, and it was very, very 
hard, to loosen; by gradual efforts and degrees imciosed 
a litfcie here, it cienciied tiie tigliter there: anci wiien he 
brought his strength to bear on that iiand and it yieided, 
tliis was ciosed again. Tiiere was a huny , too, in ail his 
thoughts, a turbuient and heateci working of iiis heart, tiiat 
^ontended against resignation. If, for a monient, lie ciid 
feel resigned, then his wife and chiid wiio haci to live after 
hini, seemed to protest and to malce ît a seifish thiiig. 

But, ali tiiis was at first. Eefore long, tlie ccnsideratíoo 
that there was no disgrace in the fate he iiiust meet. and that 
oumbers went tiie same roacl WTongfully, and trod it firmly 
every day, sprang up to stimiiiate Iiini. Next foilowed the 
fchought that miich of tlie futiire peace of mind enjoyable 
by the dear ones, depended on ihs quiet fortitude, So. b^ 
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degrees he calmed into the better state, when he could raise 
his thoughts mucii higher, and draw comfort down. 

Before it had set in dark on the night of his condemnation, 
he had traveiied tiius far on his last way. Being aliowed to 
purchase the raeans of writing, and a Hght, he sat down to 
write until such tirae as the prison lamps should be extin-
guished. 

He wrote a long letter to Lucie, showing her that he had 
known nothing of her father's imprisonment, until he had 
heard of it from iierself., and that he had been as ignorant as 
^he of his father's and uncle's responsibility for that misery, 
until the paper hacl been read. He had already expiained 
to her that Iiis concealment from herself of the name he had 
relinquished, was the one condition — fully intelligibie now 
— that her father had attached fco their betrothal, and was 
the one promise he had stiii exacted on the raorning of their 
marriage. He entreated her, for her father's sake, never to 
seek to lcnow whether Iier father had become Qblivious of 
the existence of the paper, or had had it recalled to him (for 
the raoraent, or for good), by the story of the Tower, on that 
old Sunday under the dear old plane-tree in the garden. If 
he had preserved any definite reraerabrance of it, there could 
be no doubt that he had supposed it destroyed with the Bas-
tiile, when he had found no mention of it among the relics 
of prisoners which the populace had discovered there, and 
which had been described to all tlie world. He besought 
her — though he added that he knew it was neediess — to 
consoie her father, by impressing him through every tender 
raeans she could think of, with the truth that he had done 
nothing for which he could justly reproach hiraself, but had 
aniformly forgotten himseif for their joint sakes. Next to 
her preservation of his own last gratefui love and blessing, and 
her overcoming of her scrrow, to devote herseif to their dear 
3hild, he adjured her, as they would meet in Heaven, to 
3omfort her father. 

To her father himseif, he wrote in the same strain; but 
be told her father that he expressly confided his wife and chihj 
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fco ĥ ŝ care. And he told hîm thîs, very strcngly, witli tli^ 
hope oí rousing him froni any despondency or dangerous 
retrospect towards whicii he foresaw iie miglit be tending. 
^^To MfrLorry, he commeiicied them ail, and explained his 
woridly affairs, That cione, v i th many aclded senteiices o£ 
gratefui friendship and warm attaciiment, aii was done. He 
never thouglit of Carton. His mind was so fuii of tlie others, 
tiiat he never once tliought of him. 

He had time to finisii these ietters before the iights were 
put out. Wiien iie iay dowii on his straw bed, he thouglit 
he had done with tlhs worid, 

But, it beciconed him b2.ck in h s sieep, and sliowed itseif 
in shining forms. Free and happy^ baclc n tiie oid house 
in Soho (though it had nothing in it liice the reai house), uii-
accountably reieased and iiglit of iieart, he was witli Lucie 
again, and she toid him it was ali a dream, and he had never 
gone away. A pause of forgetfuiness, and then he had even 
suftered, and had conie back to her, dead and at peace, and 
yet there was no difference in h m. Another pause of obliv* 
ion, and he awoke in tiie sombre morning, unconscious 
where he was or wiiat had happened, until it fiashed upon 
his mind, " this is the day of my deatli!'* 

Thus, iiad he come through tiie iiours, to the day when the 
fifty-two heads w êre to faii. Aiid now, w^hile he w âs com-
posed, and hoped that he couid nieet the end with quiet 
heroism, a new action began in his waking thoughts, which 
was very difficult to master. 

He Iiad never seen the instrument that was to terminate 
hîs iife. How iiigli it w âs from the grouiid, how many steps 
it had, where he would be stood, how iie wouid be touched, 
whether the touching Iiands would be dyed red, which way 
his face would be turned, whether he wouid be the first, or 
migiit be the last: these and many simiiar questions, in no-
wise directed by his wili, obtruded themseives over aiid over 
again, countless times, Neither were they connected with 
ear: he was conscious of no fear. Rather, they originated 

vn a strange besetting desire to know what to do when the 
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time came; a desîre gîgantically disproportionate to the few 
swift moments to which it referred; a wondeiing that was 
more like the wondering of some other spirit within his, than 
his own. 

The hours went on as he walked to and fro, and the clocks 
struck the numbers he would never hear again. Nine gone 
îor ever, ten gone for ever, eleven gone for ever, twelve 
coming on to pass away. After a hard contest with that 
eccentric action of thought which had last perplexed him, 
he had got the better of it. He walked up and down, softly 
repeating their names to himself. The worst of the strife 
was over. He could walk up and down, free from distracting 
fancies, praying for himself and for them. 

Twelve gone for ever. 
He had been apprised that the final hour was Three, and 

he knew he would be summoned some time earlier, ínasmuch 
as the tumbrils joited heavily and slowly through the streetSo 
Therefore, he resolved to keep Two before his mind, as the 
hour, and so to strengthen himself in the interval that he 
might be able, after that time, to strengthen others. 

Walking regulariy to and fro with his arms folded on his 
breast, a very different man from the prisoner, who had 
walked to and fro at La Force, he heard One struck away 
from him, without surprise. The hour had measured Hke 
most other hours. Devoutly thankful to Heaven for his 
recovered self-possession, he thought, "There is but another 
now," and turned to walk again. 

Footsteps in the stone passage outside the door. He 
stopped. 

The key was put in the lock, and turned. Before the dooi 
was opened, or as it opened, a man said in a low voice, ÍE 
English: " He has never seen me here; I have kept out ol 
hîs way. Go you in alone; T wait near. Lose no time !" 

The door was quickly opened and closed, and there stood 
before hira face to face, quiet, intent upon him, with the 
Hght of a sraile on his features, and a cautionary fiinger on hif 
Up, Sydney Carton. 
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There was something so brîght and remarkaíble in hîs 
iiook, that^, for the first moment, the prisoner misdoubted 
híra to be an apparition of iiis own imagining. But, he 
spolce, and it was iiis voice; he took the prisoner's handi 
and it was his real grasp. 

"Of aU the people upon earth, you least expected to 3ee 
m e ? " he said. 

" I couldnot believe it to be you. I can scarceiy beiiev-
ifc now. You are n o t " — tlie apprehension c?.me suddeniy 
into his miiiQ — " a prisoner?" 

"No. T am accidentally possessed of a power over on3 
of the keepers here, and in virtue of it I staiid before you. I 
come from her — your wife, dear Darnay/'* 

The prisoner wrung his hand. 
' I bring you a request froin her / ' 

^^What is i t ? " 
' A raost earnest, pressing, and eraphatic entreaty, ad-

dressed to you in tiie most pathetic tones of the voice sc* 
dear to you^ tiiat you weli remember.." 

The prisoner turned his face partly aside. " 
"You have no tirae to aslc nie why T bring it, or what ít 

}íneans; I have no time to teil you. You must coraply with 
ít — take off those boots you wear, and draw on these 
mme.*' 

There was a chair agaînst the wail of tîie ^ell, behiiid the 
prisoner. Carton, pressing forward, had already, with ths 
speed of lightning, got him down into it, aiid stood ove:" 
him, barefoot. 

'^Draw on these boots of mine. Put your hands to them 
put your wiU to thera. Quick î " 

"Carton, there is no escaping froni this p ace; it never 
can be doneo You will only die with me. I t is 
xnadness.*' 

"Tt would be madness if I asked you to escape; but do I ? 
When I ask you to pass out at that door, teil me it is mad-
ûess and reraain here. Change that cravat for this of mine, 
tha t eoat for this of mine. While you do it, let me take 
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thîs ribbon from your hair, and shake out your haîr like this 
4jf mine !'^ 

With wonderful quickness, and with a strength both of 
wUI and action, that appeared quite supernatural, he forced 
alí these changes upon him. The prisoner was like a young 
yhild in his hands. 

"CarLon! Dear Carton! It is madness. It cannot be 
accompiished, it never can be done, it has been attempted, 
and has aiways failed. I implore you not to add your death 
to the bitterness of mine." 

"Do I ask you, my dear Darnay, to pass the door? When 
I ask that, refuse. There are pen and ink and paper on 
this table. Is your hand steady enough to write?'* 

" I t was when you came in." 
"Steady it again, and write what I shall dictate. Quickj 

íriend, quick!" 
Pressing his hand to his bewildered head, Darnay sat down 

at the table. Carton, with his right hand in his breastí 
Btood close beside him. 

