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CHAPTER XX
A PLEA

Wax~ the newly-married pair came home, the first person who
ppeared, to offer his lations,* was Sydney Carton. They
had not been at home many hours, when he presented 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 the observation of Charles Darnay.

He watched his opportunity of taking Darnay aside into a
window, and of speaking to him when no one overheard.

“Mr. Darnay,” said Carton, *‘I wish we might be friends.”

““We are already friends, I hope.’’

““You are good enough to say so, as a fashion of speech; but, I
on’t mean any fashion of speech. Indeed, when I say [ wish
we might be friends, I scarcely mean quite that, either.’

Charles Darnay—as was natursl—asked him, in all 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. How-
ever, let me try. You remember a certain famous occasion when
1 was more drunk than—than usual?”’

“I remember a certain famous ocoasion when you forced me to
oonfess* that you had been drinking.”
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“I remember it too. The curse of those occasions is heavy
upon me, for I always remember them. I hope it may be taken
$nto account* one day, when all days are at an end for me! Don’t
be alarmed; I am not going to preach.’”

“J am not at all alarmed. Earnestness in you is anything but*
alarming to me.”’

*“‘Ah!" said Carton, with a careless wave of his hand, as if he
waved that away. ‘‘On the drunken occasion in question (one of
a large number, as you know), I was insufferable about liking
you, and not liking you. I wish you would forget it.”

I forgot it long ago.”

“Fashion of speech again! But, Mr. Darnay, oblivion® is not
80 eagy to me, &g you represent it to be to you. I have by no
means forgotten it, and a light answer does not help me to
forget it.”

“If it was a light answer,” returned Darnay, “I beg your
forgiveness* for it. I had no other object thin to turn a slight
thing, which, to my surprise, seems to trouble you too much,
agide. I declare to you, on the faith of a gentleman,® that 1 have
long dismissed it from my mind. Good Heaven, what was there
to dismiss! Have I had nothing more important to remember, in
the great service you rendered me that day?”

4As to the great service,'’ said Carton, “I am bound %
avow fo you,® when you speak of it in that way, that it was
mere professional claptrap.” I don’t know that I cared what
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became of you, when I rendered it.--Mind! I say when ]
rendered it; I am speaking of tho past.”

“You make light of * the obligation,”’ returned Darnay, *“‘but 1
will not quarrel with your light answer.””

“Genuine truth,* Mr. Darnay, trust me! I have gone aside from
my purpose; I was speaking about our being friends. Now, you
know me; you know I am incapable of all the higher and better
flights of men® 1 you doubt it, ask Stryver, and he’ll tell
you go.”

““I prefer to form my own opinion, without the aid of his.’”

“Well! 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! I you
could endure to have such a wogthless fellow, and a fellow of
such indifferent reputation, coming and going at odd times, I
should ask that I might be permitted to come and go as & privi-
leged person here; that I might be regarded ag an useless (and I,
would add, if it were not for the resemblance I detected between
you and me), an 1% piece of furnif tolerated® for
its old service, and taken no notice of! I doubt if I should abuse’
the permission. 1t is & hundred to one® if I should avail myselt of
it four times in a year. It would satisfy me, I dare say, to know
that I had it.”

“Will you try?”

““That is another way of saying that Iam placed on the footing
I have indicated. I thank yofi, Darnay. I may use that freet
dom with your name?”’
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I think so, Carton, by this time.””

They shook hands upon it, and Sydney turned away. Within
a minute afterwards, he was, to all outward appearance, 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 mentijon of this conversation in general terms, and
spoke of 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 himself.

He had no idea that this could dwell in the thoughts of his
fair young wife; but when he afterwards joined her in their own
rooms, he found her waiting for him with the old pretty lifting
of the forehead strongly marked.

““We are thoughtful to-night!’* said Darnay, drawing his arm
about her. h

“Yes, dearest Charles,”” with her hands on his breast, and the
inquiring and i ion fixed upon him; *“‘we are
rather thoughtful to-night, for we have something on our mind
to-night.”

““What is it, Lucie?"

“Will you promise not to press one question on'me, if I beg
you not to ask it?"*

““Will I promise? What will I not promise to my Love?””

What, indeed,. with his hand putting aside the goldeﬂ hair
from the cheek, and his other hand against the heart that beat’
for him!
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I think, Charles, poor Mr. Carton deserves more consideration*
and respect than you expressed for him to-night.”

“Indeed, my own? Why so?”

““That is what you are not to ask me? But I think—1I know—
he does.”

“If &ou knew it, it is enough. What would you have me do,
my Lifet?”

“I would ask you, dearest, to be very generous with him
always, and very leniens® on his faults when he is not by. I
would ask you to believe that he has a heart he very, very
seldom reveals, and that there are decp wounds in it. My dear,
1 have seen it bleeding.’

“It is & painful reflection to me,” said Charles Darnay, quite
astounded, “‘that I should have done him any wrong. I never
thought this of him.”

“My husband, it is so. I fear he is not to be reclaimed;® there
is scarcely a hope that anything in his character or fortunes is
reparable® now. But, I am sure that he is capable of good th¥hgs,
gentle things, even magnanimous’ things.”*

She looked so beautiful in the purity of her faith in this lost
man, that her husband could have looked at her as she was for
‘hours.

“And, Oh, my dearest Love!' she urged, clinging nearer to
him, laying her head upon his breast, and raising her eyes to his,
“‘remember how strong we are in our happiness, and how weak
e is in his misery!"

.l“wik- 2 PRIW 3 XAe 4 MBS WA 6OTHEW TR



BOOK 11. THE GOLDEN THREAD 571

TR, LR, TR FRIE LA R TREIE B B 264
B f HraR ety
“HYRE, AR 2 B TR

ORISR - RS .
R T IR T TR S R TR (R,
AR B, LRI, SR, AR
AR i L A2, TR G115
K RSB R AR,

W R, MR, R, RRER
OB SR e,

R BRI, RIS, R AR T 5 el
BERBRREZ sk bt 78, SUER T, I BTN, Mty
PS80, S80I s, B

T S ERIEHAL  ZERECOROR 0, AT R SLAIA, M
ARG TH, S TH A,

g RBETA " RSER, HLRIEE HRAEu
AN A TR, S0, B B, B,
TR B SRS P 30



372 A TALE OF TWO CITIES

The supplication® toushed him home.* *‘I will always remember
it, dear Heart! I will remember it as long as I live.”

He bent over the golden head, and put the rosy lips to his,
and folded her in his arms. If one forlorn wanderer® then pacing
the dark streets, could have heard her innocent disclosure, and
could have seen the drops of pity kissed away by her husband
from the soft blue eyes 8o loving of that husband, 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 remarked, 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 life of quiet bliss,®
Lucie sat in the still house in the tranquilly resounding corner,
listening to the echoing footsteps of years.

At first, there were times, though she was a perfectly
happy young wife, when her work would slowly fall from
ber hands, and her eyes would be dimmed. For, thereswas
something coming in the echoes, something light, afar off,
end soarcely audible yet, that stirred her heart too much.

LML 2 BIMALP. 8 REMBd. 4 keiEER. O BH.



BOOK II. THE GOLDEN THREAD 573

SERYAD MO RO Do TR T RRC AT i, RBRAG ! TR
2y iTied i ot

VS T 7, Rl & G ISR |, M B AR B I
Feidh YT B0 500 88~ TRESE AN, TREEGRE A
530, SRAERETHIb K AN AR, s fib 2 U (5500 AR, shafist
REEBGOIRIE I, WIE BREZ P iE  BIRMR R, SEPER
Ty ———

“ LIE R S E AR

B8 RhwER

HEVR S Ry — 1 SEEARRLH T, 38— A ERERE
PREERIRFE. A KR I IILEG 7 i, BHled LR, i X8,
WA MR B E SUR , TRATRAPAIERE, LIS
b FERBRHI £ TEJAR 10— 14 , KR RE—4e RS O EAR

HeHE A FOHOREN, He L — TR REMRA, TIEHEA T8
RRIBI T, TR B AEE o S, 1 BRI, SR A
A RS, LR, IR RA BB 1, S SR DB B
o



574 A TALE OF TWO OITIES

Fluttering® hopes and doubhts—hopes, of a love as yet unknown to
her: doubts, of her remaining upon earth, to enjoy that new
delight—divided her breast. Among the echoes then, there
would arise the sound of footsteps at her own early grave; and
thoughts of the hushand who would be left of desolate, and who
would mourn for her so much, swelled to her eyes, and broke like
waves.

That time passed, and her little Lucie lay on her bosom.
Then, among the advancing echoes, there was the tread of her
tiny® feet and the sound of her pratiling® words. Let greater
echoes resound as they would, the young mother at the cradle-
side could always hear those coming. They came, 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
take her child in His arms, as He took the child of old, and made
it a sacred joy to her.

Ever busily winding the golden thread that bound them all
together, weaving the service of her happy influence through the
tissue* of all their lives, and making it predominate nowhere,” Lucie
heard in the echoes of years none but friendly and soothing
sounds. Her husband’s step was strong and prosperous among
them; her father’s firm and equal. Lo, Miss Pross, in Aarness® of
string, awakening the echoes, as an wunmruly charger,’ whip-
corrected, snorting® and pawing® the earth under the plane-tree in
the garden!

Even when therc were sounds of sorrow among the rest,
they were not harsh nor cruel. Even when golden hair,
like her own, lay in a %alo® on a pillow round the worn face
of a little boy, and he said, with a radiant smile,’* “Dear papa
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and mamma, I am very sorry to leave you both, and to leave my
pretty sister; but I am called, and I must go!”’ thosé were not
tears all of agony that wetted his young mother’s cheek, as the
spirit departed from her embrace that had been entrusted to it.

ffer them and forbid them not. They fee my Father’s face.
Oh, Father, blessed words!

Thus, the rustling of an Angel’s wings got blended® with the
other echoes, and they were not wholly of earth, but had in them
that breath of Heaven. Sighs of the winds that blew over a little
garden-tomb were mingled with them also, and both were audible
to Lucie, in a husbed murmur—like the breathing of a summer
ses asleep upon & sandy shore—as the little Lucie, comically'
studious at the task of the morning, or dressing a doll at her
mother’s footatool,* chattered* in the tongues of the Two Cities® that
were blended in her life.

The echoes rarely answered to the actual tread of Sydney
Carton. Some half-dozen times a year, at most, he claimed his
privilege of coming in uninvited,® and would sit among them
through the evening, as he had once done often. He never came
there heated with wine. And one other thing regarding him was
whispered in the echoes, which has been whispered by all true
echoes for ages and ages.

No man ever really loved a woman, lost her, and knew
her with a bl 7 though an hanged mind, when she
was a wife and a mother, but her children had a strange
sympathy with him—an ‘instinctive® delicacy of phy for
him. What fine hidden sensibilitics are touched in such &
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case, no echoes tell; but it is so, and it was so here. Carton was
the first stranger to whom little Lucie held out her chubby* arms,
and he kept his place with her as she grew. The littlo oy had
spoken of him, almost at the last. ““Poor Carton! Kiss him for
me!”’

Mr. Stryver shouldered his way through the law, like some
great engine forcing itself through turbid® water, and dragged his.
useful friend in his wake,® like « boat towed astern.* As the boat
s0 favoured is usually in a rongh plight,* and mostly under water,
so, Sydney had a swamped® life of it. But, easy and strong
custom, unhappily so much easier and stronger in him than any
stimulating sense of desert or disgrace, made it the life he was
to lead; and he no more thought of emerging’ from his state of
Lion's jackal, than any real jackal may be supposed to think of
rising to be a lion. Stryver was rich; had married a florid®
widow with property and three boys, who had nothing Jparti-
cularly shining about them but tho straight hair of their
dumpling® heads.

These threo young gentlemen, Mr. Stryver, exuding patronage of
the most offensive quality from cvery pore,® had walked before him
like three sheep to the quiet corner in Soho, and had offered as
pupils to Lucie’s hushand: delicately saying, ‘“Halloa! here are
three lumps of bread.and-cheese™ towards your matrimonial picnic,®
Darnay!” The polite rejection of the three lumps of bread-and-
cheese had quite bloated®® Mr. Stryver with indignation, which
he afterwards turned to account in the training of the young
gentlemen, by directing them to beware of the ‘pride of
Beggars, like that tutorfellow. He was also in the habit of
declaiming to Mrs. Stryver, over his full-bodied wine, on
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the arts Mrs. Darnay had once put in practice to “catch' him,
and on the diamond.cut-diamond® arts in himself, madam, which
had rendered him ‘“‘not to be caught.” Some of his King's:
Bench familiars, who were occasionally parties to the full-bodied
wine and the lie, excused him for the latter by saying that he
had told it so often, that he helieved it himself—which is surely
such an incorrigible® pggravation of an originally bad offence, as-
to justify any such offender's being carried off to some suitably
retired spot, and there hanged out of the way.

These were among the echoes to which Lucie, sometimes
pensive,* sometimes amused and laughing, listened in the echoing
corner, until her little daughter was six years old. How near to
her heart the echoes of her child's tread came, and those of her:
own dear father’s, always active and self-possessed,” and those of
her dear husband’s, need not be told. Nor, how the lightest
echo of their united home, directed by herself with such a wise
end elegant thrift that it was more abundant than any waste,
was music to her. Nor, how there were echoes all about her,.
sweet in her ears, of the many times her father has told her that
he found her more devoted to him married (if that could be) than.
single, and of the many times her husband had said to her that
10 cares and duties seemed to divide her love for him or her help
to him, and asked her “What is the magic sccret, my darling,
of your being everything to all of us, as if there were only one
of us, yet never sceming to be hurried, or to have -too much
to do?”’

But, there were other echoes, from a distance, that
rumbled® menacingly’ in the corner all through this space of
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time. And it was now, about little Lucie’s sixth birthday, that
they began to have an awful sound, as of a great storm in France
with a dreadful sca rising.