"Write exactly as I speak.^' 
**To whora do I address i t ? " 
^^To no one.'* Carton stiU had hîs liand în his breasto 
^'Do I date i t ? " 
"No.'^ 
The prîsoner looked up, at each questîon. Carton, stand^ 

ing over him with his hand in his breast, looked down. 
"^lf you remember,*" said Carton, dictating, " ' the 

words that passed between us, long ago, you will readily 
comprehend this when you see it. You do remGrnber them -̂
I know. It is not in your nature to forget them.' " 

He was drawing his hand from his breast; the prisoner 
^hancmg to loolc up in his hurried wonder as he wrote, the 
hand stopped, closing upon something. 

"Have you written ^forget them ?" Carton asked. 
*'I have. Is that a weapon in your hand?'* 
"No; I am not armed.'* 
'What is it in your hand? ?f 
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*'You shall know directly. Write on; there are but â 
'̂ew words more." He dictated again. " ' I am thankful 

that the time has come, when T can prove them. That I 
do so is no subject for regret or grief.'" As Iie said these 
words with his eyes fixed on the writer, his hand slowly and 
softly moved dov/n ciose to tbe writer's face. 

The pen dropped from Darnay's fingers on the table, and 
he iooiced about him vacantly. 

"What vapour is that? '^ he asked. 
" V a p o u r ? " 
"Sometiiing that crossed m e ? " 
" I am conscious of nothing; there can be nothing here, 

Take up the pen aiid finish. Hurry, h u r r y í " 
As if his meraory were irapaired, or his faculties disor^ 

dered, the prisoner made an effort to ral y his attention. As 
he iooked at Carton with clouded eyes and vvitii an altered 
manner of breathîng, Carton — his hand again in his breast 
— looked steadily a t him. 

"Hurry, i iur iy!" 
The prisoner bent over tho paper, once more. 
"^lf it iiad been otherwise;^" Carton's hand was agaîn 

watclifully and softiy stealing down; " ^ I never shouid have 
used the longer opportunity. Tf it had been otherwise;^'' 
the hand was at tiie prisoner's face; "^I shouid but have 
had so much the more to answer for. If ît had been other-
wise ' " Carton looked at the pen and saw it was trailing 
off into uninteiligible signs. 

Carton's hand moved back to his breast no more.^ The 
prisoner sprang up with a reproachful look, but Carton's 
hand was close and firra at his nostrils, and Carton's left arm 
caught him round the waist. For a few seconds he faintly 
struggled with the man who had come to lay down his Hfe 
for him; but, within a minute or so, he was stretched insen-
sible on the ground. 

Quickly, but with hands as true to the purpose as hîs heart 
was, Carton dressed hîraself in the clothes the prisoner 
had laid aside, combed back hîs haîr, and tied it with the 
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ribbon the prisoner had worn. Then, he softly called^ 
'̂ ^Enter there! Corae i n ! " and the Spy presented hiraself. 

"You see?" said Carton, looking up, as he kneeled on one 
knee beside the insensible figure, putting the paper in the 
breast: "is your hazard very great?" 

"Mr. Carton," the Spy answered, with a timid snap of his 
fingers, "my hazard is not thaty in the thick of business here; 
if you are true to the whole of y^our bargain." 

"Don't fear me. T wili be true to the deat i ." 
"You must be, Mr. Carton, if the tale of fifty-two is to be 

right. Being raade right by you in that dress, T shall have no 
fear." 

" Have no fear! I shall soon be out of the way of harming 
you, and the rest wiU soon be far from here, please Godf 
Now, get assistance and take me to the coach.^* 

" You ? " said the Spy nervously. 
"Hira, raan, with whora I have exchanged. You go out 

at the gate by which you brought me in?^' 
*^0f course." 
" I was weak and faînt when you brought me în, and I 

am fainter now you take me out. The parting interview 
has overpowered me. Such a thing has happened here, 
often, and too often. Your life is in your own hands. Quick ? 
Call assistance!" 

"You swear not to betray m e ? " said the trerabling Spy, 
as he paused for a last raoment. 

"Man, man!" returned Carton, stamping hîs foot;"have 
I sworn by no solemn vow already, to go through with this, 
that you waste the precious moments now ? Take him your-
self to the courtyard you know of, place hîm yourself in the 
carriage, show hira yourself to Mr. Lorry, tell hîra yourself 
to gî̂ ê him no restorative but air, and to reraeraber ray words 
of last night, and his promise of last night, and drîve away! '* 

The Spy withdrew, and Carton seated himself at the table^ 
resting his forehead on his hands. The Spy returned im' 
mediately, with two men. 

"How» then?'* said one of them, contemplatîng the faUeu 
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figure. "So afflicted to find that his friend has drawn â 
prize in the lottery of Sainte GuiUotine?" 

"A good patriot," said the other, "could hardly have been 
more aflBicted if the Aristocrat had drawn a blank." 

They raised the unconscious figure, placed it on a litter 
they had brought to the door, and bent to carry it away. 

"The time is short, Evrémonde," said the Spy, in Í. warn-
íng voice. 

" I know it well,'' answered Carton. "Becareful of my 
friend, I entreat you, and leave me." 

"Come, then, my children," said Barsad. "Lift him, and 
corae away!" 

The door closed, and Carton was left alone. Straining 
his powers of IÍ3tening to the utmost, he listened for any 
sound that might denote suspicion or alarm. There was none. 
Keys turned, doors clashed, footsteps passed along distant 
passages: no cry was raised, or hurry made, that seemed 
uausual. Breathing more freely in a littlé while, he sat 
down at the table, and listened again until the clock struck 
Two. 

Sounds that he was not afraid of, for he divined their 
oieamng, then began to be audible. Several doors were 
opened in succession, and finally his own. A gaoler, with 
A Est in his hand, looked in, merely saying, "FoIIow me, 
Evrémonde!" and he followed into a large dark room, at a 
d'stance. It was a dark winter day, and what with the shad-
ows within, and what with the shadows without, he could 
but dimly discern the others who were brought there to have 
their arms bound. Some were standing; some seated. 
Some were lamenting, and in restless motion; but these 
were few. The great majority were silent and still, iooking 
fixedly at the ground. 

As he stood by the.wall in a dim corner, while some of the 
fifty-two were brought in after him, one man stopped in 
passing, to embrace him, as having a knowledge of hím. It 
thrilled him with a great dread of discovery; but the man 
went on. A very few moments after that, a young woman. 
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with a slight girlish form, a sweet spare face in which there 
was no vestige of colour, and large widely opened patient 
eyes, rose from the seat where he had observed her sitting, 
and came to speak to him. 

"Citizen Evrémonde," she said, touching him with her 
cold iiaxid. " I am a poor little seamstress, who was with you 
in La Force.'^ 

He murmured for answer: "True. I forget what you 
ivere accused of ?" 

"Plots. Though the just Heaven knows that I am inno-
cent of any. Is it Hkely ? Who would think of plotting witi' 
a poor little wealc creature like me?'^ 

The foriorn smiie with which she said it, so touched him, 
that tears started from his eyes. 

" I am nbt afraid to die, Citizen Evrémonde, but I have 
done nothing. T am not unwilling to die, if the Republic 
which is to do so much good to us poor, wiil profit by my 
death; but I do not know how that can be, Citizen Evré-
monde. Such a poor weak little creature!" 

As the last thing on earth that his heart was to warm and 
soften to, it warmed and softened to this pitiable girl. 

" I heard you were released, Citizen Evrémonde. I hoped 
it was true?'^ 

" I t was. But, I was again taken and condemned." 
"If may ride with you, Citizen Evrémonde, will you 

let me hold your hand? I am not afraid, but I am Httle and 
weak, and it will give me more courage." 

As the patient eyes were lifted to his face, he saw a sudden 
doubt in them, and then astonishraent. He pressed the 
work-worn, hunger-worn young fingers, and touched hÍ3 HpSo 

"Are you dying for h i m ? " she whispered. 
"And his wife and child. Hush! Yes." 
" O you will let me hold your brave hand, stranger? " 
" H u s h l Yes, my poor sister; to the last.*' 

The same shadows that are faUing on the prison, are falling, 
m that same hour of the early afternoon, on the Barrier witb 
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the crowd about it, when a coach going out of Paris drîves^ 
up to be examined. 

"Who goes here? Whom have we within? Papers!" 
The papers are handed out, and read. 
"Aiexandre Manette. Physici*an. French. Which is he?" 
This is he; this heipless, inarticulately murmuring, wan-

deriiig old man pointed out. 
"Apparently the Citizen-Doctor is not in his right mind'^ 

The Revolution-fever will have been too much for h im?" 
Greatly too much for him. 
" Hah I Many suffer with it. Lucie. His d3.ughter. 

French. Which is she ? ̂ ' 
This is she. 
" Apparent y it must be. Lucîe, the wife of Evrémondø; 

is it n o t ? " 
It is. 
"Hah î Evrémonde has an assignation elsewhere. Lucie, 

her child. English. This is she?" 
She and no other. 
"Kiss me, child of Evrémonde. Now, thou hast lcîssed 

a good Republican; something new in thy family; remeo-
ber it! Sydney Carton. Advocate. English. Wrihih is he V' 

He lies here, in this corner of the carriage. He, too 
pointed out. 

"Apparently the English advocate is in a swoon? 
It is hoped he wiil recover in the fresher air. It is repre-

sented that he is not in strong îiealth, and has separated sadi 
from a friend who ÍB under the displeasure of tlie Republic. 

" Is that all? It is not a great deal, that! Many arc 
under the displeasure of the Republic, and must aok out at 
the Httlø window. Jarvis Lorry. Banker. English. Whîch 
i s h e ? " 

" I am he. Necessarily, being the last.^' 
I t is Jarvis Lorry who has replied to all the prevîous 

questions. It is Jarvis Lorry who has alighted and stands 
with his hand on the coach-door, replying to a group 
oficialu. They leisurelv walk round the carriage and 

: Í ' 3 
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surely mount the box, to look at what Httle luggage it carries 
on the roof; the cduntry-people hanging about, press nearer 
to the coach-doors and greedily stare in; a little child, carried 
by its mother, has its short arm held out for it, that it may 
touch the wife of an aristocrat who has gone to the GuiIIotinec 

"Behold your papers, Jarvis Lorry, countersigned." 
"One can depart, citizen?" 
"One can depart. Forward, my postiIioii_s! A good jour-

ney! ' ' 
" I salute you, citizens. — And the first danger passedl^' 
These are again the words of Jarvis Lorry, as he clasps his 

hands, and looks upward. There is terror in the carriage, 
there is weeping, there is the heavy breathing of the insen-
^ible traveller. 

"Are we not going too slowly? Can they not be induced 
to go faster?" asks Lucie, clinging to the oid man. 

"Tt would seem like fiight, my darling. I must not urge 
thera too much; it would rouse suspicion." 

"Look back, look back, and see if we are pursued!" 
"The road is clear, my dearest. So far, we are not pur* 

sued." 
Houses in twos and threes pass by us, ::ohtary farms, 

ruinous buildings, dye-works, tanneries, and the likø, open 
Gountry, avenues of leafíess trees. The hard unevøT^ pavø-
ment is under us, the soft deep mud is on either side. Some-
'oimes, we strike into the skirting mud, to avoid the stones 
tiiat clatter us and shake us; sometimes, we stick in ruts 
and sloughs there. The agony of our irapatience is then 30 
great, that in our wild alarm and hurry we are for getting 
out and running — hiding — doing anything but stopping. 

Out of the open eountry, in again among ruinous build« 
îngs, soiitary farms, dye-works, tanneries, and the like, 
cottages in twos and threes, avenues of leafless trees. Have 
these men deceived us, and taken us back by another road ? 
Is not this the same place twice over ? Thank Heaven, no. 
A viilage. Look back, look back, and see if we are pursued' 
Hush! the posting-house. 
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Leisureîy, our four horses are taken out; leisure y; the 
coach stands iii the Httle street, bereft of horses, and with no 
likelihood upon it of ever raoving agáin; leisurely, the new 
horses come into visible existence, one by one; leisurely, 
the new postiHons follow, sucking and plaiting the lashes of 
their whips; leisurely, the old postilions count their raoney 
make wrong additions, and arrive at dissatisfied results. 
Aî; the time, our overfraught hearts are beating at a rate 
hat would far ^utstrip the fastest gallop of the fastest horses' 
ver foaled. 

At length the new postilions are in their saddles, and the 
old are left behind. We are through the village, up the hill, 
ĉ nd down the hill, and on the low watery grounds. Suddenly, 
iie postilions exchange speech with animated gesticulation, 
and the horses are pulled up, almost on their haunches. Vv'e 
OTe pursued? 

" H o ! Within the carriage there. Speak then!*' 
"What is i t ? " asks Mr. Lorry, looking out at window. 
"How many did they say?" 
" I do not understand you.^' 
"—^At the last post. How manv to the GuiUotine to-

day?" 
"Fifty-two.'^ 
" I said so! A brave number! My fellow-cítizen here 

would have it forty-two; ten more heads are worth having. 
The GuiUotine goes handsomely. I love it. Hi fcrward* 
•Vhoop!" 

The night eomes on dark. He moves more; he ís begîn* 
^Z'g to revive, and to speak intelligibly; he thinks they are 
stili together; he asks him, by his name, what he has in hh 
hand. O pity us, kind Heaven, and help us! Look out, 
ook out, and see if we are pursuedc 

The wind is rushing after us, and the clauds are flying 
after us, and the moon is plunging after us^ and the whole 
wild night is in pursuit of us; but, so far, we are purs ed by 
uothing else. 
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CHAPTER XIV 

THE K N I T T I N G D O N E 

ÎN that sarae juncture of time vdien the Fifty-Two awaited 
their fate Madame Defarge held darkly ominous council with 
The Vengeance and Jacques Three of the Revolutionarj/ 
Juryo Not in the wine-shop did Madame Defarge confer with 
these ministers, but in the shed of the wood-sawyer. ^rst a 
mender of roads. The sawyer himself did not participate 
in the conference, but abided at a little distance, like an outer 
sateliite who was not to speak uiít l required, or to offer an 
opinion until invited. 

"Pu t our Defarge," said Jacques Three^ "is undoubtedly 
a good Republican? Eh?'^ 

"There is no better," the voluble Vengeance protested in 
her shriU notes, "in France." 

"Peace, littie Vengeance," sa'cl Madame Defarge, laying 
her hand with a slight frown on her lieutenant^s lips, "hear 
me speak. My husband, fellow-citizen, is a good Republicai 
and a bold man; Iie has deserved well of the Republic, and 
possesses its confidence. But my husband has his weak 
aesses, and he is so weak as to relent tcwards this Doctor.' 

"Tt is a great pity," crcaked Ja^ques Three, dubiously 
'^haking his head, with his crueî fingers at his hungry mouth; 

it is not quite like a good citizen; it is a thing to regret.'^ 
"See you," said madamc; " I care nothing for this Doctor; 

L He may wear his heah c:- lose it, for any interest I have 
i:i him,: it is ai: one to rae. But, the Evréraonde peop e are 
to be exterminaæd, and the wife and cbi.̂ d must foUov/ the 
husband aiid fí?ther." 

"She has a fine head for f̂ :*'* oroaked Jacques Thiee. " 
have seen blue eyes and golden hair there, and they looked 
charmiicg w ĥen Samson held them up." Ogre that he was^ 
he spoke Hke an epicure. 

Madame Defarge cast 3own her eyes, and reflected a iittîe 
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**The chîîd also," observed Jacques Three, with a Medita 
rsve enjoyment of his v/ords, "has goiden Iiair and blue eyes* 
And we seidom have a child tliere. Tt is a pretty s ight!" 

"Tn a word," said Madarae Defarge, coming out of her 
short abstraction, " I cannot trust my husband in this raatter, 
Not only do T feel, since last night, that T dare not confide 
to him the details of my projects; but aiso T feel that if 1 
delay, there is danger of his giving warning, and then they 
might escape." 

^'That must never be ," croaked Jacques Three; "no one 
must escape. We have not half enough as ifc is. We ought 
fco have six score a day " 

" I n a word," Madarae Defarge went on, " m y husband 
has not my reason for pursuing tbis family to annihilation, 
and I have not his reasoii for regarcling tliis Doctor with any 
seLsibilityo I must act for myseif, therefore. Come hithei'p 
little citizen." 

The wood-sawyc: who held her în the respect, anc: him-
self in the submission, of mortal fear, advanced with his 
hand to his red cap. 

" Touching those signa s, little citizen," said Madame 
Defarge, sterniy, " t h a t she made to the piisoners; you are 
ready to bear witness to them tiiis very d a y ? " 

"Ay, ay, why^ n o t ! " cried the sawyer. "Every day^ in 
all weathers, from two to four, aiways signalling, sometimeF 
with the littie one, sometimes withoutc I know what 1 
knoWo T have seen with my eyes." 

He made all manner of gestures while lie spolce, as if in 
ncideiital imitation of some few of the great diversity oí 

signais that he had never seen, 
"Ciearly plots," said Jacques Three. " Transparently!" 
"Tiiere is no doubt of the Jury?** inquired Madame 

Defarge, letting her eyes turn to him with a gloomy smile. 
"Rely upon the patriotic Jury, dear citizeness. I answer 

for my fellow-Jurymen." 
"Now, let me see/^ said Madame Defarge, pondering 

again. "Yet once moreî Can I spare this Doctor to my 
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husband ? I have no íeeling eîther way. Can spr ré 
him?" 

"He wouîd count as orie head," observed Jacques ThreCj 
în a low voice. " We really have not heads enough: it would 
be a pity, I think." 

"He was signalling with her when I saw her,' argued 
Madame Defarge; " I cannot speak of one without U'JÔ other; 
and I must not be silent, and trust the case wholly to him;, 
this little citizen here. For, I am not a bad witness." 

The Vengeance and Jacques Three vied with each other 
in their fervent protestations that she was the most admirable 
and marvellous of witnesses. The little citizen, not to be 
outdone, declared her to be a celestial witnesSo 

"He must take his chance," said Madame Defarge. "No^ 
cannot spare him! You are engaged at three o^cîock: 

you are going to see tlie batch of to-day executed. — You? 
The question was addressed to the wood-sawyer, who 

hurriedly repiied in the affirmative: seizing the occasion to 
add that he was the most ardent of Republicans^ and that he 
would be in effect the raost desoîate of RepubHcanSp if any-
thing prevented him. from enjoying the pleasure of smokíng 
his afternoon pipe in the conteraplation of the drolî nationaJ 
barbeTo He wa.s so very demonstrative hereiny that he might 
have been suspected (perhaps was, by the dark eyes that 
looked contemptuously at him out of Madame Defarge's 
head) of having his small individual fears for his own personajl 
safefcy, every hour in the day. 

" I ," said madameo " am equally engaged at the -̂ arae piacec 
After it is over — say at eight to-night •— corae you to me. 
in Saint Antoine, and we wiU give information against these 
people at my Section." 