On a night in mid-July,® one thousand seven hundred and
eighﬁy-nine, Mr. Lorry came in late, from Tellson’s, and sat
himself down by Lucie and her husband in the dark window.
1t was a hot, wild night, and they were all three reminded of the
old Sunday night when they had looked at the lightning from
the samc place.

“I began to think,”” said Mr. Lorry, pushing his brown wig
back, ““that I should have to pass the night at Tellson’s. We
have been so full of business all day, that we have not known
what to do first, or which way to turn. There is such an
uneasiness in Paris, that we have actually & run of confidence®
upon us! Our customers over there, 'seem not to be able 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. People are so unreasqnable!
Some of us at Tellson’s are getting old, and we really can’t be
troubled out of the ordinary course* without due occasion.

“Still," said Darnay, *“you know how gloomy and threatening
the sky is.”*

“I know that, to be sure,” assented Mr. Lorry, trying
to persuade himself that his swoeet tomper was soured, and
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that he grumbled, “but I am determincd to be peevish® afier my
long day's totheration? Where is Manette?'”

“‘Here he is,”” said the Doctor, entering the dark room at the
moment.

“I am quite glad you are at home; for these hurries and fore.-
bodings® by which I have been surrounded all day long, have
made me nervous without reason. You are not going out, I-
hope?”’

“No; Tam going to play backgammon® with you, it you like,"
said the Doctor.

“I don’t think I do like, if I may speak my mind. I am not
fit to bo pitted agains/® you to-night. Is the teaboard® still 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; all safe and well! 1don’t know why anything
should be otherwise than safe and well here, thank God; but 1
have been so put ow’ 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 quict, and hear the echoes about
which you have your theory.”

““Not a theory; it was a fancy.”

“A fancy, then, my wise pet,”” said Mr. Lorry, patting® her
hand. “They are very numerous and very loud, though, are-
they not? Only hear them!”
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Headlong,' mad, and danguivus footsteps to force their way
into anybody’s life, footsteps not easily made clean again if once
stained red, the footsteps raging in Saint Antoine afar off, as the
little circle sat in the dark London window.

Saint Antoine had been, that morning, a vast dusky mass of
scarecrows heaving to and fro? with frequent gleams of light® above
the billowy heads,* where stecl tlades® and bayonets® shone in the
sun. A tremendous roar arose from the throat of Saint Antoine,
and a forest of naked arms struggled in the air like shrivelled®
branches of trces in a winter wind: all the fingers convulsively®
clutching at every weapon or scmblance of a weapon that was
thrown up from the depths below, no matter how far off.

Who gave them out, whence they last came, whers they began,
through what agency they crookedly® quivered and jerked,!t
scores at a time, over the heads of the crowd, like a kind of
lightning, no eye in the throng'* could have told; but, muskets
were being distributed—so were cartridges,'® powder,* and ball,
barg of iron and wood, knives, axes, pikes,® every weapon that
distracted ingenuity™ could discover or devise. People who could
lay hold of nothing else, set themselves with bleeding hands to
force stones and bricks out of their places in walls. Every pulse
and heart in Saint Antoine was on high-fever strain and ab high-
fever heat. Every living creature there held life as of no account,
and was d ' with o passi diness to sacrifice it.

As a whirlpool’® of boiling waters has a centre point, so,
all this raging circled round Defarge’s wine-shop, and every
buman drop in the caldron®® had a tendency to be sucked
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towards the vortes? where Defarge himsclf, already begrimed with®
gunpowder and sweat, issued orders,® issued arms,* thrust this man
back, dragged this man forward, disarmed one to arm another,
taboured and strove® in the thickest of the uproar.

“Keep near to me, Jacques Three,” cried Defarge; “and do
you, Jacques One and Two, separate and put yourselves at the
head of as many of these patriots as you can. Where is my
wife?”

“Lh, well! Here you see me!”
-ever, but not knitting to-day. Madame’s resolute right hand
was occupied with an axe, in place of the usual softer implements,®

said madame, composed as

.and in her girdle” were a pistol® and & cruel knife.

“Where do you go, my wife?”’

“I go,” said madame, ‘‘with you at presont. You shall see
1me ab the head of women, by-and-by.”

“‘Come, then!” cried Defarge, in a resounding voice. ‘‘Patriots
and friends, we are ready! The Bastille®!”

With a roar that sounded as if all the breath in France had
been shaped into the detested”® word, the living sea rose, wave on
wave, depth on depth, and overflowed the oity to that point.
Alarm-bells** ringing, drums beating, the sea raging and thunder-
ing on its new beach, the attack begun.

Deep ditches,'* double drawbridge™® massive® stone walls,
eight great fowers,’® cannon,® muskets, fire and smoke.
Through the fire and through the smoke—in the fire and im
the smoke, for the sea cast him up against a cannon, and

LEARZ . 2 Bk 3 ARAd. 4 KNGR O BMYFML. 6 3

W TR S Fe 0 MARZA. 10 MH. 1. B 12 B 18,
& 4 ®X 15 HYF. 16 k4.




TOOK 11. THE GOLDEN THREAD 389

MBS, O LT BN B G L MR A,
T AHEFIRIT &, 0I5 AL PIRT A 0I5 ARSI T2, RIS A
T I IR A R b, B AR

AR, ARV, RS IR (R PIBSE— ERE
B T DR T34 SRR 5 RO T-(EHH R AR

U R0, BABT SR ARRE, R ABL, AR H RPN 11

RO S RHARAE T FNF R T F T 5506 M s
ANEIRR IR, BB B AT — B R AR — R T

“REYEFR BN T e

AR RN, TR, (R R o0 TS iAo 2 8.

WA, ERTSRAOR, WA BRNRE, RN RAIRE
1, RV WS T SEEHR,”

BT B 38 RO LN TG B SR B e se— MR 1R, KR
Fi LR, A S DY , R BhE B SEERAEE T, ST
By, thirp KRR T 1 2%, TR IR T

TRARERS, WITRMAR , 2 (R A0k SR, /HBRSEEE, AR, SebR, K
1 FE N — IR RIEZ S, S et T—8
i,




590 A TALE OF TWO CITIES

on the instant he became a cannonier'—Defarge of the wineshop
worked like a manful® soldier, two fierce hours.

Deep ditch, single drawbridge, massive stone wails, eight great
towers, cannon, muskets, fire and smoke. One drawbridge down!
“Work, comrades,? all, work! Work, Jacques One, Jacques Two,
Jacques One Thousand, Jacques Two Thousand, Jacques Five-
and-Twenty Thousand; i the name of all the Angels 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. “What! We can
kill as well as the men when the place is taken!” And to her,
with a shrill thirsty cry, trooping® women variously armed, but
sll armed alike in hunger and revenge.

Cannon, muskets, fire and smoke; but, still the deep ditch, the
single drawbridge, the massive stone walls, and the eight great
towers. Slight displacements® of the raging sea, made by the
talling wounded.” Flashing weapons,® blazing torches® smoking
waggon-loads of wet straw, hard work at neighbouring barricades'®
in all directions, shrieks,'* volleys,* ezecralitms’,“ bravery without
stint,* booms smash and rattle,'® and the furious sounding of the
living sea; but, still the deep ditch, and single drawbridge, and
the massive stone walls, and the eight great towers, and still
Defarge of the wine-shop at his gun, grown doubly hot by the
service of Four fierce hours.

A white flag from within tho fortress, and a parley™—this
dimly perceptible through the raging storm, nothing audible
in it—suddenly the sea rose immeasurably’™ wider and higher,
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and swept Defarge of the wine-shop over the lowered draw-
bridge, past the massive stone outer walls, in among the eight
great towers surrendered!

So resistless* was the force of the ocean® bearing him on,® that
even fo draw his brea’k* or turn his head was as impracticable ag
if he had been struggling in the surf® at the South Sea,® until he
was landed in the outer couri-yard of the Bastille. There,
against an angle of a wall, he made a stuggle to look about him.
Jacques Three was neerly at his:sids; Madamo Defarge, still
heading some of her women, was visible in the inner distance,
and her knifc was in her hand. erywhere was fumult,’

ltation,® deafening® and maniacal® bewi!derment,™ astounding
noise, yet furious dumb-show.*

““The Prisoners!”

““The Records!”

“The secret cells*>/”

“The instruments of torture!””

““The Prisoners!”*

Of all these cries, and ten thousand incoherencies,® ‘The
Prisoners!” was tho cry most takon up by the sea that rushed in,
88 if there wero an elernity® of people, as well as of time and
space. When the forcmost b:lows™ rolled past, bearing the
prison officers with them, and threatening thom all with instant
death if any secret nook*’ remained undisclosed, Defarge laid hia
strong hand on the breast of one of thess men—a man with a
grey head, who had a lightod tozch in his hand—separated him
from the re<, and got him betwoen himself and the wall,
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“fhow me the North Tower!’ said Defarge. “‘Quick!'

“1 will faithfully,” replied the man, *‘if you will come with
me. But there is no one there.”’

“What iz the meaning of Onc Hundred and Five North
Tower?”’ asked Defarge. ““Quick!””

“The meaning, monsieur?”

“Does it mean a captive, or a place of captivity? Or do yow
mean that I shall strike you dead?”’

“Kill him!”" crozked* Jacques Threo, who had come close up.?

“Monsieur, it is a cell.”

“Show it me!"*

““Pass this way, then.”

Jacques Three, with his usual craving on him, and eviden
disappointed by the dialogue laking @ turn® that d'd not seem tor
promise Lloodshed, keld by* Defarge’s arm as ho held by the
turnkey’s® Their three heads had been close together during
this brief discourse, ard it had been as much as they could do to-
hear one another, even then: so tremendous was the roise of the
living ocean, in its z'mlph‘:m into the Fortress, and its inundation”
of the courts and passages and staircases. All around outside,
too, it beat the walls with a deep, hoarse roar, from which,
oceasionally, some partial shouts of tumult broke and leap® into
the air like spray.®

Through glcomy voults where the light of day had
never shone, past hideous'* doors of dark dens®® and cages,™
down cavernous' flights of steps,'® and again up steep rugged
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ascents of stono and brick, more like dry waterfalls than stair-
caser, Defarge, the turnkey, and Jacques Three, linked hand and
arm,! went with all the speed they could make, Here and there,
especially at first, the inundation started on them and swept by;
but when they had dono descending, and were winding and
climbing up a tower, they were alone. Hemmed® in here by the
massive thickness of walls and arches, the storm with'n the
fortress and without was only audible to them in a dull, subdued:
way,” as if the noise out of which they had come had almost.
destroyed their sense of hearing.

The turnkey stopped at & low door, put a key in a clashing®
fock, swung the door slowly open, and said, as they all bent their
heads and passed in:—

“‘One hundred and five, North Tower!”

There was a small keavi'y-grated,* unglazed® window high in the
wall, with a stono screen® before it, so that the sky could he only:
deen by stooping low and looking up. There was & smalk
chimney, heavily barred across, a few feet within. There was a.
heap of old feathery® wood-ashes on the hearth. There was a
stool, and table, and a straw bed. There were the four blackened®
walls, and a rusted iron ring in one of them.

“Pass that torch slowly along these walls, that I may ses
them,” said Defarge, to the turnkey.

The man oboeyed, and Defarge followed the light closely with:
his eyes.

“‘Btop!—Look here, Jacques!”’

“A. M.!I" croaked Jacques Threo, as ho read greedily.
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““Alaendre Manette,”” said Defarge in his ear, following the
letters with his suwart* forefinger, deeply ergrained® with gunpow-
der. “And here he wrote ‘a poor physician®’ And it was he,
without doubt, who scratched* a calendar® on this stone. What is
that in your hand? A crowlar®? Give it me!”’

He hud still the linstock? of his gun in his own hand. He made
a sudden exchange of the two instruments, and turning on the
worm-cg’ s * sicol and table, Leat them to pieces in a fo# blows.

“‘Hole tho light higher!” he eaid, wrathfully,® to the turnkey.
“Look among those fragments with care, Jacques. And see!
Hero is my knife,” throwing it to him; “»ip® open that bed, and
search the straw. Hold the light higher, you!"

With a menacing look at the turakey he crawledt upon the
hearth,** and, peering up the chimney, struck and prised®® at it
sides with the crowbar, and worked at the iron grating across it.
In a few minutes, some mortar** and dust came dropping down,
which he averted his face to avoid:*® and in it, and in the'old wood-
ashes, and in a crevice®® in the chimney into which his weapon
had slipped or wrought itself, he groped with a cautious touch.

““Nothing in the wood, and noshing in the straw, Jaoques?”

“*Nothing.”

“Let us collect them together, in the middle of the cell. So!
Light them, you!”
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The turnkey fired the little pile, which blazed high and hot.
Stooping sgain to come out at the low-arched: door, they left it
burning, and retraced their way® to the courtyard; seeming to
recover their gense 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 himself.
Saint Antoine was clamorous to have its wineshop keeper fore-
most in tho guard upon the governor® who had defended the
Bastille and shot the people. Otherwise, the governor would not
be marched to the Hotel de Vills' for judgment. Otherwise, the
governor would escape, and the people’s blood (suddenly of some
value, after many years of worthlessness) be unavenged.

In the howling universe® of passion and contention that seemed
to encompass this grim old officer conspicuous in his grey coat
and red decoration, there was but one quite steady figure, and
that was a woman’s. “‘See, there is my husband!” she cried,
pointing him out. *‘See Defarge!”  She stood immovable close
to the grim old officer, and remaihed immovable close to him;
remained immovable close to him through the streets, as Defarge
and the rest Lore him along; remained immovable close to him
when he was got near his destination, and began to be struck at
from behind; remained immovable close to him when the long.
gathering rain of stabs® and blows fell heavy; was so close to him
when he dropped dead under it, that, suddenly animated, she
put her foot upon his neck, and with her cruel knife—long
ready—hewed off ° his head.