The wood-sawyer said he wouîd be f rcud ana ûcjttered to 
í5ttend the citizeness. The citizeness îooking EJÍ him, he 
became embarrassed, evaded her glance as a smiall dog would 
have done, retreated among his woodj and hid hîs confusion 
Dver the handle of his saw. 

Madame Defarge beckoned the Juryman and The Ven-
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geance a littlc nearer to the door,-and there expounded hei 
further view.s to tiiem thus: 

"She will now be at iiorae, awaiting the moment of his 
death. She wiU be mourning and grieving. She wiU be in a 
state of mind to impeach the justice of the Republic« She 
wiil be full of sympathy with its enemies. T will go to her*" 

"What an aclmirable woman; w^hat an adorabie woman!" 
exclaimed Jaccjues Three, rapturously. " Ah^ my cherished' 
cried The Vengeance; and embraced her. 

"Take you my Icnitting," said Madame Defarge, placing 
it in her lieutenant^s hands, " and have it ready for me in my 
usual seat. Keep nie my usual chair. Go you there, straight. 
for there wiU probably be a greater concourse than usual. 
to-day/' 

" I willingîy obey the orders of my Chief,'' said The Ven-
geance with alacrity, and kissing her cheek. "You wiU not 
be la te? ' ' " '^—^ 

'̂ T shall be there before the commencement.'* 
And before the tumbrils arrive. Be sure you are there, 

my soul," said The Vengeance, cailing after her, for slie had 
already turned iiito the street, "before the tumbrils arrive V' 

Madame Defarge siightly waved iier hand, to impiy tiiat 
she heard, and niigiit be relied upoii to arrive in good time^ 
and so went througli the mud, and round the corner of the 
prison wall. The Vengeance and the Juryman, looldng after 
her es she walked away, were highiy appreciative of her fine 
figure, and iier superb moral endowments. 

There were raany women at that time, upon whom tlie 
time laid a dreadfully disfiguring hand; but, there was not 
one among them more to be dreaded than this ruthless 
woraan, now taking her way aiong the streets. Of a strong 
and fearless character, of shrewd seiise and readíness, of 
great deterraination, of that îcind of beauty which not oniy^ 
seeras to impart to its possessor firmness and anímosity. but 
to strike into others an instinctive recognition of those 
qualities; the troubled time would have heaved her up 
Under any circumstances- But., imbued from îier ehild-
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hood wîth a brooding sense of wrong, and an inveterate ha-
tred of a class, opportunity had developed her into a tigress. 
She was absolutely without pity. If she had ever had tlie 
virtue in her, it had quite gone out of her. 

I t was nothing to her, that an innocent man was to die 
for the sins of his forefatliers; she saw, iiot him, but them> 
Tt was nothing to her, tliat his wife was to .be made a widow 
and his daughter an orphan; tiiat was insufficient punish-
rnent, because they were her natural enemies and her prey 
and as such had no right to live. To appeal to her, wa^ 
made hopeless by her having no sense of pity, even for herseiL 
Tf she had been laid low in tiie streets, in any of the raany 
encounters in which siie had been engaged, she would not 
have pitied herself; nor, if she had been ordered to the axe 
to-morrow, would she have gone to it with any softer feeling 
than a fierce desire to change places with the man who sent 
her there. 

Such a heart Madame Defarge carrîed under her rough 
robe. Carelessly worn, it was a becoming robe enough, în 
a certain weird way, ancl her dark hair looked rich under her 
coarse red cap. Lying Iiidden in her bosom, was a loaded 
pistol. Lying hidden at her waist, was a sharpened dagger. 
Thus accoutred. and walking witli the confident tread of such 
a character, and with the supple freedom of a woman who had 
habitually walked in her girihood, bare-foot and bare-Iegged; 
on tlie brown sea-sand, Madame Defarge took her way along 
the streets. 

Now, when the journey of the travelling coach, at that very 
moment waiting for the completion of its load, had been 
planned out lasfc nighfc, the difficulfcy of taking Miss ProsS 
m it had much engaged Mr. Lorry's attention. Ifc was not 
merely desirable to avoid overloading the coach, but it was 
of the highest importance that the time occupied in examining 
t̂ and its passengers, should be reduced to the utmost; 

since their escape might depend on the saving of only a few 
seconds here and there. Finally, he had proposed, after 
anxious consideration, that Miss Pross and Jerry, who were 
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at hberty tr leave the city, shouîd leave ît at three o'eiocb 
in the lightesfc-wheeied conveyance known to that períod. 
Unencurabered with luggage, they would soon overtake the 
coach, and, passing it and preceding it on the road, wouid 
order its horses in advance, and greatly facilitate its progress 
during the precious hours of the night, when delay was the 
most to be dreaded. 

Seeing in this arrangeraent the hope of rendering real sei-
vice in that pressing emergency, Miss Pross hai ed it with joy. 
She and Jerry had beheld the coach start, had lciiown wlio 
ít was that Soiomon brought, had passed some ten minutes 
in tortures of suspense, and were now conciuding their ar-
rangements to follow the coach, even as Madame Defarge, 
taking her way through the streets, now drew nearer and 
nearer to the else-deserted lodging in which they held their 
consuitation. 

"Now what do you think, Mr. Cruncher,'' saîd Miss Pross, 
whose agitation was so great that she could hardiy speak, 
or stand, or move, or live: "wha t do you thiiik of our not 
starting from this courtyard ? Another carriage having al-
ready gone from here to-day, it might awaken suspicion." 

"My opinion, miss," returned Mr. Cruncher, " is as youVe 
right. Likewise wot I'II stand by you, right or wrong." 

" I am so distracted v/ith fear and hope for our precious 
creatures," said Miss Pross, wiidly cr^ing, " t h a t I am inca-
pabie of forming any plan. Are you capable oí forming any 
plan, my dear good Mr. Cruncher?" 

"Respectin' a future spear o* îife, miss,' ' returned Mr. 
Cruncher, " I hope so. Ilespectîn' any present use o' this 
here blessed old head ô  mine, I think not. Would you do 
me the favour, miss, to take notice o' two promises and wows 
wot it is my wishes fur to record in this here crisis ? " 

" Oh, for gracious sake !" cried Miss Pross, stiU wildly 
crying, "record them at once, and get them out of the way, 
hke an excellent man." 

"Firs tZ ' said Mr. Cruncher, who was all in a tremble, and 
who spDJse TVxth an ashy and solemn visage, " them poor 
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fchings weU out o* this, never no more will I do ît, never no 
more!'* 

" I am quíte sure, Mr. Cruncher,*' returned Miss Pross^ 
" that you never will do ît again, whatever it îs, and I beg 
you not to think it necessary to mention more particularly 
what it is.'* 

"No, miss," returned Jerry, " i t sha l not be named to you 
Second i them poor things well out o' this, and never no mo' ^ 
will I interfere with Mrs. Cruncher's flopping, never no more \ 

"Whatever housekeeping arrangement that may be. 
said Miss Pross, striving to dry her eyes and compose herselí,. 
" I have no doubt it is best that Mrs. Cruncher should have 
it entirely under her own superintendence- —* 0 my poor 
darlings I" 

"T go so far as to say, mîss, moreover,*^ proceeded Mr. 
Cruncher, with a most alarming tendency to hold forth as 
from a pulpit — "and let my words be took down and took to 
Mrs. Cruncher through yourself — that wot my opinions 
respectin^ flopping has undergone a change, and that wot I 
only hope witíi ail my heart as Mrs. Cruncher may be a flop-
pîng at the present time." 

"There, there, there! I hope she is, my dear man / ' 
crîed the distracted Miss Pross, "and I hope she finds i% 
answering her expectations.'' 

"Forbid it," proceeded Mr. Cruncher, wîth addítíonaJ 
soleranity, additional slowness, and additional tendency 
to hold forth and hoid out, "as anything wot T have ever saíd 
or done should be wisited on ray earnest wishes for them poor 
creeturs now! Forbid it as we shouldn^t all flop (if it wâ s 
anyivays conwenient) to get 'em out o' this here dismal riskl 
Forbid it, raiss! Wot I say, for — BID t ! " This was Mro 
Cruncher's conclusion after a protracted but vain endeavour 
to find a better one. 

And stíll Madame Defarge, pursuing her way along th% 
streets, came nearer and nearer. 

*'If we ever get back to our native land," saíd Miss Pross« 
*'you may rely upon my telHng Mrs. Cruncher as much as Í 



A TALE OF TWO CITIES 

may be able to remember and understand of what you have 
so impressively said; and at aU events you may be sure that 
I shall bear witness to your being thoroughly in earnest at 
this dreadful time. Now, pray let us think! My esteemed 
Mr. Cruncher, let us think!" 

StiU, Madame Defarge, pursuing her way along the streets, 
( \me nearer and nearer. 

"If you were to go before," said Miss Pross, "and stop 
the vehicle and horses from coming here, and were to wait 
somewhere for me; wouldn't that be best?" 

Mr. Cruncher thought it might be best. 
"Where could you wait for m e ? " asked Miss Pross. 
Mr. Cruncher was so bewildered that he could think of no 

t.ocality but Temple Bar. Alas! Teraple Bar was hundreds 
of miles away, and Madame Defarge was drawing very near 
mdeed. 

"By the cathedral door,'' saîd Miss Pross. "Would it 
be much out of the way, to take me in, near the great cathe-
dral door between the two towers?" 

"No, miss,'' answered Mr. Cruncher. 
"Then, like the best of men," said Miss Pross, "go to the 

posting-house straight, and make that change." 
" I am doubtful," said Mr. Cruncher, hesitating and 

shaking his head, " about leaving of you, you see. We don't 
know what may happen." 

"Heaven knows we don't," returned Miss Pross, "bu t 
ave no fear for me. Take me in at the cathedral, at Three 

u^CIock, or as near it as you can, and I am sure it will be better 
than our going from here. I feel certain of it. There î 
Bless you, Mr. Cruncher! Think — not of me, but of the 
Hves that may depend on both of u s ! " 

This exordium, and Miss Pross's two hands în quîte agonised 
entreaty claspîng his, decided Mr. Cruncher. With an en-
(couraging nod or two, he immediately went out to alter the 
arrangements, and left her by herself to foUow as she had 
proposed* 

The having originated a precaution which was already m 
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lîoarse oí execution, was a great relief to Miss Pross. The 
necessity of composing her appearance so that ît should 
attract no special notice in tlie streets, was another relief 
She looked at her watch, and it was twenty minutes past two 
She had no time to lose, but must get ready at once. 

Afraid, in her extreme perturbation. of the loneliness ô : 
"ihe deserted rooms, and of half-imagmed faces peeping from 
Dehind every open door in thera, Miss Pross got a basin of cold 
water and began laving her eyes, which were swollen and 
red. Haunted by her feverish apprehensions, she could not 
bear to have her sight obscured for a minute at a time by the 
dripping water, but constantly paused and looked round to 
see that there was no one watching her. In one of those 
pauses she recoiled and cried out, for she saw a figure standing 
in the room. 

The basin fell to the ground broken, and the water flowed 
to the feet of Madame Defarge. By strange stern ways, and 
through much staining blood, those feet had come to meet that 
water. 

Madame Defarge loov.ed coldly at her, and said, "The 
wife of Evréraonde; where is she?' ' 

I t flashed upon Miss Pross's mind that the doors were 
aU standing open, and wouid suggest the flight. Her first 
act was to shut them. There were four in the room, and she 
shut them ail. She then placed herseff before the door D̂  
he chamber which Lucie had occupied. 

Madame Defarge^s dark eyes foliowed her through thi? 
^apid movement, and rested on her when it was finished, 
Miss Pross had nothing beautiful about her; years had noí 
tamed cha wildness, or softened the grimness, of her appea^ 
ance; but, siie too was a deterrained woman in her differen-" 
way and she measured Madame Defarge witii her eyes, 
tívery inch. 

" You might, from your appearance, be the wife c^ Lucifer/ 
^ id Miss Pross, in her breathing. " Nevertheiess, you shalll 
iot get the better of me. I am an Englishwoman.'' 

Madame Defarge looked at her scornfuily,; but stiU wititJ 
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somethíng of Miss Pross's own perception that they two w m 
at bay. Slie saw a tight, hard, wiry woman before her, 
as Mr. Loriy had seen in the same figure a woman with a 
strong hand, in the years gone by. She knew fuil well that 
Miss Pross was the famiiy's devoted friend; Miss Pross knew 
fuU well that Madame Defarge was the family's malevolent 
enemy. 

"On my way yoiider/' said Madara.e Defarge, with h. 
sHght moveraent of her hand towards the fatai spot, "where 
they reserve my ciiair and my icnitting for me, T ara coni: 
to make my comphments to her in passing. I wish to c-r 
hejrJ' 

**I know that your intentions are evil," said Miss Pross, 
"and you may depend upon ifc, 111 hold my own against 
them." 

Each spolce in her own language; neifcher understood the 
ofcher's words; both were very watchful, and intent to de-
duce from look and maniier, what the umnteliigibie words 
meant. 

" I t will do her no good to keep herself concealed from me 
at this moment,' said Madame Defarge. "Good patriots 
will lcnow what that meaiis. Let me see her. Go tell her 
fchat T wish to see iier. Do you hear?' ' 

*'Tf tliose eyes of yours were bed-winches,^^ returned Miss 
Prcss, "and I was an Enghsh four-poster, they shouldn't 
toose ::. spHnter of me. No, you wiclced foreign woman; 1 
am your matcii." 

Madame Defarge was not Hkeîy to follow these idîomatic 
remarks in detail; but, she so far understood thera as to per 
ceive tliat slie was set at naught. 

'^Woman imbecile and pig-iike!" said Madarae Defarge^ 
írowning. "T"ta ce~'no answer from you. I demand to see 
her. Either teil her that T demand to see her, or stand out 
of tlie way of the door and let me go to her t '̂ This, with aa 
angrv expianatory wave of Iier right arm. 

" í îittie thought," said Miss Pross, " tha t 'í should eve 
want to understand your nonsensicaî language; but I would 
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gîve aîî I have, except the clothes I wear, to know wheth^ 
you suspect the truth, or any part of it." 

Neither of them for a single moment released the other^g 
eyes. Madame Defarge had not moved from the spot 
where she stood when Miss Pross first became aware of her; 
but, she now advanced one step. 

" I am a Briton," said Miss Pross, " I am desperate. I 
don't care an Engiish Twopence for myself. I know that the 
longer I keep you here, the greater hope there is for my 
Ijadybird. Î U not leave a handful of that dark hair upoii 
your head, if you lay a finger on m e ! " 

Thus Miss Pross, with a shake of her head and a flash of 
her eyes between every rapid sentence, and every rapid 
æntence a whole breath. Thus Miss Pross, who had never 
sfcruck a blow in her Hfe. 

But, her courage was of that emotionaî nature that it 
brought the irrepressible tears into her eyes. This was a 
courage that Madame Defarge so little comprehended as to 
mistake for weakness. "Ha, h a ! " she laughed, "you poo 
wretch! What are you worth! I address myself to that 
Doctor.^^ Then she raised her voice and cailed out, "'Citizen 
Doctor i Wife of Evrémonde ! Chiîd of Evrémonde! Any 
person but this miserable fool, answer the Citizenes^^ 
Def arge l" 

Perhaps the followîng siîence, perhaps some îatent dis-
closure in the expression of Miss Pross's face, perhaps a sudden 
misgiving apart from either suggestion, wiiispered to Madame 
Defarge that they were gone. Three of the door^ she opened 
swiftly, and îooiced in. 

"TÎiose rooms are ail in disorder, there has been hurrîed 
packing, there are odds and ends upon the ground. There 
m no one in that room behind you l Let me look.̂ * 

"Neverr^ said Miss Pross, who understood the reques* 
as perfectly as Madame Defarge understood the answer* 

"If they are not in that roora, they are gone, and can h^ 
pursued and brought back,'' said Madame Defarge to herseit. 

As long as you don't k^iow whether they are 'm. that roorø 4f 
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or not, you are uncertain what to do,'* said^Miss Pross to her^ 
self; "and you shall not know that, if I can prevent your 
knowing it; and know that, or not know that, you shaU not 
leave here while I can hold you." 

" I have been in the streets from the first, nothing has 
stopped me, I will tear you to pieces, but I w.U have you from 
that door," said Madarae Defarge. 

"We are alone at the top of a high house in a solitary 
courtyard, we are not likely to be heard, and I pray for bodily 
strength to keep you here, while every minute you are here 
is worth a hundred thousand guineas to my darling," said 
Miss Pross. 

Madarae Defarge made at the door. Miss Pross, on the 
instinct of the moment, seized her round the waist in both her 
arms, and held her tight. It was in vain for Madame De-
farge to strugglé and to strike; Miss Pross, with the vigorous 
tenacity of love, aiways so much stronger than hate, clasped 
her tight, and even lifted her from the floor in the struggle 
that they had. The two hands of Madame Defarge buf-
feted and tore her face; but, Miss Pross, with her head down, 
held her round the waist, and clung to her with more than the 
hold of a drowning woraan. 

Soon, Madame Defarge^s hands ceased to strike, and felt 
at her encircled waist. "Tt ÍL under my arm," said Miss 
Pross, in smothered tones, "you shall not draw it. I am 
stronger than you, I bless Heaven for it. I hold you till one 
or other of us faints or dies!" 

Madame Defarge's hands were at her bosom. Miss Pross 
looked up, sevv what it was, struck at it, struck out a flash 
and a crash, and stood alone — blinded with smoke. 

AII this was in a second. As the smoke cieared, leaving an 
awful stillness, it passed out on the air, like the soul of the 
furious woman whose body lay lifeless on the ground. 

In the first fright and horror of her situation, Miss Pross 
passed the body as far from it as she could, and ran down the 
stairs to call for fruitless help. Happily, she bethought 
herself of the consequences of wha' she did, in time to check 
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herself and go back. Tt was dreadful to go în at the door 
again; but, she did go in, and even went near it, to get the 
bonnet and other things that she raust wear. These she 
put on, out oa the staircase, first shutting and locking the 
door and talcing away tlie key. She then sat down on the 
stairs a few moments to breathe and to cry, and then got up 
and hurried away. 

By good fortune she had a veil on her bonnet, or she could 
hardiy have gone along the streets without being stopped. 
By good fortune, too, she was naturally so pecuiiar iii appear-
ance as not to show disfigurement like any other woman 
She needed both advantages, for the marks of griping fingers 
were deep in her face, and her hair was torn, and her dress 
(hastiiy composed with unsteady hands) was clutched and 
dragged a hundred w^ays. 

Tn crossing the bricige, she dropped the door lcey in the 
river. Arriving at the cathedral some few minutes before 

' her escort, and waiting there, she thought, what if the key 
were already taken in a net, what if it were identified, whao 
if tiie door were opened and the remains discovered, what 
if she were stopped at the gate, sent to prison, and charged 
with murder! In the raidst of these fiuttering thoughts, the 
escort appeared, took her in, and took her away. 