The hour was come, when Saint Antoine was to execute:
his horrible idea of hoisting up men for lamps to show what.
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he couwld be and do. Saint Antoine’s blood was up, and the
blood of fyranny® and domination by the iron hand was down—
down on the steps of the Hotel de Ville where the governor's body
lay—down on the sole® of the shoe of Madame Defarge where she
had fredden® on the body-to steady it for mutilation* ‘‘Lower the
lamp yonder!”" cried Saint Antoine, after glaring round for & new
means of death; ‘‘here is one of his soldiers to be left’ on guard!’*
The swinging sentinel® was posted, and the sea rushed on.

The sca of Tlack and threatening waters, and of destructive
upheaving® of wave against wave, whose depths were yet unfathom-
«d" and whase forces were yet unknown. - The remorseless® gea
of turbulently® swaying'® shapes, voices of vengeance,™ and faces
hardened in the furnaces of suffering until the tonch of pity could

make no mark on them,

But, in the ocean of faces where every fierce and furious
expression was in vivid'? life, there were two groups of faces—each
seven in number—so fixedly contrasting with the rest, that never
did sea roll which bore more memorable wrecks with it. Seven
taces of prisoners, suddenly released by the storm that had burst
their tomb, were carried high overhead; all scared, all lost, all
wondering and amazed, as if the Las? Day*® were come, and those
who rejoiced around them were lost spirits. Other seven faces
there were, carried higher, seven dead facos, whose drooping
eyel:da“ and half-seven eyes awaited the Last Day. Impa.mve
faces,™ yet with a ded t an abolished: on
tbem, faces, rather, in a fearful pause, as having yet to raise the
dropped lids of the eyes, and bear wituess with the bloodless lips,
““TEOV DIDST IT!”’

LA 2 W mﬁ 43E%. 6 AR
b S 0. 4458 ML $gfhe 12 4y
WZf). 14 R 1: ESOLER TEN

FR8- 8. M
B, ﬁtﬁ - H (R

,;



BOOK II. THE GOLDEN THREAD 603

WABRALE S, BEROMRR T, BRI
BEMET - BRSO, SRR
— BB AR ) BB R R, TR
o RIS | A S R, R T I, TEI R,
— BRI — (BRI I E S o

b TR MK T TP I8 AR, KAV 0L
154 Wl TR T D RV SRR Rk, AR AT
HoATE e, BB PR, BRUUM T B S TR TR TIER, RE B
L AT RS IR

B8R, WBAMTDL, T OB RT A L R
A RS — RN £ b — A TR,
FERREEHR L b, T AT AR DA T, LTI, BRORPNE
B RLCT SR HTRL T, ST, RPELEyT e, R
FURAT BRI, DO RS2 — [T, TR S b
A REREIE, I8 A ST R G5 - IS TEATT 8, AP
SN, S EARIRES, 5k F 2T, RB AT, HIE R — o
SR -—AH BRI T, P S TR, B2
<R 1 P A ML S R 0 e




604 A TALE OF TWO CITIES

Seven prisoners released, seven gory® heads on pikes,* the keys
of the accursed fortress of the eight strong towers, some discovered
letters and other memorials of prisoners of old time, long dead of
broken hearts,~-such, and such-like, the loudly echoing footsteps
of Saint Antoine escort through the Paris streets in mid~July, one
thousand scven hundred and eighty-nine. Now, Heaven defeas®
the fancy of Lucie Darnay, and keep these feet far out of her life!
For, they are headlong, mad, and dangerous;'end in the years so
long afior the Lreaking of tho cast’ at Defarge’s wine-shop door,
they aro not easily purificd when once stained red.

CHAPTER XXII
THE EEA STILL RISES

HaceArD Saint Antoinc Lad had cnly one exultans® week, in
‘which to soften his modicum® of hard and bitter bread to such
extent as he could, with the relish of fraternal embraces and
congratulation’, when Madame Defarge sat at her counter, as
usual, presiding over the cwstomers. Madame Defarge wore no
rose in her head, for the great bro:herhood of Spies had become,
even in one short weck, extremely chary” of trusting themselves to
‘the saint’s mercies. The lamps across his streets had a porten-
tously® elastic swing with them.

Madame Defarge, with her arms folded, sat in the
moruing light and heat, contemplating® the wine-shop and the
street. In both, there were scveral knots™ of loungers, squalidis
and micerable, but now with a manifest sense of power
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606 A TALE OF TWO CITiES

enthioned on their distress. The raggedest nightcap, awry om
the wretchedest head, had this crooked significance in it: T
know how nard it has grown for me, the wearer of this, to
bus do you Iinow how easy it has grown

support lifo in 1
for me, the wearer of this, to destory life in you?”’ Every lean
bare arm, that had been without work before, had this work
always ready for it now, that it coud strike. The fingers of the
knitting women were vicious, with the experience that they could
tear. There was a change in the appearance of Saint Antoine;
the imago Lad becn hamrmering into th's for hundreds of years,
and the last finishing Llows had told mizitily on the expression?

Madame Delarge sat observing it, with such suppressed
approval as was to be desir>d in the leader of the Saint Antoine
women. One of her sisterhood knitted teside her. The short,
rather plump® wifo of a starved grocer,® and the mother of twa
ohildren witha',* this licutenan®® had already earncd the compli-
mentary name® of The Vengeance.

“Hark!"’ said The Vengeance. ‘‘Listen, then! Who comes?’’

As if a train powder laid from the outermost bound of the
Saint Antoine Quarter to the wine-shop door, had been suddenly
fired, a fast-spreading murwur came rushing along.

“‘It is Defarge,”” said madame. *‘Silence, patriota!’®

Defarge came in breathless, pulled off a red cap he wore,
and looked around him. ‘‘Listen, everywherel” said
madame again. “Listen to him!” Defarge stood, panting,
against & background of eager eyes and open mouths,
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608 A TALE OF TWO CITIES

formed outside the door; all those within the wine-shop had
sprung to their feet.

“Bay then, my husband. What is it?"”

“‘News from the other world!”’

“How then?” cried madame, contemptuously. ‘“The other
world?”

“Docs everybody hero recall old Foulon,* who told the famished
peoplo that they raight eab grass, and who died, and went to
Hell?”

““Everybody!" from all throats.

“The news is of him. Ho is among us!”’

“Among us!’* from tho universal throat again. *‘And dead?"*

“Not dead! He foared us so much—and with reason—that he
caused himself to bo represented as doad, and had a grand mock-
funeral. But they have found him alive, hiding in the conntry,
and have brought him in. I have seen him but now, on his way
to the Hotel de Ville, a prisoner. I have said that he had reason
to foar us. Say alll Had he reason?”

Wretched old sinner of more than threescore years and ten, if
he had never known it yet, he would have known it in hia heart
of hearts if ho could have heard the answering cry.

A moment of profound silenco followed. Defarge and his wife
looked stoadfastly at onc another. Thae Vengeanco stooped, and
the jar of & drum was heard as she moved it at her feet behind
the counter.
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“Patriots!”” said Defarge, in & determined voiee, ‘‘are we
ready?""

Instantly Madame Defarge’s knife was in her girdle; the drums
was beating in the streets, as if it and a drummer had flown
together by magic; and The Vengeance, uttering terrific shrieks,,
end flinging her arms about her head like all the forty Furies at:
once, was tearing from house to house, rousing the women.

The men were tercible. in the bloody-minded anger with which.
they looked from windows, caught up what arms they. had, and
came pouring down into the streots; but the women were &
sight to chill the Loldest. From such houschold accupatioris as.
their bare poverty yielded, from their children, from their aged
and their sick crouching' on the bare ground famished and naked;.
thoy ran out with streaming hair, urging one another, and theme-
selves, to madness with the wildest cries and actions. Villain
Foulon taken, my sister! Old Foulon taken, my wother! Mis-
creant® Foulon taken, my daughter! Then, a score of others ran:
into the midst of these, beating their breasts, tearing their hair,
and screaming, Foulon alive! Foulon who told the starving
people they might eat grass! Foulon who told my old father
that he might eat grass, when I had no bread to give him!
Foulon who told my baby it might suck grass, when these breasts.
were dry with want! Oh, mother of God, this Foulon! Oh,
Heaven, our suffering! Hear me, my dead baby and my withered
father: I swear on my knecs, on these stones, to avenge you on.
Foulon! Husbands, and brothers, and young men, Give us the-
blood of Foulon. Give us the hoad of Foulon, Give us the hoart
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812 4 TALE OF TWO CITII'S

of Foulon, Give us the body and soul of Foulon, Rend* Foulon to
piccos, and dig him into the ground, that grass may grow from
Lim! With theso cries, numbers of the women, lasked into blind
»g and tearing at their own friends:

frenzy,? whitled about, striki
until they dropped into a passionate swoon,® and were only saved
by the men belonging to them from being trampled under foot.

Nevertheless, not & moment was lost; not a moment! This
Foulon was at the Hotel de Viile, and might be loosed. Never, if
Saint Antoine knew his own sufferings, insults, and wrongsl
Armed men and women flocked out of the Quarter so fast, and
drew even thesc last dregs* afier them with such a force of suction,®
that within a quarter of an hour there was not a human creature
In Baint Antoine’s bosom tut a few old crones® and the wailing®
children.

No. They were all by thet time choking the Hall of Exami-
nation whero this old man, ugly and wicked, was, and
overflowing into the adjicent open space and streots. The
Defarges, husband and wife, The Vengeznce, and Jacques Three,
were in the ficst press, and a¢ no groat distance from him in the
Hall.

“See!” cried madame, pointing with her knife. “Sco the old
villain bound with ropes. That was well done to tie a bunch of
grass upon his back. Ha, ha! That was we!l done. Let him
eat it now!”” Madame put her knife under her arm, and clapped
her hands as at a play.

Tho people immediately behind Madame Defarge, explaining
the cause of her satisfaction to those behind them, _and
those again cxplaining to others, and those to others, the-
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614 A TALE OF TWO CITIES

ighbouring streets ded with the olapping of hands.
Similarly, during two or three hours of drawl' and the winnowing
of many bushels of words,* Madame Defarge’s frequent expressions
of impatience were taken up, with marvellous quickness, at &
distance: the more readily, because certain men who had by some
wonderful exercise of agility® climbed up the external architecture®
to look in from the windows, knew Madame Defarge well, and
acted as a telegraph between her and the crowd outside the
building.

At length the sun rose so high that it struck a Lindly ray as of
hope or protection, dircetly down upon the old prisoner’s head.
The favour was too much to bear; in an instant the barrier 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.
Defarge had but sprung over a railing and a table and folded the
miserable wretch in a deadly cmbrace—Madame Defarge had but
followed and turned her hand in one of the ropes with which he
was fied—The Vengeance and Jacques Three were not yet up
with thom, and the men at the windows had not yet swooped®
into the Hall, like birds of prey” from their high perches®—when
the cry scemed to go up, all over the city, “Bring him out!
Bring him to the lamp!”

Down and up, and head foremost on the steps of the
building; 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
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entreating and Lesceching for merey; now full of vehement agony
of action, with a small clear space about him as the people drew
one another hack that they might sce; now, a log of dead wood
drawn through a forest of legs;* he was hauled to the nearest
street corner where ono of the fatal lamps swung, and there
Madame Defarge It him go—as a cat might have done to a
mouse—and silently and composedly looked at him while they
made ready, and while he bescuz?® her: the women passionately
screeching at him all the time, and the men sternly calling out to
have him kiled with grass in his morth. Once, he went aloft,
and the ropo breke, and they caught him shricking; twice, he
went aloft, and tho rope broke, and they caught him shrieking;
then, the rope was merciful, end heid Lim, and his head was soon
upon a pike, with grass enough in the mouth for all Saint
Antoine to dance at the sight of.

Nor was this the end of the day’s bad work, for Saint Antoine
0 shouted and darced his angry blood up, that it boiled again,
on hearing when the day closed in that the som-in-law of the
despatched,* another of tho people’s enemies and insulters, was
coming into Paris under a guard five hundred sfrong,® in cavalry
alone. Saint Antoine wrote his crimes on flaring sheets of paper,
seized him—would have torn him cut of the breast of an army to
bear Foulon company—set his head and heert on pikes, and
carzied the three spoils of the day, in Wolf-pracession through
the streets.

Not before dark night did the men and women come
back to the children, wailing® and breadless. Then, the
miserable bakers’ shops were beset by long files of them.
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patiently waiting to buy bad bread; and while they waited with
stomachs faint and empty, they beguiled the time* by embracing
one another on the triumphs of the day, and achieving them
again in gossip. Gradually, theso strings of ragged people
shortened and frayed away; and then poor lights began to shine
in high windows, and slender fires wore made in the streets, at
which neighbours cooked in common, afterwards supping at their
doors.

Scanty and insufficient suppers those, and innocent of meat,® as
of most other sauce to wretched bread. Yet, human fellowship
infused some nourishment into the flinty viands,® and struck some
sparks of cheerfulness out of them. Fathers and mothers who
had had their full share in the worst of the day, played gently
with their meagre children; and lovers, with such a world around
them and before them, loved and hoped.

1t was almost morning, when Defarge’s wine-shop parted with
its last knot of customers, and Monsieur Defarge said to madame
his wifo, in husky tones,* while fastening the door:—

“‘At last it is come, my dear!”

“Eh welll"” returned madame. *‘Almoat.”

Saint Antoine slept, the Defarges slept: even The Vengeanoce
slept with 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 Vengeauce, as custodiun® of the drum.
<ould havo wakened him up and had the same speech out of him
as before the Bastille fell, or 0'd Foulon was soized; not so with
the hoarse tones of the men and women in Saint Antoine’s
Sosom.
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CHAPTER XXIII

FIRE RISES

TaxrRE was a change on the village where the fountain fell, and
where the mender of roads went forth daily to hammer out of the
atones on the highway such morsels 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
therc wero 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 it would probably not be what he
“was ordered.