" Ts there any noise in the streets ? " she aslced hîm. 
"The usual noises," Mr. Cruncher repiied; and looked 

surprised by the question and by her aspect. 
" T don't hear you," said Miss Pross. " What do you say ?' 
I t was in vain for Mr. Cruncher to repeat what he said, 

Miss Pross could not hear him. "So I'll nod my head,' 
thought Mr. Cruncher, ainazed, " a t all events she'II see that. ' 
And she did. 

"Ts there any noise in the streets n o w ? " asked Miss Pross 
again, presently. 

Again Mr. Cruncher nodded his head. 
^̂ T don't hear i t ." 
^^Gone deaf in an hour?'' said Mr. Cruncher, rumînatîna 

with his mind much disturbed: "wot 's come to h e r ? " 
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" 1 feel,^* said Miss Pross, "a s if there had been a flash 
and a crash, and that crash was the last thing I should ever 
iiear in this Hfe." 

"Blest if siie ain't in a queer condition !" said Mr. Cruncher, 
niore and more disturbed. " Wot can she have been a takin', 
to keep her courage up? Hark! There's the roU of them 
dreadful carts! You can hear that, miss?" 

"T can hear," said Miss Pross, seeing that he spoke to her, 
"nothing. O, my good nia:i, tiiere was first a great crash, and 
then a great stiiiness, and that stiiiness seems to be fixed 
and unchangeabie, never to be broken any more as iong as 
my life lasts." 

"If slie don't iiear tlie roll of those dreadful carts, now 
very nigh their jouriiey's end," said Mr. Cruncher, giancing 
over iiis shouider, 'h t ' s my opinion that indeed she never 
wiil hear anything eise in this world." 

And indeed she never did. 

CHAPTER XV 

THE FOOTSTEPS DIE OUT FOR EVER 

ALONG the Paris streets, tlie death-carts rurable, hollow 
and harsh. Six tumbrils carry the day's wine to La GuiUo-
tiiie. Aii the devouring aiid iiisatiâ.te Monsters imagined 
since imagination couid record itseif, áre fused in the one 
reahsation, Guiiiotine. And yet there is not in France, with 
its rich variety of soii and climate, a biade, a leaf, a root, a 
spiig, a peppercorn, whicii wili grow to maturity under 
conditions more certain than those tiiat have produced this 
horror. Crush humanity out of siiape once raore, under 
simiiar hammers, and it will twist itseif into the same tor-
fcured forras. Sow fche sarae seed of rapacious license and 
oppression over again, and it will sureiy yield the same 
fruit according to its kind. 
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Six tumbrils roll along the streets. Change these back 
again to yvhat they were, thou powerful enchanter, Time, 
and they shaU be seen to be the carriages of absolute monarchs> 
the equipages of feudal nobles, the toilettes of fiaring Jezebels, 
the churches that are not my father's house but dens of 
thieves, the huts of miiiions of starving peasants! No; 
the great magician who majesticaUy works out the appointed 
order of the Creator, never reverses his transformations. "If 
thou be changed into this shape by the will of God," say the 
seers to the enchanted, in tlie wise Arabian stories, " then 
remain so ! But, if thou w^ear this form through mere passing 
eor^^^^onj then resume thy former aspect!" Changeless 
andnope ess, the tumbrils roll along. 

As tlie sombre wheels of the six carts go round, they seem 
to plough up a long crooked furrow among the populace in 
the streets. Ridges of faces are thrown to this side and to 
that, and the ploughs go steadily onward. So used are the 
regular inhabitants of the houses to the spectacle, that in 
raany windows there are no peopie, and in some tlie occupa-
tion of the hands is not so much as suspended, while the 
eyes survey the faces in the tumbrils. Here and there, 
the inmate has visitors to see the sight; then he poínts his 
finger, with something of the coraplacency of a curator, or 
authorised exponent, to thls cart and to this, and seems 
to tell who sat here yesterday, and who there the day béfore. 

Of the riders in the tumbrils, sorae observe these things, and 
ali things on their last roadside, with an impassive stare; 
others, with a lingering interest ia tbe ways of life and men. 
Some, seated with drooping heads, are sunk in silent despair; 
again, there are some so heedful of their looks that they cast 
upon the multitude such glances as they have seen in theatres, 
and in pictures. Several close their eyes, and think, or try 
to get their straying thoughts together. Only one, and he 
a raiserable creature, of a crazed aspect, is so shattered 
and made drunk by horror, that he sings, and tries to dance. 
Not one of the whole number appeals by look or gesture, to 
the pity of the people. 
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There is a guard of sundry horsemen riding abreast oí the 
tumbrils, and faces are often turned up to some of •thera, and 
they are asked some question. Tt wouid seem to be aiways 
the same question, for, it is always followed by a press ot 
people towarcis the third cart. The horsemen aloreast oí 
that cart, frequently poiiit out oiie man iii it with theii 
swords. Tiie leading curiosity is, to icnow which is he, 
he stands at the back of the tumbril with Iiis head bent down, 
to converse v/ith a mere giii who sits on the side of the cart, 
and hoids his Iiand. He has no curiosity or care for tiie 
scene about hira, and always speaks to the giri. Here and 
there iri tlie long street of St. Honoré, cries are raised against 
hira. Tf tîiey move iiim at aii, it is oniy to a quiet smile, as he 
shakes hîs iiair a iittie more iooseiy about his face. lic 
caniiot easily touch Iiis face, his arms beiiig bound. 

On the steps of a cliurch, awaiting the côming-up of tiie 
tumbriis, stands tiie Spy and prison-sheep. He iooks into 
the first of them: not tliere. He looks into the second 
not there. He already asks ihmseif, '' Has he sacrificed me ?' 
when hîs face clears, as he iooks into tiie tiiird. 

"Whicli is Evréiiionde ? " says a man behind him. 
"That . At the back tliere/ ' 
"With hîs hand in tiie giri 's?" 
"Yes ." 
The man crîes, "Down, EvrémondeT To the Gmllotint 

aU aristocrats! Down, Evrémonde '" 
"Hush, hush ! " the Spy entreats him, timidly. 
"And wiiy not, citizen?" 
" H e is going to pay the foríeit it will be paid în five 

minutes more. Let him be at peace/ ' 
But tiie maii continuing to exciaim, " Down, E^Témonde • *' 

fche face of Evrémonde s for a moirient turned towards hiuí 
Evrémoncle then sees the Spy, and loolcs attentively at him 
and goes iiis way. 

The ciocks are on the stroke of three, and the furrov\. 
pîoughed aniong tlie popuiace is turning round, to come :̂?! 
^̂ nto fchc plaee of execution, and end.. The ridges tlirown ti 



A TALE OF TWO CITIES 399 

this sîde and to that, now crumble în and close behînd the 
last plough as it passes on, for all are following to the GuiIIo-
tine. In front of it, seated in chairs, as in a garden of public 
diversîon, are a nuraber of women, busily knitting. On one 
of the foremost chairs, stands The Vengeance, looldng about 
for her friend. 

"Thé:-:^.3 I" she cries, în her shrill tones. "Who has seen 
her ? T iierése Defarge!" 

"She never missed before," says a knitting-woman of the 
sisterhood. 

"No; nor will she miss now," cries The Vengeance, 
petulantly. "Thérése." 

"Louder," the w^oman recommends. 
Ay! Louder, Vengeance, much louder, and stîll she will 

scarcely hear thee. Louder yet, Vengeance, with a little 
oath or so added, and yet it will hardly bring her. Send 
other women up and down to seek her, Hngering somewhere; 
and yet, although the messengers have done dread deeds, it 
is questionable whether of their own wiils they wiU go far 
enough to find her! 

"Bad Fortune!'^ cries The Vengeance, stamping her foot 
ín the chair, " and here are the tumbriis! And Evréraonde 
wiU be despatched in a wink, and she not here î See her 
knitting in my hand, and her empty chair ready for her. I 
cry with vexation and disappointment!" 

AvS ''iri Vengeance descends from her elevation to do it, 
the tumbriis begin to discharge their loads. The mînisters 
of Sainte ?.uiIiotine are robed and ready. Crash! — A head 
is held up, jjnd the knitting-women who scarcely lifted their 
eyes to look at it a moment ago when it could think and speak, 
count One. 

The second tumbríl empties and moves on; the third 
comes up. Crasii! — And the knitting-women, never falter 
ÎJig or pausing in their work, count Two. 

The supposed Evrémonde descends, and the seamstress 
m Hfted out next after him. He has not relinquîshed her 
ipatieDtt hand in getting out^ but still holds it as he proimâedr. 
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He gentîy places her with her bacîc to the crashing engim 
that constantiy wiiirrs up and íalls, and she looks into hiH 
face and thanks hira. 

' 'But for you, dear stranger, I sîiould not be so coraposed. 
for I am. naturaliy a poor littie thing, faint of heart; nor 
shouid T have been able to raise my thougbts to Him wlio 
was put to death, tliat we might iiave hope and comfort here 
to-day T think you were seiit to me by Heaven." 

^^Or you to me," sa}̂ :̂  Syclney Carton. ' 'Keep your eye? 
upon me, dear ciiild, and mind no otiier object." 

" I mind nothing while T hold your haiid. T shaU mind 
notiiing when T iet it go, if they are rapid." 