Far and wide Iy a mined country, yielding nothing but
desolation. Every groen leaf, every blade of grass and blade of
grain, was as shrivelled and poor as the miserable people.
Everything was bowed down, dejected, oppressed, and broken.
Habitations, fences, domesticated animals, men, women, children,
and the soil that bora them—all worn out.

Monseigneur (often a most worthy individual gentleman) was a
national blessing, gave a chivalrous tone fo things,® was a polite ex-
ample of luxurious and shining life, and a great deal more to equal
purpose; nevertheless, Monseigneur as a class had, somehow or other,’
brought things to this Strange that Creation, designed expressly
for Monseigneur, should bo 50 soon wrang dry and squeezed out!
There must be something short-sighted in the eternal arrange-
ments, surely! Thus it was, however; and the last drop of blood

LFNRAZAMR 2 EEFEWAREE. 3 FANR 4 I,



BOOK 1I. THE GOLDEN THREAD 621

HoEEE A
FEE—EAHEZ b AERKZ B S8, TSI I A SRR KIT
25%,1{7:1{{21:,’5‘!7.’.(% g AE, SE RS R it BT Beny F oK A
ML 1 6y

(LY B A T A T R

>
£ R ENEAER LML —ERT, WLFETHANL
A - BREELASL Wb G0 1P S , IRIE R I A frdr,
FEXRMIHTT A — MR S BRI AR R O HE, SRk
BT, RN 2OV AT DR, R
VRS, M BT MR DL, TR s 9T, e, TR

LB - TR,

THRFE@Ry 2~ RED SRS, %5 F5R
Ly, ARIERAE

BRI, HE TRt

WARR S

FALE, B T 951
Z R, I
AR BIEY, S 2

15 LA TOIRA  BRR— s,

KRAX LA, AT T TS B0,




622 A TALE OF TWO CITIES

baving been extracted from the flints, and the last sorew of the
rack® having been turned so often that its purchase crumliled,® and
it now turncd and turned with nothing to bite, Monseigneur
kegan to run away from a phenomenon® so low and unaccountadle.t

But this was not the change on the village, and on many a
village liko it. For scores of years gone by, Monseigneur had
squeezed it and wrung it, and had scldom gracid it with his
presenco cxcept for the pleasures of the chace—now, found in
hunting the people; row, found in hunting the teasts, for whose
preservation Monseignour made ed f/ing spazes® of barlarous® and
tarren” wildcrness. No. The change consisted in the appearance
of strange faces of low casle,® rather than in the disappearance.of
the high-caste, chiselcd,” and otherwis> beatified and beatifying
features of Monscigreur.

For, in these times, as the mender of roads worked, solitary,
in the dust, not often troutling himseif to reflect that dust he
was and to dust he must return, Leing for the most part too
much occupied in thinking how little he had for supper and how
much more he would eat if he had it—in these timcs, as ho raised
his oycs from his lonely labour, and viewed the prospect, he
would see somo rovgh fignre approaching on foot, the like of
which was once a rarity in those parts, but was now a frequent
presence. As it advanced, the mender of roads would discern
without surprise, that it was a shaggy-haired mau, of almost bar-
barian aspect, tall, in wooden shoes that were clumsy even to the
¢y of 2 mender of roads, grim, rough, swart,*® steeped in the mud
and dust of many highways, dank" with the marshy™ moisture'®
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of many low grounds, sprinkled with the thorns and leaves and
moss of many by-ways through woods.

Such & man came upon him, like a ghost, at noon in the July
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 hullow, at
the mill, and at the prison on the crag. When he had identified
these objects in what benighted mind he had, he said, in a
dialect that was just intelligible:—

“How goes it, Jacques?’?

“All well, Jacques.”

“Touch then!”

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 a
hungry face.

“It is the fashion,” growled’ the man. “I meet no dinner
anywhere.”’

Ho took cut a blackened pipe, filled it, lighted it with flint and
steel, pulled at it until it was in a bright glow; then, suddenly
held it from him and dropped something into it from between his
finger and thumb, that blazed and went out in a puff of smoke.

““Touch then.” It was the turn of the mender of roads to say
it ghis time, after observing these operations. They again joined
hands,
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“To-night?’’ said the mender of roads.

“To-night,”” said the man, putting the pipe in his mouth,

“Where?"’

““Here.”"

He and the mender of roads sat on the heap of stones looking
silently at one another, with the hail driving in between them
like a pigmy' charge of bayonets, until the sky began to clear
aver the village.

‘Show me!” said the traveller then, moving to the brow of the
wll?

“‘See!’ returned the mender of roads, with extended finger.
!You go down here, and straight through the street, and past
the fountain- o

““To the Devil with all that!” interrupted the other, rolling his
syes over the landscape.® “I go through no streets and past no
lountains. Well?"”

“Welll About two leagues beyond the summit of that hill
above the village.”’

“Good. When do you cease to work?"!

‘At sunset.’

“Will you wake me, before departing? 1 have walked two
nights without resting. Let me finish my pipe, and I shall sleep
like a child. Will you wake me?"*

**Surely.**

The wayfarer* smoked his pipe out, put it in his breass, slipped

' his great wooden shoes, and lay down on his back on the
ypoapeof stones. He was fast asleep directly.
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As the road-mender plied his dusty labour, and the Zailclouds,®
rolling away, revealed bright bars and streaks® of sky which were
responded to by silver gleams upon the landscape, the little man
{who wore a red cap now, in place of his blue one) seomed
Jascinaled® by the figure on the heap of stones. His eyes were so
often turned towards it, that he used his tools mechanically, and,
one would have said, to very poor account. The bronze face,
the shaggy black hair and beard, the coarse woollen red cap, the
rough medley dress* of homespun® stufi and hairy skins of beasts,
the powerful frame aitenuated by spare living,® and the sullen and
desperate compression of the lips in sleep, inspired the mender of
roads with awe. The traveller had travelled far, and his feet
were footsore,’ and his ankles chafed® and -bleeding; his great
shoes, stuffed with leaves and grass, had been heavy to drag over
the many long leagues, and his clothes were chafed into holes, as
he himself was into sores. Stooping down beside him, ths road-
mender tried to get a peep at secret weapons in his breast or
where not; but, in vain, for he slept with his arms crossed upon
him, and set as resolutely as his lips. Fortified towns with their
stockades,” guard-houses, gates, trenches,*® and drawbridges, seemed
to the mender of roads, to be so much air as against this figure.
And when he lifted his eyes from it to the horigon and looked
around, he saw in his small fancy similar figures, wgopped by no
obstacle, tending to centres all over France.

The man slept on, indifferent to showers of hail and
intervals of brightness, to sunshine on his face and shadow,
to the pattering® lumps of dull ice on his body and the
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dinmonds into which the sun changed them, until the sun was
low in the west, and the sky was glowing.* Then, the mender of
roads, having got his tools together and all things ready to go
down into the village, roused him.

“Good!" said the sleeper, rising on his elbow. “Two leagues
beyond the summit of the hill?"

‘‘About.”

“About. Good!”

The mender of roads went home, with the dust going on befere
him according to the set of the wind,® and was soon at the
fountain, squeezing himself in among the loan kine® brought there
to drink, and appearing cven to whisper to them in his whisper-
ing to all the village. When the village had taken its poor
supper, it did not creep to bed, as it usually did, but came out of
doors again, and remained there. A curious contagion* 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, became uneasy; went out on his
house-top alone, and looked in that direction too; glanced down
from behind his chimneys at the darkening faces by the fountain
below, and sent word t0° the sacristan” who kept the keys of the
church, that there might be need to ring the focein® by-and-by.

The night deepened. The trees envimm:ilr the old
chteau, keeping its solitary state apart, moved fn a rising
wind, as though they threatened the pile of building
massive and dark in the gloom. Up the two terrace flights
of steps the rain ran wildly, and beat at the great door, like
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a swift messenger rousing those within; uneasy rushes of wind
went through the hall, among the old spears and knives, and
passed lamenting 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 high grass and cracked the branches, striding® on
cautiously to come together in the court-yard. Four lights broke
out there, and moved away in different directions, and all was
black again.

But, not for long. Presently, the chiteau began to make itself
atrangely visible by some light of its own, as though it were
growing luminous* Then, a flickering streak® played behind the
architecture of the front, picking out transparent places, and
showing whera balusiradzs,® arches, and windows were. Then it
soared higher, and grew broader and brighter. Soon, from a
score of the great windows, flames burst forth, and the stone
faces awakened, stared out of fire.

A faint murmur arose abeut the house from the few people
who were left there, and there was a saddling” of a horse and
riding away. There was spurring and splashing® through the
darkness, and bridle was drawn in the space by the village
fountain, and the horse in a foam® stood at Monsicur Gabelle’s
door. “Help, Gabelle! Help, every one!” The tocsin rang
impatiently, but other help (if that were any) there was none.
The mender of roads, and two hundred and fifty particular
friends, stood with folded arms at the fountain, looking at the
pillar of fire in the sky. It must be forty feet high,”’ said they,
grimly; and never moved.
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The rider from the chfteau, and the horse in a foam, clattered
away through the village, and galloped® up the stony steep, to
the prison on the crag. At the gate, a group of officers wore
locking at the fire; removed from them, a group of soldiers.
‘‘Help, gentlemen-officers! The chiteau is on fire; valuable
objects may be saved from the flames by timely aid! Help,
help!” The officers looked towards the soldiers, who looked at
the fire; gave no orders; and answered, with shrugs® and biting of
lips, “It 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 particular friends, inspired as one man and
woman by the idea of lighting up, had darted into their houses,
and were putting candles in every dull little pane of glass.* The
general scarcity of everything, occasioned candles to be borrowed
in a rather peremptory® manner of Monsieur Gabelle; and in a
moment of rel and hesitation on that fi it y's part,
the mender of roads, once so submissive to authority, had
remarked that carriages were good to make bonfires® with, and
that post-horses would roast.

The chdteau was left to itself to flame and burn. In
the roaring and raging of the conflagration,® a red-hot wind,
driving straight from the infernal regions,® seemed to be
blowing the edifice® away. With tho rising and falling of
the blaze, the stone faces showed as if they were in torment.
When great masses of stone and timber fell, the face with the
two dinte® in the nose became obscured ** anon® struggled out of
tho smoke again, as if it were the face of the cruel Marquis,
burning at the stake and contending with the fire.
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The chiteau burned; the nearest trees, laid hold of by the fire,
scorched and shrivelled; trees at a distance, fired by the four
fiorce figures, begirt! the blazing edifice with a new forest of smioke.
Molten lead and iron boiled in the marble basin in the fountain;
the water ran dry; the extinguisher tops of the towers vanished
like ice before the heat, and trickled’ down into four rugged wells
of flame. Great rents and splits branched out in the solid walls,
like crystallization® stupefied 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 lighted, towards their next destination.
The illuminated village had seized hold of the tocsin, and,
abolishing the lawful ringer, rang for joy.

Not only that; but the village, light-headed” with famine, fire,
and bell-ringing, and bethinking itself that Monsieur Gabelle had
to do with the collection of rent and t; though it was but a
small instalment of taxes, and no rent at all, that Gabelle had
got in those latter days—became impatient for an interview with
him, and, ing his house, him to come forth
for personal fe Wi p Monsi Gabelle did
heavily bar his door, and retire to hold counsel with himself.
The result of that conference was, that Gabelle again withdrew
himself to his house-top bohind his stack of chimneys,® this time
rosolved, if his door were broken in (he was a small Southern man
of retaliative temperament),® to pitch himself head foremost over
the parapet;*® and crush a man or two below.

Probably, Monsicur Gabelle passed a long night up
re, with the distant chéteau for fire and candle, and the

LOE. 2 W S &4 4 RBWE S O 6 AR TN 84
5 9 WFHAZA 10 54



BOOK II. THE GOLDEN THREAD €37

BB TR T, AT I B A e (B8
FHRT K RIEATT AN A T 25 11 R, LR SR FIBAE 7
AR T s R T ERS (L, (RIGETHIE, TiNea% F
25 FE T BURAYRISEZ b AR R (ERTEE 2 L2000, LI Skl 5
RRR RABIGTE, Bk B K2 ;s BT B%, BTk, 1
W T AL R EERBATIEZ b IR A MBRENRY 1
FEHBTIE 08 B 690 T RANSRYIFEO R, B T %5, TBT
ERITREANA T LRUTBER T .

FBAMTTE S IBTHIEZ F th RBITBUEE, AOt, ArgegZ
B2, 0RO Sk AL BV EMA . — BERER D BOBC, =
WABATL, S RAUE IS — WEIRTRHR, TS B E C
FEhb B R A R, B RBIE AR 0L, R e, SRR
HRATINFREE, R B, B FRR, SRR
TR B, PR SR 2 05 B RF i 3T ORI PI SO (R B~ BT
LRAN), LR LB T R E—ER = Ae \7E TEe,

B2, ERHRALE, IR EM RN, RER LKt Ll
RIS,
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beating at his door, combined with the joy-ringing, for music;
not to mention* his having an ill-omened? lamp slung across the
road before his posting-house gate, which the village showed &
lively inclination to displace® in his favour. A trying suspense,
to be passing a whole summer n'ght on the brink of the black
ocean, ready to take that plunge into it upon which Monsieur
Gabelle had resolved! But, the friendly dawn appearing at last,
and the rush-candles® of the village guttering® out, the people
happily dispersed, and Monsieur Gabelle came down bringing his
life with him for that while,

Within & hundred miles, and in the light of other fires,* there
were other functionaries less fortunate, that night and other
nights, whom the rising sun found hanging across once-peaceful
streets, where they had been born and bred; also, there were
other villagers and fownspeople? less fortunate than the mender of
roads and his fellows, upon whom the functionaries and soldiery
turned with success, and whom they strung up in their turn.®
But, the fierce figures were steadily wending® East. West, North,
and South, be that as it would; and whosoever hung, fire burned.
The altitude of the gallows™® that would turn to water and quench
it, no functionary, by any stretch of mathematics,** was able %o
calculate successfully.

CHAPTER XXIV
DRAWN TO THE LOADSTONE ROCK

In such risings of fire and risings of sea—the firm earih
shaken by the rushes of an angry ocean whick had now no
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¢bb,! 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 home.

Many a night and many a day had its inmates® 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 ps of a people, 1 under a red flag
and with their country declared in danger, changed into wild
beasts, by territle enchantment long persisted in.*

Monseigneur, as a class, had dissociafed® 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 digmissal 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 ask the Enemy no
question, but i di; fled; so, M i after boldly
reading the Lord’s Prayer” backwards for a great number of years,
and performing many other potent spells® for compelling the Evil
One, no sooner heheld him in his terrors than he ook o his nobc
heels.®

The shining Bull's eye of the Court was gone, or it would
have been the mark for @ hurricane of national bullefs.® It
had never been a good eye to see with—had long had the
mote't in it of Lucifer’s pride,® Sardarapalus’s zury,” and a
mole’s™ blindness—but it had dropped out and was gone.
The Court, from that exclusive inner circle to its outermost
rotten ring of infrigue,’® corruption, and dissimulation,® was
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all gone together. Royalty was gone; had been besieged in its
Palace and “suspended,” when the last tidings* came over.

The Augusi® of the year one thousand seven hundred and
ninety-two was come, and Monscigneur was by this time scattered®
far and wide.

As was natural, the head-quarters* and great gathering-pl of
Monseigneur, in London, was Tellson’s Bank. Spirits are supposed
to haunt the places where their bodies most resorted, and Mon.
seigneur 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 quiokest.
Again: Tellson’s was a munificent® house, and extended great
liberality to old customers who had failen from their high estate.
Again: those nobles who had seen the coming storm in time, and

icip plunder or confiscation,® had made provident remit-
tances to Tellson’s,” were always to be heard of there by their ncedy
brethern. To which it must be added that every new-comer
from France reportc] himself and his tidings at Tellson’s, almost
as @ matfer of course.® For such variety of reasons, Tellson’s was
at that time, as to French intelligence,® a kind of High Exchange;*®
and this was so well known to the public, and the inquiries made
there were in consequence so numerous, that Tellson’s sometimes
worte the latest news out in a line or so and posted it in the Bank
windows, for all who ran through Temple Bar to read.

On o steaming, misty afternoon, Mr. Lorry sat at his
“desk, and Charles Darnay stood leaning on i, talking with
him in a low voice. The penifential den' once set apart for
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interviews with the House, was now the news-Exchange, and was
filled to overflowing. It was within kalf an hour or so of the
time of closing.

“But, although you are the youngest man that ever lived,”
#id Charles Darnay, rather hesitating, “I must still suggest to
you—-7"

“Iunderstand. That I am too old?”’ said Mr. Lorry.

“Unsettled weather,?  long journey, uncertain means of travell-
ing, a disorganized country,® a city that may not be even safe for
you.””

“My dear Charles,”’ said M.;. Lorry, with cheerful confidence,
“‘you touch some of the reasons for my going: not for my staying
away. It is safe enough for me; nobody will care to interfere
with an old fellow of hard upon fourscore® when there are so many
people there much better worth interfering with. As to its being
& disorganized city, if it were not a disorganized city there would
be no occasion to send somebody from 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 ot prepared to submit
myself o o fow indbnveniences for the sake of Tellson's, after all
these years, who ought to be?’*

“I wish T were going myself,” said Charles Darnay, somewhat
restlessly, and like one thinking aloud.

“Indeed! You are a pretty fellow to object and
Advise!”” exclaimed Mr. Lomy.  “You wish you were
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646 A TALE OF TWO CITIES

going yourself? And you a Frenchman born? You are a wise
counsellor.”

“My dear Mr. Lorry, it is because I am a Frenchman borm,
that the thought (which I did not mean to utter here, however)
has passed through my mind often. One cannot help thinking,
having had some sympathy for the miserable people, and having
abandoned something to them,” he spoke here in his former
thoughtful manner, “‘that one might be listened to, and might
have the power to persuade to some restraint. Only last night,
after you had left us, when I was talking to Lucie —"

““When you were talking to Lucie,”” Mr. Lorry repeated. *“Yes.
I wonder you are not ashamed to mention the name of Lucie/
Wishing you were going to France at this time of day!™

“However, I am not going,'* said Charles Darnay, with a
smile.  ““It is more (o the purpose® that you say you are.’”

“And I am, in plain reality. The truth is, my dear Charles,”
Mr. Lorry glanced at the distant House, and lowered his voice,
“you can have no conception® of the difficulty with which our
business is transacted, and of tho peril in which our books and
papers over yonder are inwolved.® The Lard above knows what
the compromising consequences would be to numbers of people, if
some of our d * were seized or destroyed; and they might
be, at any time, you know, for who can say that Paris is not set
afire to-day, or sacked® to-morrow! Now, a judicious selection
from these with the least possible delay, and the burying of them,
or otherwise getting of them ous of harm’s way,* is within the
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648 A TALE OF TWO CITIES

power (without loss of precious time) of scarcely any one Lut my-
gelf, if any one. And shall I kang back,' when Tellson’s knows
this and says this—Tellson’s, whose bread I have eaten these
sixty years—because I am a little stiff about the joints? Why, 1
am a boy,? sir, to half-a-dozen old codgers here®!”

““How I admire the gallantry of youthful spirit, Mr. Lorry.”

“Tug!! Monsense, sir!—And, my dear Charles,” said Mr.
Lorry, glancing at the House again, “‘you are to remember, that
getting ting things out of Paris at this present time, no matter
what things, is next to an impossibility. Papers and precious
matters were this very day brought to us here (I speak in strict
confidence, it is not business-like to whisper it, even to you), by
the strangest bearers you can imagine, every one ‘of whom had
his head hanging on by a single hair as he passed the Barriers.
At another time, our parcels would come and go, as casily as in
business-like Old England; but now, everything is stopped.”

*“And do you really go to-night?"*

“Ireally go to-night, for the case has become too Ppressing to
admit of delay.”

““And do you take no one with you?”

““All sorts of people have been proposed to me, but I will have
nothing to say to any of them. I intend to take Jerry. Jerry
has been my body-guard on Sunday nights for a long time past,
and I am used to him. Nobody will suspect Jerry of being any-
thing but an English bull-dog,® or of having any design in bis
head but to fly at anybody who touches his master."*
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““] must say again that I heartily admire your callantry and
youlhfulness.t "

“I must say again, nonsense, nonsense! \When 1 have executed
this little commission, I shall, perhaps, accept Tellson’s proposal
to retire and live at my ease. Time cnough, then, to think about
growing old.”

This dialoguc had taken place at Mr. Lorry’s usual desk, with
Monseigneur swarming® within a yard or two of it, boastful of
‘what ho would do to avenge himself on the rascal-people before
long® 1t was too much the way of Monseigneur under his
reverses® as a refugee, and it was much too mush the way of native
British orthodoay,® to talk of this terrible Revolution® as if it were
the one only harvest ever known under the skies that had not
been sown—as if nothing had ever been done, or omitted to be
done, that had led to it—as if observers of the wretched millions
in France, and of the misused’ and perverted® resources that shonld
have made them prosperous, had not seen it inevitably coming,
years before, and had not in plain words recorded what they saw.
Such vapouring, bined with the extravagant plots of Mone
seigneur for the restoration of a state of things that had utterly
exhausted itself, and worn out Heaven and earth as well as itself,
was hard te be endured without some remonstrance by any sane
man who kuew the truth. And it was such vapouring all about
his ears, like a troublesome confusion of blood in his own head,
added to a latent® uneasiness in his mind, which had already
made Charles Darnay restless, and which still kept him so.

Among the talkers, was-Stryver, of the King’s Bench Bar,.
far on his way to state promotion, and, therefore, loud on the
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theme ;* broaching to Monseigneur, his devices for blowing the
people up and exterminating them from the face of the earth and
doing without them: and for accomplishing many similar objects
akin® in their nature to the abolition of cagles by sp¥inkling salt
on the tails of the race. Him, Darnay heard with a particular
feeling of objection; and Darnay stood divided betweon going
away that he might hear no more, and remaining to interpose his
word, when the thing that was to be, went on fo shape ilself out.t
" The House approached Mr. Lorry, and laying a soiled and
unopened! letter 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 close to Darnay that he saw the direction—the
more quickly because it was his own right name. The address,
turned into English, ran:~—

“Very pressing® To Monsieur heretofore the Marquis St.
Evrémonde, of France. Confided fo the cares of® Messrs. Tellson
and Co., Bankers, London, England.”

On the marriage morning, ‘Dr. Manette had made it his one
urgent and express request to Charles Darnay, that the secret of
this name should be—unless he, the Doctor, dissolved the obliga-
tion—kept inviolate® between them. Neobody else knew it to be
his name; his own wife had no suspicion of the fact; Mer. Lorry
could have none.

*No,” 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 talkers
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past Mr. Lcery’s desk. He held the letter out inquiringly; and
Monseigneur looked at it, in the person of this plotting and in-
dignant refugee; and Monseigneur looked at it, in the person of
that plotting and indignant refuges; and This, That, and The
Other, all had something disparaging® to say; in French or in
English, concerning the Marquis who was not to be found,

‘‘Nephew, I believe—but in any case degenerate successor—of
the polished Marquis who was murdered,” said one. ‘‘Happy to
say, I never knew him.”

“A oraven’ who abandoned his post,” said another—this
Monseigneur had been got out of Paris, legs uppermost ard half
suffocated,® in a load of hay—*“‘some years ago.”

“Infected with the mew docirines,” said a third, eyeing the
direction through his glass in passing; *set himeelf in opposition
to the last Marquis, abandoned the estates when he inherited
them, and left them to the ruffian herd. *They will recompense
him now, T hope, as he deserves.”

“Hey?" cried the blatans® 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 himself any longer, touched Me.
Btryver on the shoulder, and said:—

““I know the fellow.”’

“Do you, by Jupiter'?” said Stryver. “I am sorry for it.””

“Why?"

“Why, Mr. Darnay? D’ye hear what he did? Don't ask,
why, inﬁthese times.”
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“But I do ask why?"

“Tken I tell you again, Mr. Darnay, I am sorry for it. I am
sorry to hear you putting any such extraordinary questions.
Here is a fellow, who, infected by the most pestilent® and blasphe-
mous® code of devilry’ that ever was known, abandoned his
property 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'll answer you. I am
sorry because I believe there is confamination® in such a scoundrel.®
That’s why."’

Mindful of the secret, Darnay with great difficulty checked
himself, and said: ‘“You may not understand the gentleman.”

*T understand how to put you in a corner, Rr. Darnay,” said
Bully Stryver, “and I'll do it. If this fellow is a gentleman, I
don’t understand him. You may tell him so, with my compli-
ments. You may also tell him, from me, that after abandoning
his worldly goods and position to this butcherly’ mob, 1 wonder
he is not at the head of them. But, no, gentleman,” said
Stryver, looking all round, and snapping his fingers, ““I know
something of human nature, and I tell you that you’ll never find
a fellow like this fellow, trusting himself to the mercies of ‘such
precious protégés.” No, gentlemen; he’ll always show’em a clean
pair of heels® very early in the scuffle,’* and sneak away.*”

With those words, and a final snap of his fingers, Mr. Stryver
shouldered kimself into Fleet Street, amidst the general approba-
tion'* of his hearers. Mr. Lorry and Charles Darnay were loft
alone at the desk, in the general departure from the Bank.
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“Will you take charge of the letter?”’ said Mr. Lorry. “You
know where to deliver it?"*

“I do.”

“Will 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 been here some time?"’

“I will do so. Do you start for Paris from here?™

“‘From here, at eight.”

‘I will 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
Temple, opened the letter, and read it. These were its
contents:—

“‘Prison of the 4dbaye,® Paria.
“‘June 21, 1792.

¢“MONSIZUR HERRTOFORE THE MARQUIS.

“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 ths
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 summoned
before the fribunal,’ and shall lose my life (without your so
generous help), is, they tell me, ircason® against the majesty®
of the people, in that I have acted against them for an
emigrant.’® It is in vain I represent that I have acted fer
them, and not against, according to your commands. It is
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in vain I represent that, before the sequestration® of emigrant
property, 1 had remitted the imposts® they had ceased to pay; that
1 had collected no rent; that I had recourse to no process. The
“only response® is, that I have acted for an emigrant, and where is
that emigrant?

“‘Ah! most gracious Monsieur heretofore the Marquis, where is
that emigrant? 1 cry in my slecp, where is he? I demand of
Heaven, will be not come to deliver 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 genemmy, of the
honour of your noble name, I i you, fc
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 hnur bend

nearer and nearer to d ion, I send you, M
the Marquis, the assurance of my dolorous” and unhappy service.
“Your afflicted,®

““CaBELLE.M

The latent® uneasiness in Darnay’s mind was roused to vigorous
life by this letter. The peril of an old servant and a good one,
whose only crime was fidelity’® to himself and his family, stared
him 50 reproachfully in the face, that, as he walked to and fro in
the Temple considering what to do, he almost hid his face from
the passers-by.
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He knew very well, that in his horror of the deed which had
culminated® the bad deeds and bad reputation of the old family
house, in his resentful suspicions of his uncle, and in the aversion®
with which his conscience® regarded the crumbling® fabric® that he
was supposed to nphold, 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 been
hurried and incomplete. He knew that he ought to have
systematically’ worked it out and supervised® it, and that he had
meant to do it, and that it had never been done.