^'Tiiey wiU be rapid. Fear n o t ! " 
The two stand in tiie fast-tlhiining t irong of victiras, Du1 

tney speak as if tiiey were alone. Eye to eye, voice to voice, 
hand to hand, heart to lieart, these two chiidren of tlie 
Universal Mother, eise so wide apart and differing, have comc 
together on the dark iiighway, to repair home together, anC 
to rest in her bosom, 

" Brave and generous friend, wiil you let me ask you one 
last question? I am very ignorant, and it troubles me — 
just a httle." 

" T e U m e w h a t i t i s . " 
" I have a coiisin, an oniy^ relative aiid an orph:m;, like 

myself, whom T love very deariy. She is five years youngcr 
than T, and she lives in a farmer's house in the south countr\'. 
Poverty parted us, and she knows notiiing of my fate — for 
T caiinot write —and if I could, how shouid I tell iier ! I t is 
better as it is." 

" Yes, yes : better as it is." 
" What I have been thinking as we came along, and what 

T am stiU thinking now, as I look into your kiná'strong face 
which gives me so much support, is tliis: —If the Repubhc 
really does good to the poor, and tliey come to be less hungry^ 
and in aU ways to suffer less, she may live a long time : she 
may^ even Uve to be old." 

" What then, my gentle sister ? " 
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^^Do you thînkf ' the uncomplaînîng eyes in which there 
s so much endurance, ffll with tears, and the Hps part a Httle 
more and tremble: " that it will seem long to me, while í 
wait for her in the better land where I trust both you and I 
wiU be mercifully sheltered?" 

" I t cannot be, my child; there is no Time there, and no 
trouble there." 

"You comfort me so muchl I am so îgnorant. Am I to 
dss you now ? Is the moment come ? " 

"Yes." 
She kisses hîs lips; he kisses hers; they solemnly blesô 

each other. The spare hand does not tremble as he releases 
it; nothing worse than a sweet, bright constancy is in the 
patîent face. She goes next before him — is gone; the knit* 
ting-women count Twenty-Two. 

" I am the Resurrection and the Lîfe, saith the Lord: he 
that beheveth in me, though he were dead, yet shall Iie live e 
and whosoever Hveth and beiieveth in me shail never die."*' 

The murmuring of many voices, the upturning of many 
faces, the pressing on of many footsteps in the outskirts of 
the crowd, so that it swells forward in a mass, like one great 
heave of water, all fiashes away. Twenty-Three. 

They saîd of hîm, about the city that night, that ît was the 
peacefuiiest man's face ever beheld there. Many added that 
he looked sublime and prophetic. 

One of the niost reraarkable sufferers by the same axe — a 
woman — had asked at the foot of the same scaffold, not long 
before, to be aiiowed to write down the thoughts that were 
inspiring her. Tf he hadgiven any utterance to his, and they 
were prophetic, they would have been these: 

" I see Barsad, and Ciy, Defarge, The Vengeance, the 
Juryman, the Judge, long ranks of the new oppressors who 
have risen on the destruction of the old, perishing by this 
retributive instruraent, before it shall cease out of its pre«ent 
use. I see a beautiful city and a brilliant people rising from 
this abyss, and, in their strugg es to be truly free, in tbtîiî 
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triumphs and defeats, tlirough long long y^ears to come, 1 
see the evil of this time and of the previous time of which 
this is the natural birth, gradually maidng expiation for itseif 
and wearing outc 

"T see the lives for which T lay down my life, peaceful, use 
ful, prosperous and happy, in tliat England which T shali sec 
no more. I see Her witb a chiid upon her bosom, Avho bears 
my name. I see her father, aged and beiit, but < therwise 
restored, and faithful to all men in his heahng office, and â  
peace. T see the good old maii, so long tîieir friencí, in tei. 
years' time enriching them with all he has, and passiiig tran-
quiiiy to his reward. 

"T see that T hoid a sanctuary in their hearts, anci iii the 
hearts of their descendants. generations iience. I see her, 
an oid woman, weeping for me on the anniversaiy of this day. 
T see her and Iier husband, their course cione, lying side by 
side in their last earthly bed, and T kiiow that each was not 
more honoured and heid sacred in the othcr's soui, tliam I 
was in the souis of both. 

"T see that chiid wiio lay upon Iier bosoro. ancl who bore 
my name, a man winning his way up in tiiat ].̂ atii of iife which 
once was mine. T see iiim winning it so wei], thac my name 
is made iilustrious tiiere by tlie liglit of his. s:e the biotp, 
I threw upon it, faded away. I see iiim, íoremost of just 
judges and honoured men, bringing a boy of my mroe, with 
a forehead that T know and goicien hair, to tiiis pií ce — then 
fair to look upon, with not a trace of this day's cl s:âguremenf 
— and T hear him teU the chiid my story, witli a tender and ^ 
faltering voice. 

"Tt is a far, far better thîng that I do, than T have ever 
done; it is a far, far better rest that I go to than T Iiave ever 
known/ ' 



NOTES 

BOOK THE FIBST 

CHAPTER I 

In thîs first chapter Dickens aims to sketch the social and politi-
cal conditions of England and France in 1775, as a background for 
his story. His description is lacking in simplicity. It is índirect 
in its manner, and full of ohscure allusions, so tiiat the picture ieft 
on the reader's mind is somewhat vague. 

3 : 1. It, etc. The period of the FrenchRevolution. Thenovel-
îst is thinking, in tliis sehtence, of the sharp social contrasts and 
political inconsistencies of tlie Revolution. 

3 : 15. There were . . . on the throne of England, etc. .George 
III and Chaiiotte Sophia, king and queen of England ; Louis XVI 
and Marie Antoinette, king and queen of Fraiice. 

3 : 21. Mrs. Southcott. A reiigious fanatic claimiiig divine 
inspiration. 

4 : 2. The Cock-lane ghost. A notorious spiritualistic impos-
ture. Eraudulent ' ' table-rapping" at a house in Cock-lane, 
Smithfie d, London, deceived many peopie for a iong time. 

4 : 12. Her sister of the shield and trident. In England's 
coat-of-arms, Britannia is always represented as bearing a shield 
and a trident, emblematic of maritime supremacy. 

4 : 20. Sentencing a youth . . . sixty yards. Sucli an execu-
tion actually took place at this time ; but tlie offence was greater 
than Dickens indicates. In the immediate presence of a reiigious 
coremony, the offending youth made blasphemous speeches and 
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gestures, and sang sacriiegious songs. Dickens dwarfs the offence 
lo emphasize liis point. 

4 : 25. A certain movable framework . . . terrible in history 
The guillotine, a machine for beheadiug peopie. 

5 : 20. St. Giles's. A district of London inhabited by the iow-
-est ciasses. 

CHAPTER II 

In tLis cliapter note the skilful way în which Dickens creates an 
atmospliere of mystery and dariger. Tlie interest and expectation 
thus arousedî are intensified by the message brought by Jerry, and 
its starLling answer. 

6 : 9. Shooter's Hill. A hill about eight miles southeast from 
the iimits of old London. 

6 : 17. Blackheath. A stretch of open country just outside of 
London, on the Dover road. 

8 :30. In the king's name, all of you ! The guard caUs upon 
the passengers to show their lionesty and loyalty by aiding in the 
defence of the mails, 

12 : 9. If recaUing to life was to come into fashion, Jerry! 
Jerry, as Dickens tells us later, is a body-snatcher, 

CHAPTER III 

Thîs chapter adds notbing to the movement of the stoiy ; but it 
heips to increase tlie reader's feeling of mystery and expectation. 

CHAPTER IV 

In this ciiapter we are introduced to the heroine. Note carefuUy 
her appearance, and her personal characteristics as they are re-
vealed in the story. Does the descriptiou of her looks given m 
this chapter leave a definitc and vivid picture in yoar mind ? 
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17 : 23. Show Concord I At that period the rooms of an inn 
were named, instead of beíug numbered as theyare to-day. 

20 : 14. Nobody in the neighbourhood could endure a lamp-
lighter. Veiled allusions to smuggling and smugglers. 

25 : 2. Mangle- A machine for smoothinglinenbyrollerpressure 
Mr. Lorry simply means to iUustrate tbe mechanical, impersonai 
nature of his business. 

28 : 2L Grenadier wooden measure. Perhaps an aUusion to the 
.íarge bucket-shaped bearskin hats of the Grenadier Guards. 

CHAPTER V 

A powerful chapter, marked by great vividness of description 
and artistic handlÍDgof mystery and omen. 

31 : 11. Saint Antoine. A wretched and vicious district of 
Paris, between the Bastiile and the Seine. 

35 : 23. Jacques. This name was the password of a mysterious 
secret society whicli some authorities believe to have organized the 
Frencli Revolution. 

CHAPTER VI 

In this chapter Dickens begins to throw light on some of the 
mysteries with which he has aroused the interest of the reader ; at 
the same tirae he prepares the way for events which are to follow. 

BOOK THE SEOOND 

CHAPTER I 

54 : 1. Temple Bar. A famous ancient gateway before the 
Teniple, originally in the western wall of old London, separating 
Fleet Street from the Strand. Here were formerly exposed, as a 
public warning, the heads or limbs of executed traitors. 

57 : 1. Whitefriars. A London district near tlie Temple, ex-
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tending from Fleet Street to the Thames. It once possessed privi-
leges of sanctuary and hence had become the resort of variouã 
malefactors. 

57 : 17. Harlequin- A favorite clown character in pantomimes, 
always gayly dressed in a costume of many colors. 