The happiness of his own chosen English home, the necessity
of being always actively employed, the swift changes and troubles
of the time which had followed on one another so fast, that the
events of this week annihilated® the immature plans®® of last week,
and the events of the weck following made all new again; he
knew very well, that to the force of these circumstances he had
yielded:—not without disquiet,** but still without continuous and
accumulating resistance. That he had watched the times for a
time of action, and that they had shifted and struggled until the
time had gone by, and tho nobility were trooping from France by
every highway and by-way, and their property was in course of
confiscation,* and destruction, and their very names were blotting
out,”* was as well known to himself as it could be to any new
authority in France that might smpeach'* him for it.

But, he had oppressed no man, he had imprisoned no
man; he was so far from having harshly eracted payment of
Aits dues, that he had relinquished them of his own will,
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thrown himself on a world with no favour in it, won his owh
private place there, and earned his own bread. Monsieur Gabelle
had held the impoverished and involved estate on written
instructions, to spare the people, to give them what little there
was to give—such fuel as the heavy creditors would let them
have in the winter, and such produce as could be saved from the
same grip' in the summer—and no doubt he had put the fact in
plea® and proof,® for his own safety, so that it could not but
appear now. _

This favoured the desperate resolution Charles Darnay had
begun to make, that he would go to Paris.

Yes. Like the mariner* in the old story, the winds and streams
had driven him within the influence of the Loadstone 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 and
more steadily, to the terrible aftraction.® His latent uneasiness
had been, that bad aims were being worked out in' his own
unhappy land by bad instruments, and that ho who could not
fail to know that he was better than they, was not there, trying:
to do something to stay bloodshed,® and assert the claims of
mercy and h if With this i half stifled,” and
half reproaching him, he had been brought to the pointed
comparison 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 Sfryver, which
above all wero coarse and galling,® for old reasons. Upon
those, had followed Gabelle’s letter: the appeal of an
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innocent prisoner, in danger, of death, to his justice, honour, and
good name.

His resolution’ was made. He must ge te Paris.

Yes. The Loadstones JRock was drawing him, and he must sa'l
on, until he struck. He knew of no rock,* ke saw hardly any
dange=. The intention with which he had done what he had
done, even although he had left it incomplete, presented it hefore
him in an aspect that would be gratefully acknowledged in
France on his presenting himself to assert it. Then, that glorious
vision of doing good, which is so often the sanguine mirage® of so
many good minds arose before him, and he even saw himself in
the illusiont with some influence to guide tais raging Revolution
that was running so fearfully wild.

As he walked to and fro with his resolution made, he considered
that neither Lucie nor her father must know of it until he was
gone. Lucie should be spared the pain of separation; and her
father, always reluctant® to turn his thoughts towards the danger-
ous ground of old, should come to the knowledge of the step, as a
step taken, and not in the balance of suspense® and doubt, How
much of the incompleteness of his situation was referable’ to her
father, through the painful anxiety to avoid reviving old associa-
tions of France in his mind, he did not discuss with himself.
But, that circumstance too, had had its influence in his course.

He walked to and fro, with thoughts very busy, until it
was time to return to Tellson’s and take leave of Mr.
Lomy. As goon es he amived in Paris he would present
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himself to this old friend, but he must 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 delivered that letter,”” said Charles Darnay to Mr
Lorry. “I would not consent to your being charged with any
written answer, but perhaps you will take a verbal® one?”

“That I will, and readily,” said Mr. Lorry, “if it is not
dangerous.”

“Not at all. Though it is to a prisoner in the Abbaye.”

““What is his name?”’ said Mr. Lorry, with his open pocket-
book in his hand.

“Gabelle."

“Gabelle. And what is the message to the unfortunate Gabelle
in prison?’*

“Simply, ‘that he has received the letter, and will come.’’

“Any time mentioned?"

““He will start upon his journey to-morrow night.”

“Any person mentioned?*’

“No.”

He helped Mr. Jorry to wrap himself in a number of
coats and cloaks, and went out with him from the warm
dtmosphere* of the old Bank, into the misty air of Fleet
Stroet. My love to Lucie, and to little Lucio,” said Mr.
Lorry at parting, “‘and take precious care of them till I
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come back.,” Charles Darney shook his head and doubtfully
smiled, as the carringe rol'cd away®

* That night—it was the fourtcenth of August—he st up late,*
and wrote two fervent lotters; ono was to Lucio, explaining the
strong obligation® he was under to go to Paris, and showing her,
at length, the reasons that he had, for feeling confident that he
could beecome involved in no personal danger there; the other was
to the Doctor, confiding* Lucio and their dear child to his care,
and dwelling 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.

It was a hard day, that day of being among them, with the
first reservation® of their joint lives on his mind. It was a hard
matter to preserve the innocent deceit of which they were

foundly ici But, an i glance at his wife,
80 happy and busy, made him resolute not to tell her what
#mpended” (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 namesake,® pretending that he would return
by-and-by {an imaginary engagement took him out, and he had
secreted a valise® of clothes ready), and so he emerged into the
heavy mist of the heavy streets, with a heavier hears.

The unseen forco was drawing him fast to itself, now,
and all the tides and winds were setting straight and strong
towards it. He left his two letters with a trusty porter, to
be delivered half an hour be‘ore midnight, and no sooner;
took horse for'® Dover; and began his journey. “For the
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love of Heaven, of justice, of generosity, of the honour *f
your noble name!” was the poor ptisomer’s cry with which he
strengthened his sinking heart,® as he left all that was dear on
earth Lelind him, and floated® away for the Loadstone Rock.
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BOOK THE THIRD. THE TRACK OF A STORM
CHAPTER 3

IN SECRET

E traveller fared! slowly on his way, who fared towards Paris
from England in the autumn of the year one thousand seven
hundred and ninety-two. More than enough of bad roads, bad
equipages, and bad horses. he would have encountered to delay
him, though the fallen and unfortunate King of France had been
upon his throne? in all his glory; but the changed times were
fraught with® other obstacles than these. Every twon.gate and
village 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 their 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,® Equality,”
Fraternity,” or Death.

A very fow French leagues of his journey were accomplished,
when Charles Darnay began to perceive’* that for him
along these country roads there was no hope of return
until he should have been declared a good citizen of Paris.
Whatever might befall”® now, he must on to his journey’s
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end. Not a mean village closed upon him, not a commen barrier
dropped across the road behind him, but he knew it to be another
iron door in the scries that was barred between him and England.
The universal® watc!fu'ness® so encompassed him, that if ke had
been taken in a net,* or were being forwarded to his destination
in a cage, he could not have felt his frecdom more completely
gone.

This universal watchfulness not only stopped him on the
highway twenty times in a stage, but retarded* his progresg
twenty times in a day, by riding after him and taking him back,
riding before him and stopping him Ly anticipation, riding with
him and keeping him in charge. He had been days upon his
journey in France alone, when he went to bed tired out, in a
little town on the high-road, still a long way from Paris.

Nothing but the droduction of the afflicted Gabelle’s letter
from his prison of the Abbaye would have got him on so far.
His difficulty at the guard-house® in this small place had been
such, that he felt his journey to have come to a crisis®* And he
was, therefore, as little surprised as a maa could be, to find
himself awakened at the small inn to which he had been remitted
until morning, in the middle of the night. :

Awakened by a timid local functionary and three armed
patriots in rough red caps and with pipes in their mouths, wha
sat down on the bed.

“Emigrant,” said the functionary, ‘I am going to send you on
to Paris, under an escort.””

*‘Citizen, I desire ncthing more than to get to Paris, though }
could dispense with® the escort.’
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‘‘Silence!"” growled a red-cap, striking at the coverlet® with the
butl-end® of his musket. “‘Peace, arislocrat’!”

“It is as the good patriot say,” observed the timid functionary.
“You are an aristocrat, and must have an escort—and must pay
for it.”

‘1 have no choice,”

said Charles Darnay.

“Choice! Listen to him!”’ cried the same scowling* red-cap.
“‘Ag if it was not a favour to be protected from the lamp-iron!”’

*1t is always as the good patriot says,’”” observad the function-
ary. ‘‘Rise,and dress yourself, emigrant.”

Darnay complied, and was taken back to the guard-house,
where other patriots in rough red caps were smoking, drinking,
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 line was attached to his bridle, the end of
which one of the patriots kept girded round his wrist. In this
state they set forth with the sharp rain driving in their faces:
claltering® at a heavy dragoon® trot over the uneven town pave-
ment, 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 travelled in tho night, halting® an hour or two
after daybreak, and lying by until the twilight fell. The
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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 such considerations of present danger as arose
from one of the patriots being chronically® drunk, and carrying
his musket very recklessly, Charles Darnay did not allow the
restraint that was laid upon him to awaken any serious fears in
his breast; for, he reasoned with himself that it could have on
roforence to the merits of an individual case that was not yet
stated, and of representations, confirmable by the prisoner in the
Abbaye, that were not yet made.

But when they came to the town of Beauvais—which they did
at eventide,’ when the streets were filled with people—he could
not conceal from himself that the aspect of affairs was very
alarming. An ominous* crowd gathered to see him dismount® at
the posting-yard, and many voices called out loudly, “Down
with the emigrant!’’

He stopped in the act of swinging himself cut of his saddle,
and, resuming it as his safest place, said:—

“‘Emigrant, my friends! Do you not see me here, in France,
of my own will?”’

““You are a cursed emigrant,” cried a farrier,' making at him
in & 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; lot him be! He will be judged at Paris.”
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“Judged!”’ repeated the farrier, swinging his hammer. “Ay!
and conderined 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 saddle
looking on, with the line round his wrist), Darnay said, as soon
as he could make his voice heard:i—

“Friends, you deceive' yourselves, or you are deceived. I am
Tot a trailsr.?’

‘‘He lies!” cried the smith. “‘He is a traitor since the decree®
His life is forfeit to the people. His cursed life is not his own!”

At the instant when Darnay saw a rush in the eyes of the
erowd, 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 flanks,* 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, & decree for selling the property of emigrants.”

“When passed?”’

““On the fourteenth.*’

“The day 1 left England!”

“Everybody says it is but ons of several, and that
there will be others—if there are not already—banishing all
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emigrants, and condemning all to death who return. That e
what he meant when he said your life was not your own."

““But there are no such decrees yet?"*

§What do I krow!’ said the postmaster, shrugging his
shoulders; ‘‘there may be, or there will be. It is all the same,
‘What would you have?”*

They rested on some straw in o loft' until the middle of the
night, and then rode forward again when all the town was asleep.
Among the many wild changes observable on familiar things
which made this wild ride unreal, not the least was the seeming
rarity of sleep. After long and lonely spurring® over dreary
roads, they would come to a cluster of poor coitages,® not steeped
in darkness, but all 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 all drawn up
together singing a Liberty song, Happily, however, there was
sleep in Beauvais that night to help them out of it and they
passed on once more into solitude and loneliness:* jingling® through
the untimely® cold and wet, among impoverished fields that had
yielded no fruits of the earth that year, diversified by’ the
blackened remains of burnt houses, and by the sudden emergence
from ambuscade,® and sharp reining up across their way,® of patriot
pairola™ on the watch ob all the roads.

Daylight at last found them befors the wall of Paris. The
barrier was closed and strongly guarded when they rode up to it.
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“Where are the papers of this prisoner?’’ demanded a resolute-
looking' man in authority, who was summoned out by the guard.

Naturally struck by the disagrecable word, Charles Darnay
requested the speaker /o take nofic:* that he was a free traveller®
and French citizen,* in charge of an escort which the disturbed
state of the country had imp-sed upon® him, and which he had
paid for.

““Where,” repeated the same personage, without taking any
heed® of him whatever, ‘‘are the papers of this prisoner?”’

The drunken patriot had them in his cap, and produced them.
Casting his eyes over Gabelle’s letter, the same personage in
authority showed some disorder and surprise, and looked at
Darnay with a close attention.

He loft escort and escorted without saying a word, however,
and went into the gnard-room; meanwhile, they sat upon their
horses outside the gate Looking about him while in this state of
suspense, Charles Darnay observed that the gate was held by a
mixed guard of soldiers and patricts, the latter far outnumbering®
the former; and that while ingress into the city for peasants’
carts bringing in supplies, and for similar traffic and traffickers,®
was easy enough, egress,® even for the homeliest* ‘people, was
very difficult. A numerous medley*? of men and women, not to
mention beasts and wvehicles™ of varlous sorts, was waiting
to issue forth; but the previous identification was so striot,
that thoy filtered throuph'* the barrier very slowly. Some of
these people knew their turn for' examination to be so far
off, thet they lay down on the ground to sleep or smoke,
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while others talked together, or loitered* about. The red cap and
tricolour® cockade® were universal, hoth among men and women.

When he had sat in his saddle,* some half-hour, taking pote of
these things, Darnay found himself confronted® by the same man
n authority, who directed the guard to open the barrier. Then
he delivered to the escorr,* drunk and sober, a receipt for the
oscorted, and requested him to dismount.” He did su, and the
two patriots, leading his tired horse, turned and rode away
without entering the city.

He accompanied his conductor into a guard-roow, smelling of
common wine and (obarco,® where certain soldiers and patriots,
asleep and awake, drunk and sober, and in various newral®®
states between sleeping and waking, drunkenness and sobriety,
wero standing and lying about. The light in the guard-house,
half derived from the w7aing'® o'l-lamps of the night, and half
§om: the ovcrcast™® day, was in a correspondingly uncertain
ocondition. Some registers were lying open on a desk, and an
officer of o coarse,!* dark aspect, presided’® over these.

*Citizen Defarge,” said he to Darnay’s conductor, as he took
a alip of paper to write on. *'Is (his the emigrant Evrémonde?"

““This is the man.”’

“Your age, Evrémondo?**

““Thirty-seven.”

““Married, Evrémonde?"’

“Yes."

“Where married?’’
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“ln £ngland.”

“Without doubt. Where is your wifs, Evrémonde?®

“In England.”

““Without doubt. You s consiyned' Dvrémonds, to the
prison of La Force*"

“Just Heaven!"' exclaimed Darnay. ‘‘Under what law, and.
for what offence?’’

The officer looked up from his slip of p~per for a moment.

““We have new laws,® Evrémonde, and new offences, since you
were here.” He said it with a ard smi’e,* and went on writing.

“I entreat you to observe that I have come here voluntarily, in
response to that written appeal of a fellow-courtry-man which-
Lies before you, I demand no more than the opportunity to do
80 without delay. Is not that my right?"’

“Emigrants have no r'ghts, Evrémonde,” was the stolid® reply.
The officer wrote until he had finished, read over to himself what
he had written, sanded it,® and handed it to Defarge, with the-
words “‘In secret.””

Defarge motioned with the paper to the prisoner that he must
accompang him. The prisoner obeyed, and a guard of two
armed patriots attended them.

“Is it you,” said Defarge, in a low voice, as they went down
the guard-house steps and turned into Paris, ‘‘who married the
daughter of Doctor Manette, once a prisonor in the Bastille that
s no more?"’

“Yes,” replied Darnay, looking at him with surprise.
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“My name is Defarge, and 1 keep a wine-shes in the Quarter
Baint Antoine. Possibly you have heard of me.”

“My wife came to your house to reclaim her father? Yeal'

The word “wife’ scemed to serve as a gloomy reminder to
Defarge, to say with sudden impatience,* “In the name of that
eharp fomale newly-bora, and ealled La Guillotine,” why did you
come to France?”

“You heard me say why, a minute ago. Do you not believe it
is the truth?”’

“A bad truth for you,” said Defarge, speaking with knitted
brows,® and looking straight before him.

“Indeed I am lost herc. Al here is so wunprecedented,* so
changed, so sudden and unfair, that I am absolutely lost. Will
you render me a little help?””

“None.” Defarge spoke, always looking straight hefore him.

“Will you answer me & single question?”’

“‘Perhaps. According to its nature. You can say what it is.”

“In this prison that 1 am going to so unjustly, shall T have
some free communication with the world outside!”’

““You will seo.”

“l am not to be Luried there, prejudyed,® and without any
means of presenting my case?”’

“You will sec. But, what ther? Other people have been
similarly buried in worse prisons, before now.”

“But never by me, Citizen Defarge.’
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Defarge glanced darkly at him for answer, and walked on in
steady and set silence. The deeper he sank into this silence, the
fainter hope there was—or so Darnay thought—of his softening
in any alight degree. He, therefore, made haste to say:—

“It is of the utmost importance to me (you know, Citizen,
even better than I, of how much importance), that I should be
ablo to communicate to Mr. Lorry of Tellson’s Bank, an English
gentleman who is now in Paris, the simple fact, without
comment,® that I have been thrown into the prison of La Force.
Will you cause that to be done for me?”

“I will do,” Defarge dogged'y® rejoined, *“nothing for you. My
duty is to my country and the People. 1am the sworn servant
of both, against you. I will do nothing for you.”

Charles Darnay felt it hopeless to entreat him further, and his
pride was touched besides, As they walked on in silence, he
oould not but seo how used the people were to the spectacle of
prisoners passing along the streets. The very children scarcely
noticed him. A fow passers turned their heads, and a fow shook
their fingers at him as an aristocrat; otherwise, that a man in
good clothes should be going to prison, was no more remarkable
than that a labourer in working clothes should be going to work.
In one narrow, dark, and dirty street through which they
passed, an excited orator,® mounted on a stool, was addressing.
an excited audience' on the crimes against the people, of
the king and the royal family. The few words that he
eaught from this man’s lips, first made it known to Charles
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Darnay that the king was in prison, and that the foreign ambus-
sador? had one and all left Pari. On the road (except at
Beauvais) ho had heard absolutely nothing. Tho escort and the
universal watchfulness had complotely ésclated” hir.

That he had fallen among far greater dangers than those which
had developed themselves when he lefs England, he of course

knew now. That perils had thickened about him fast, and
might thicken faster and foster yet, he of course knew now. He
could not but admit to himsclf that ho migit not have made this
journey, if he could have forescen the events of a few days. And
et his misgivings were not so dark as, imagined by the light of
this later time, they would appear. Troubled as the future was,
it was the unknown future, and in its obscurily* thera was ignorans
hope. The horrible massacre,” days and nights long, which,
within a few rouads of the clock, was to set a great mark of
blood upon the blessed yarnoring® time of harvest,” was as far out
of his knowledgo as if it had been a hundred thousand years
away. The “‘sharp female newly-born, and called La Guillotine,”
was hardly known to him, or to the generality® of people, by name.
Tho frightful deeds that were to be soon done, wero probably
unimagined at that time in the brains of the doers. How could
they have a place in the shadowy conceptions of a gentle mind?

Of unjust treatment in defention® and hardship, and in cruel
separation from his wife and child, he foreshadowed® the likeli-
kocd,™ or the certainty; but, beyond this, he dreaded nothing
diséirctly.  With this on his mind, which was enough to carry
into a dreary prisow: conrt-vard, he arrived at the prison of La
Force.
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A man with a bloated” face opened the strong wicket,’ to whom
Defarge p i *“The E de.”
“What the Devil!  How many more of them!” exclaimed the

man with the bloated face.
Defarge took his recoipt without noticing the exclamation,® and
ithdrew, with his two fellow-patriots.

“What the Devil, I say again!’* exclaimed the jailer, left with

his wife. ‘“How many more!”’

The jailer’s wife, being provided with no answer to the question,
merely replied, “One must have patience, my dear!” Threo
turnkeys who entered responsive to a bell she rarg; ecoed the
sontiment, and one added, “For the love of Liberty;"” which
sounded in that place like an inappropriate conclusion.

The prison of La Force was a gloomy prison, dark and
and with a horrible smell of foul sleep® in it. Extraordinary how
eoon the noisome® flavour of imprisoned sleep becomes manifest in
all such places that are ill cared for!

“In sccret, too,” grumbled the jailer, looking at the written
paper. “‘As if I was not already full to burs'ing’/”

He stuck the paper on a file,® in an ill-humour, and Charles
Darnay awaited his further pleasure for half an hour: sometimes,
pacing to and fro in the strong arched room: sometimes, resting
©n a stone seat: in either oase detained to be imprinted on the
memory of the chief and his subordinates.

““Come!”” said the chief, at length taking up his keys, “come
with me, emigrant.’”
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Through the dismal* pracn twilight, his new charge accom-
panied him by corridor® and staircase, many doors clanging and
Jocking behind them, until they camc into a large, low, vaulted
-Shamber, crowded with prisoners of both sexes. The women
were seated at a long table, reading and writing, knitting, sewing,
and cmbroidering;” the men weve for the most part standing
behind their chairs, or lingering up and down the room.

In the instincti iation of pri with sh ful
and disgrace, the new-comer recoiled* from this company. But
the crowming unreality® of his long unreal wide, was, their all at
once rising to receive him, with every refinement of manner
known to the time, and with all the engaging graces and courtes.
ies of life.

So strangely clouded were these refinements by the prison
manners and g'oom, so specra’® did they become in the in-
-appropriate squalor’ and misery through which they were seen,
that Charles Darnay seemed to stand in a company of the dead.
‘Ghosts all! The ghost of beauty, the ghost of stateliness,® the
ghost of elegance,® the ghost of pride, the ghost of frivolity,* the
ghost of wit,"* the ghost of youth, the ghost of age, all waiting
their dismissal from the desolate shore, all turning on him eyes
that were changed by the death they had died in coming therc.

It struck him motionless. The jailer standing at his side,
and the other jailers moving about, who would have been
woll enough as to appesrance in the ordinary exercise of their
£ ! looked so gantly coarse d®  with
sorrowing mothers and blooming daughters who were there

crime

Zowith the appuritions'® of the coguctle, the young beauty,
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and the malure’ woman i bred—that the ion* of all
experience and likelihood which the scene of shadows presented,
was heightened to its utmost. Surely, ghosts all. Surely, the

Iong unreal ride some progress of disoase that had brought him to
theso gloomy shades!

““In the name of the ions in mi; .
said a gentleman of courtly appearance and address, coming
forward, “‘1 have the honour of giving you welcome to La Force,
and of condoling® with you on the calamity that has brought you
among us. May it soon terminate happily! It would be an
impertinence’ clsowhero, but it is not 8o here, to ask your name
and condition?”

Charles Darnay roused himself, and gave the required informa-
tion, in words as suitable as he could find.

“But 1 hope,” said the gentleman, following the chief jailer
with his eyes, who moved across the room, “‘that you are not in
vecret?™*

“I do not understand tke meaning of the term, but I have
heard them say so.”

“Ah, what a pity! We so much regret! But take courage;
several members of our society have been in secret, at first, and
it has lasted but & short time.”” Then he added, raising his
woice, *“I grieve to inform the society—in secret.””

There wes & murmur of commiseration® as Charles Darnay
erossed the room to a grated door where the jailer awaited
him, and many voices—among which, the soft and com-
passionate voices of women were conspicuous—gave him
good wishes and encouragement. He turned at the grated®
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door, to render the thanks of his heart; it closed unier the jailer'a
hand; and the apparitions* vanished® from his sight for ever.

The wicket® opcned on a stone staircase, leading upward.
When they had ascended forty steps (the prisoner of half an hour
already counted them), the jailer opened a low black door, and
they passed into a solitary cell. It struck cold and damp, but
was not dark.

““Yours,” said the jailer.

“Why am 1 confined alone?"’

“How do I know!™

‘1 can buy pen, ink, and paper?”

“‘Such are not my order. You will be visited, and can ask
then. At present, you may buy your food, and nothing more.™

There were in the cell, a chair, a table, and  straw matfress.*
As the jailer made a general inspection® of these objects, and of
the four walls, before going out, a wandering fancy wandered
through the mind of the prisoner leaning against the wall
opposite to him, that this jailer was so unwholesomely® bloated,
both in face and person, as to look like a man who had been
drowned and filled with water. When the jailer was gone, he
thought in the same wandering way, “Now am I left, as if I were
dead.” Stopping then, to look down at tho mattress, he turned
from it with a sick feeling, and thought, “‘And hegp in these
oratling® creatures is the first condition of the body after death.’’

“Five paces by four and a half, five paces by four and

half, five paces by four and a half.” The prisoner
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walked to and fro in his cell, counting its measurement,* and the
roar of the city arose like mufied® drums with a wild swell of
woices® added to them. ‘“He made shoes, he made shoes, he
made shoes.”” ¥he prisoner counted the measurement again,
and paced faster, to draw his mind with him from that latter
repetition. ““The ghosts that vanished when the wicket closced..
There was one among them, the appearance of a lady dressed in
black, who was leaning in ke embrasure of @ window,* and she had-
a light shining upon her golden hair, and she looked like . . .
Lot us ride on again, for God’s sake, through the illuminated
villages with the people all awake! . . . He made shoes, he made
¢hoes, he made shoes. . . . Five paces by four and a half.”’
With such scraps® tossing and rolling upward from the depths of
his mind, the prisoner walked faster and faster, obstinately
counting and counting; and the roar of the city changed to this.
extent—that it still rolled in like muffled drums, but with #he
wail of voices® that he knew, in the swell that rose above them.

CHAPTER I
THE GRINDSTONE

TELLSON’S BANK, established in the Saint Germain Quarter™
of Paris, was in a wing of a large house, approached by a
court-yard and shut off from the street by a high wall and
a strong gate. The house belonged to a great nobleman who.
had lived in it until he mad: e flight* from the troubles,
in his own cook’s dress, and got across the borders. A
mere beast of the chase flying from hunters, he was still in
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his motempsychosis® no other than the same Monseigneur, the
preparation of whose chocolate for whose lips had once occupied
three strong men besides the cook in question.

Monseigneur gone, and the three strong men absolving themselves
from the sin® of having drawn his high wages, by being more
than ready and willing to cut his throat on the altar of the
dauning® Republic One and Indivisible of Liberty, Equality,
Fra.temity or Death, Monscigncur’s house had been first

* and then d3 TFor, all things, moved so
(uwt‘ and decree followed decree with that fierce preoipitation,®
that now upon the third night of the autumn’ month of Septem-
ber,® patrivt emissaries® of the law were in possession of
Monsecigneur’s house, and had marked it with the tricolour, and
were drinking brandy in its state apartments.

A place of business in London like Tellson’s place of business.
in Paris, would soon have driven the House out of its mind and
into the Gazette.’® For, what would staid" British responsibility
and respectability®® have said to orangetrees®® in boxes in a Bank
court-yard, and even to a Cupid'* over the counter? Yet such
things were. Tellson’s had whitewashed'® the Cupid, but he
was still to be seen on the ceiling, in the coolest linen, aiming
(as he very often does) at money from morning to night.
Bankruptcy'® must inevitably have come of this young Pagan,*
in Lombard Street,® London, and also of a curtained alcove' in
the rear of the immortal boy, and also of a looking-glass let into-
the wall, and also of clerks not at all old, who danced in public
on the slightest provocation.® Yet, a French Tellson’s could
get on with these things exceedingly well, and, as long as the-
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times held together, no man had izken fright* at thent, and drawn
out? his money.

What money would be drawn out of Tellson’s henceforthy and
what would lie there, lost and forgotten; what plate and jewels
would farnish® in Tellson’s hiding-places, while the depositors
rusted in prisons, and when they should have violently periched;
how many accounts with Tellson’s never to be balanced in this
world, must be carried over into the next; no man could have
said, that night, any more than Mr. Jarvis Lorry could, though
he thought heavily of these questions. He sat by a newly-lighted
wood fire (the blighted* and unfruitful year was prematurely cold),’
and on his honest and eourageous face there was a deeper shade
than the pendent lamp® oould throw, or any object in the room
distortedly” reflect—a shade of horror.