57 : 36. Aggerawayter. Mr. Cruncher mispronounces the word 
'̂  aggravater," which he uses in tlie sense of " one who annoys." 
His irritabUity in the presence of his wife's piety indicates a guilty 
conscience. 

CHAPTER I I 

Tliis chapter introduces the two lieroes of the book, Chaiies 
Darnay, the conventional centre of sentimental interest, and 
Sydney Carton, the great ciiaracter for whoin the book is famous, 
and who is quietly introduced as " another wigged gentleman with 
his liands in his pockets whose whole attention seenied to be con-
centrated on the ceiling." It is only gradually that Carton de-
veiops into one of the prominent figures in the story. The reader 
shouid note carefuUy the traits in his character as they are un-
folded by the author. 

61 : 6. Old Bailey. The principal English criminal court, near 
Newgate prison. 

62 : 8. Quartering. Tlie body of a man executed for treason 
was cut into quarters, and then the parts were distributed for ex-
íiibition in various cities as a warning to other cvikîoers. 

62 : 28. Tyburn. The place of public execution, nnmed from a 
sniall tributary to the Thames, and near what is now Hyde Park. 

62 : 29. Newgate. Executions were transferred to Ne^vgate in 
1783. I t was formerly the fiftli gate in tlie original Roman wall 
of London. 

63 : 24. Bedlara. Famous Engiish insane asylum ; formerly 
one of the " s i g h t s " of London, with regular admission-fee for 
vi?,it,ors. 
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CHAPTER IV 

Twice în this chapter Dîckens hints at a tragic f uture f or Carton 
in his relations with Darnay. 

83 : 20. BastiUe. The most noted and infamous of French 
state prisons, four Iiundred years old at this period. See Chapter 
XXI 

86 : 22. Chaír there I The usual call for a sedan chair, an 
enclosed seat supported on poles by two bearers; it was the cab of 
the period. Note, in the last paragraph but one of this chapter, 
another instance of Dickens's method of arousing înterest by 
mysterioiis prophetic suggestion. 

CHAPTER V 

After reading this chapter, consider why Dickens gave ît the 
title that he did. 

90 : 10. Sessions. The regular meetings of English law-courtí^ 
usually crîminal courts. 

90 : 32. Hilary Term and Michaelmâs. Two of the four three-
"'eek terras during which English lavv-courts held sessions. 

91 : 26. Jeffries. A notoriously cruei and profligate English 
'hief Justice, who died a hundred years before this period. 

CHAPTER VI 

Observe, m oû s chapter, Dickens's further use of the device of 
mysterious suggestion to arouse thc rcadcn-'s interest. 

96 : 10. Soho-square. The rcsidence of the foreign element, 
just inside of Oxford Road, tlfen the city-limit. 

96 : 14. ClerkenweU. Residence district near the centre 
modern London ; then, an outiying suburb. 
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CHAPTER V n 

This chapter is vague and in parts obscure, at the first reading. 
Young readers are likely to think it an interruption to the narrative, 
for Defarge and his wife are apparently the only connecting links 
between it and the preceding parts of the story. It is the first of 
a number of chapters dealing with the Marquis, or, as lie is called 
hereafter, Monseigneur (see foUowing note), and his country home. 
It is really closely related to the rest of the story, as wiU appear 
in the sequel. Notice Dickens's frequent recurrence to the mys-
terious knittirig of Madame Defarge. 

109 : 22. Monseigneur. Here, the personification of the French 
aristocracy; later, the title of an individual. 

110 : 28. Stuart who sold it. Charles I I of Engiand secretly 
sold, to Louis XIV ôf France, liis formal allegiance and submission, 
in order to procure money for his extravagant licentiousness. 

111 : 4, Farmer-General. A revenue ofíicer who bought from 
tlie Government the privilege of collecting the taxes of a district; 
the taxes were said to be ' ' farmed ou t " to him. Everything over 
and above the stipulated amount of the taxes went into his own 
pocket, 

111 ; 11. Cheapest garment she could wear. Because, in the 
convent, her support cost nothiiig, and her portion reverted to the 
estate, 

113 : 10. Convulsionists- A faiiatical sect called Jansenists, 
religious rather than political, or' a siightly earlier period ; intro-
duced by Dîckens to make his picture more vivid. 

113 : 37. Saint Antoine. A personîfication of the suburb. See 
note 31 : 11. 

114 : 4. Tuileries. A former royal residence în Parîs, west of 
tlie Louvre and north of the Seine. 

114 : 10. WheeL An engine of torture and death whîch mangled 
its victims crueUy, breaking iu two places their legs and arms 
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114 : 11. Monsieur Paris. Cant name for the hangman or 
executioner. 

CHAPTER VII I 

119 : 9. Monseigneur in the Country- This chapter is the con-
necting link between the injury, p. 116, and its avenging, Chiap-
ter IX. The bereaved fatlier, the ' ' t a i l man," rides into the 
country, hanging to the chains beneath the coach of his întended 
victim. The Marquis is hereafter caiied Monseigneur. 

CHAPTER IX 

This chapter discloses Darnay's identity and at the same time 
heightens the mystery suggested at the triai in London. The chap^ 
ter completes our knowledge of the main cliaracters in the story. 

129 : 3. Letter de cachef. A '̂  sealed letter," then much used 
to mean, and to coiivey, an arbitrary order of imprisonment. 

137 : 5. Ba lad of Leonora. In the baUad a raaîden mourning 
for lier lover, gone on a crusade, is aroused at night and calledupon 
to ride away behind what appears to be her lover but is really 
** a ghastly skeleton.**' 

CHAPTER XI 

In thîs chapter the attractive traîts of Sydney Carton begin to 
appear. Up to this time the reader's opinion of Carton has prob-
ably not been very favorable. 

CHAPTER XII 

151 : 3. C. J. Chief Justice. 
151 : 7. Vauxhall Gardens. A celebrated London pleasure re-

3ort. Ranelagh. Another popular resort, famous, iike the above, 
for extravagant masquerades and entertainments. 
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151 : 14. St. Dunstan's side of Temple Bar. The Fleet Street, 
or ci^y, side. St. Dunstan's church was just east of Temple Bar. 

CHAPTER XIII 

At the close of this chapter Dickens hints at the solution of the 
*c;ntang?ements which foUow. 

CHAPTER XIV 

163 : 17. Heathen rustic who . . . has been . . watching 
one stream. An old American Indian legend tells of a half-witted 
member of the tribe who spent liis life in watching a river, waiting 
for the water to run by. Perliaps Dickens refers to this legend, or 
to one of its many cognates in other lands and laaguages. 

CHAPTER XV 

177 : 32. By his tall figure. Of course, this is fcbe oall man oí 
pages 113 and 122. 

181 : 20. Damiens. The offence, executioa, and name of the 
man are historically accurate, as here described. 

CHAPTER XVI 

In tliis chapter the interlacing of various p ots oecomes apparent, 
and we begin to understand the relation which certain mcidents in 
early chapters bear to the main story. 

190 : 19. Jacquerie. Jacques, or Jacqiv-s Bonhomme, is the 
nicknarae of the French peasant, as Jobn Bull îs of the English 3 
henco ' ' the J.ícquerie'' stands for the French peasantry, particu--
larly as ornpf̂ í-f-d tn the nobility 
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CHAPTER XXI 

226 : 30. Mid-July, one thousand seven hundred and eighty-
nine. The Bastiile was stormed, very nearly as described In this 
chapter, on the 14th of July, 1789. 

CHAPTER XXII 

236 : 29. Foulon. A peculiarly inefiBcient controUer-general of 
finances, particularly inconsiderate of popular sufferings. All the 
incidents here related are historical. 

CHAPTER XXIII 

Consider whether you think that Darnay's abandonment of his 
estate was justifiable. 

CHAPTER XXIV 

249 : 1. Loadstone Rock. A mythical rock that drew ships tc 
itself, fataliy, by magnetic attraction of theiriron bolts, bands, etc. 

250 : 2. Last tidings. The palace of the Tuileries was storined 
August 10, and the monarchy formally abolished September 21. 
1792. 

256 : 21. The Abbaye. A Parisían military prison. One hun-
dred and sixty-four prisoners were murdered here during the Sep 
tember Massacre of 1792. 

BOOK THE THIRD 

CHAPTER I 

rhis and the foUowing chapters present a picture of the cruelty 
and injustice attending the French Revolution. It is interesting tc 
compare Carlyle's description o+' the same events in his Frenc 
Revohition 
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268 : 14. La Force. Another Parisian prison, originally the 
châteauof the dukes of La Force. Many prisoners were murdered 
here in the September Massacre. 

CHAPTER II 

275 *. 24. Gazette. The official buUetin published by the British 
Government, containing state and legal notices, including an-
nouncements of bankruptcy, etc. 

275:31 . Lombard-street. London's ' ' W a l l Street,'^' or finan-
cial centre. 

CHAPTER V 

299 : 1. Concîergerie. The old prison of the Palais de Justice. 
I'hæe hundred and twenty-eight victims perished here in the 8ep-
Lt-mber Mass?tCre. 

CHAPTER VII 

310 : 9. Confound their politics, etc. The ' ' maxim '̂ is a direct 
ûuotation from the British National Anthem. 

CHAPTER IX 

335 : 6. I am the resurrection and the life, saith the Lord. 
Jolm xi. 25, 26. This is also a part of the Burial Service, in rhe 
Book of Common Prayer. 

CHAPTER XI 

358 : 32. She heard him say, ' 'A life you love." See page 
Í63, Une2. 

Priuted ia t.hc ^iiiie l >i,j^s cí America. 
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