He occupied rooms in the Bank, in his fidelity to the House of
which he had grown to be a part, like strong rootiny.® It chanced
that they derived a kind of security from the datriotir occupa-
tion of the main building, but the truchearted old gentleman
never calculated about that. All such circumstances wers
indifferent to him, 50 that he did his duty. On the opposite side
of the court-yard, under a col ° was ding for
carriages—where. indeed, some carriages of Monseigneur yet
stood. Ageinst two of the pillars were fastened two great
flaring flambeauz,’® and in the light of these, standing out in the
open air, was a large grindstone:** a roughly mounted thing which
appeared to have hurriedly been brought there from some neigh~
bouring smithy,'* or other workshop. Rising and looking out of
window at these harmless objects, Mr. Lorry shivered, and

130 2 8m. 3 REE 4 MK 5 ORBRT. 6 MNR T HA
KFAY. B PRI AL £ 100 K4R. 1L BEE. 120 $RUENE.




BOOR II. THE TRACK OF A STORM 71

AT — M B T ER L T

P ERCT, 11 B I% SRR RETERAL TR PR I SEMRY 2T DK
SRR, HHE R IRRITZE
I NS BRRIEATIRZ b,
A IR IS H 5 HE S M RSB PRI FT A ARE SIS RALSE, TTLbe
FINSIS S, A~ ARESE, 2 GURAE SRS
S, MR B S ISR, el P SRR S
CRRFRIATIZATCHER O P TR, TE R L ARiT £ TSR0 I BR
Z b AT, X AR L R A9, sSoe I AifER
Sz RATRIFRIER - —— BT Hirg kR

RAEIRT B N MIENT, (NISHAY LG HFNEA E, FNER
Az, MU~ AR BT IRORAIERE RN, )R i~
BRI (U X HAERS P b LSS RO, 0
FEN K S HARIRAOIR AL . i BT I R B T R BT E
FERIRIBIT, —fThE 25, @7 BRI e B I E BT
Z ks BVARIERE N, WA IOR TR |, Bkl
P -~ MRAR KRR SRR R RAEIEZ N T S BRI
SN TR P RAR AT AL T ek, SFHE AT R
AR SEARR,
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retired to his seat by the fire. He had opened, not only the glase
window, but the lattice blind® outside it, and he had closed hoth
again, and he shivered through his frame.

From 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 unearthly, as if some
univonted® sounds of a terrible nature were going up to Heaven.

““Thank God,” said Mr, Lorry, clasping his hands, “that no
one near and dear to me is in this dreadful town to-night. May
He have mercy on all who are in danger!”*

Soon afterwards, the bell at the great gate sounded, and he
thought, “They have come back!” and sat listening. But there
was no loud irruption® into the court-yard, as he had expected,
and ho heard the gate clash again, and all was quiet.

The nervousness’ and dread that were upon him inspired that
vague uneasiness respecting the Bank, which a great change
would naturally awaken, with such feelings roused. It was well
guarded, and he got up to go among the trusty people who were
watching it, when his door suddenly opened, and two figures
rushed in, at sight of which he fell back in amazement.®

Lucie and her father! Lucie with her arms stretched out to
him, and with that old look of earnestness so concentrated and
intensified,® that it seemed as though it had beeri stamped upon
her face expressly to give force and power to it in this one-
passage of her life.
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714 A TALE OF TWO CITIES

“What is this?”’ cried Mr. Lorry, lreathless' and confused.
“\What is the matter? Lucie! Manette! What has happened?
Wht has brought you here? What is it?”"

With the look fixed upon him, in her paleness® and wildnees,
she panted out in his arms, imploringly,® ““Oh, my dear friend!
My husband!”’

“Your hushand, Lucie?”’

“Charles.”

““What cf Charles?””

“Here,”

“‘Here, in Paris?""

“Has 1ecn here some days—three or four—I don’t know how
many—I can’t colloct my thoughts. An errand of generosity
brought him here unknown to us; he was stopped at the barrier,
and sent to pricon.”

The old man uttered an irrepressible* cry. Almost at the same
moment, the bell of the great gate rang again, and a loud noise
of feet and voices came pouring into the court-yard.

“‘What is that noise?” said the Doctor, turning towards the
window.

“Don’t look!” cried Mr. Lorry. “Don’t look out! Manctle,
-for your life, don’t touch the blind!"

The Doctor turned with his hand upon the fastening of the
window, and said, with a cool, bold smile:—

“My dear friend, 1 have a charmed life in this city. I
davo been a Bastille prisoner. There is no patriot in Paris
~—in Paris? In France—who, Lknowing me to have been &
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716 A TALE OF TWO CITIES

prisoser in the Bastille, would touch me, except to grer-whelm
me with embraces; or carry me in triumph. My ola pain has
given me a power that has brought us through the barrier, and
gained us news of Charles there, and brought us here. I knew it
would be so; I knew 1 could help Charles out of all danger; I told
Lucic so.—What is the noise?”” His hand was again upon the
window.

“Don’t look!” cried Mr. Lorry, absolutely desperate. ‘‘No,
Lucle, my dear, nor you!”” He got his arm round her, and held
her. “Don’t be s terrified, my love. 1 solemnly sweart to you
that I know of ne harm having happened to Charles; that I had
10 suspicion even of his being in this fafal* place. What prison
is he in?”

““La, Force!”

“La Force! Lucie, my child, if ever you were brave and
serviceable® in your life—and you were always both—you will
compose yourself now, to do exactly as I bid you; for more
depends upon it than you can think, or I can say. There is no
help for you in any action on your part to-night; you cannot
possibly stir out. 1say this, because what I must bid you to do
for Charles’s sake, is the hardest thing to do of all. You must
instantly be obedient, still, and quiet. You 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.”

“1 will be submissive® to you. 1 see in your face that you
know I can do nothing else than this, I know you are true.”
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The old man kissed her, and hurried her into hl» dom, and
turned the key; then, came hurrying back to the Doctor, and
opened the window and partly opened tho blind, and put his
hand upon the Doctor’s arm, and looked out with him into the
court-yard.

Tooked out upon a throny® of men and women: not enough in
number, or near cnough to fill the court-yard: not more than
forty or fifty in all. The people in possession of the house had
let them in at the gate, and they had rushed in to work at the
grindstone;® it had evidently been set up there for their purpose,
as in a convenient and retired spot.

Baut, such awful workers, and such awful work!

The grindstone had a double handlo; and, turning at it madly
were two men, whose faces, as their long hair flapped back® when
the whirlings of the grindstone brought their faces up, were more
horrible and cruel than the wisages* of the wildest savages in
their most barbarous disguise.®> False eyebrows and false mou~
etaches® wero stuck upon them, and their hideous countenances’
were all bloody and suecaty,® and all awry® with howling, and
all staring and glaring with beastly excitement and want of
sleep. As these ruffans® turned and turned, *heir matied iocks™
now flung forward over their eyes, now flung backward over
their necks, some women heid wine to their mouths that they
might drink; and what with dropping blood and what witl
dropping wine, and what with the stream of sparks struck out
of the stone, all their wicked atmosphere’® scemed gore® and fire.
The eye could not detect one creature in the group free from the
#mear of blood.™* Shouldering one another to get next at the
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sharpening-stone, were men stripped to the waist, with the stain
all over their limbs* and bodies; men in all sorts of rags, with the
stain upon those rags; men devilishly® set off with spoils of
women’s lace and silk and ribbon,® with the stain dying those
trifles through and through, Hatckets,* knives, Layonets,® swords,
all brought to be sharpened, were all red with it. Some of the
hacked swords® were tied to the wrists of those who carried them,
with strips of linen and fragments of dress: ligatures” various in
kind, but all deep of the one colour. And as the frantic wielders
of these weapons snatched® them from the stream of sparks and
tore away into the streets, the same red hue® was red in their
Jrenzied™® eyes;—eyes which any w ali: beholder would
have given twenty years of life, to pefrify’® with a well-directed
gun.

All this was seen in a moment, as the vision'® of a drowning
man, or of any human creature at any very great pass,** could
see a world if it were there. They drew back from the window,
and the Doctor looked for explanation in his friend’s ashy face.s

““They are,” Mr. Lorry whispered the words, giancing fearfully
round at the locked room, “‘murdering the prisoners. If you are
sure of what you say; if you really have the power you think
you have—as I believe you have—make yourself know to these
devils, and get taken to La Force. It may he tco late, I don’t
know, but let it not be a minute later!””

Doctor Manette pressed his hand, hastened bareheaded out of
the room, and was in the court-yard when Mr. Lorry regained
the blind.
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His streaming white hair, his remarkable face, and the (mp:-
tuous® confidence of his manner, as he put the weapons aside like
water, carried him in an instant to the heart of the concourse’ at
tho stone,  For a fow moments there was a_pause, and a hurry,
and & murmur, and the unintelligible sound of his voice; and
ther. Mr. Lorry saw him, surrounded by all, and in the midst
of a line of twenty men long, all linked shoulder to shoulder,
and hand to shoulder, hurried out with cries of—‘Live the
Bastille prisoner! Help for the Bastille prisoner’s kindred in La
Force! Room for the Bastille prisoner in front there! Save the
prisoner Evrémonde at La Force!”” and a thousand answering
shouts.

He closed the laltice® again with a fluttering heart,* closed the
window and the curtain, hastened to Lucie, and told her that her
father was assisted by the people, and gone in search of her
husband. He found her child and Miss Pross with her; but, it
never occurred to him to be surprised by their appearance until a
long time afterwards, when he sat watching them in such quiot
a3 the night knew.

Lucie had, by that time, 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
pillow beside her pretty charge. Oh, the long, long night, with
the moans® of the poor wife! And oh, the long, long night, with
1o return of her father and no tidings™/

Twice more in the darkness the b-ll at the great gate
sounded, and the irruption was rcpeatec, and the grindstone .
whirled and  spluttered. “What is it?’ cried Lucie,

1 ke 2 Mg 5@ 4 0PRECRE 6 BRIVEE AN 6 X



BOOK III, THE TRACK OF A STORM 723

o (R B v S5, R AT 4R, R DU ARAYIE IS, AR
HPa RIRTERE, RS ZIENR AT — RN TR 2 RE
T A B2 (RO AR BRI, R0 S R AR 5 T R S
Ti 500, it B DKL , E—ATEF S HEARAR, TR
8 PRI AR SR OOPRIR— B W O DR | R W P 7]
IR G AL A BB | B TR O U T A 2 B | BB Y
AR ReP B S0 | A IR AR T 5,

SRPA T 855 Loeb SERCRE , LA T T 050, ARDRBOIBIRR AT
3k, S RMEE, M6 OB th RRAFIORLD , 555 b 2L o 10T
RIS NEET R M PE—E 10, M BB
A B BE A, M R NEAF, T AT A LA, M08 5 30088, WP B0
WEURBERZ,

FEBIEER, BARTMITTE AW SR 2 b, B
B9F MR IMIUIE N T £ TR L , Bey RN 45 LR
B2 b, FEFI R 235, B B BB, SETRETMPRAE)
W, BB T M B LA, T QLA

ERELH, AFIHOEXZREUTE, HRGRELTIE,
I SRR M AR . SE R Y B AR B2,



724 A TALE OF TWO CITIES

affrighted. **Hush! The soldiers’ swords are sharpened there,”
said Mr. Lorry. “The place is national property now, and used
as a kind of armoury,’ my love.””

Twice more in all; but, the last spell of work was feeble and
fitful. Soon afierwards the day began to dawn, and he softly
detached himself from the clasping hand, and cautiously looked
out again. A man, so besmeared® that he might have been a
sorcly wounded soldier orecping back to consciousness on a field
of slain, was rising from the pavement by the side of the grind-
stone and looking about him with a vacant® air. Shortly, this
worn-out murderer descried* in the imperfect light one of the

of Monsei| and, ing to that gorgeous vehicle,
climbed in at the door, and shut himself up to take his rest on
its dainty® cushions.®

The great grindstone, Earth, had turned when Mr. Lorry
looked out again, and the sun was red on the court-yard. But,
the lesser grindstone stood alone there in the calm morning aic,
with a red upon it that the sun had never given, and would
never take away.

CHAPTER I
THE SHADOW

OXE of the first considerations which arose in the business
mind of Mr. Lorry when business hours came round,
was thisi—that he had no right to imperil Tellson’s by
sheltering the wife of an emigrant prisoner under the
Bank roof. His own possessions, safety, life, he weald have
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hazardrd® for Lucic and her child, without a momont’s demur;?
but the great trust he held was not his own, and as to that
business charge he was a strict man of business.

At first, his mind reverted to Defarge, and he thought of
finding out the winc-shop again and taking counscl with its
master in reference to the safest dwelling-place in the distracted
state of the city. But, the same consideration that suggested
him, repudiated him; he lived in the most violent Quarter, and
doubtless was influential there, and -decp in its dangerous
workings.

Noon coming, and the Doctor not returning, and every
minute’s delay tending to compromise Tellson’s, Mr. Lorry
advised with Lucie. She said that her father had spoken of
hiring a lodging for & short term, in that Quarter, near the
Banking-house. As there was no business objection to this, and
as he foresaw that even if it were all well with Charles, and he
were ‘to be released, he'could not hope to leave the city, Mr.
Lorry went out in quest of such a lodging, and found a suitable
one, high up in a removed bystreet where the closed blinds in all
the other windows of a high melancholy square of buildings
marked deserted homes.

To this lodging he at once removed Lucie and her child, and
Miss Press; giving them what comfort he could, and much more
than he had himself. He left Jerry with them, as a figure to fill
a doorway that would bear considerable knocking on the head,
and returned to his own occupations. A disturbed and doleful®
mind he brought to bear upon them, and slowly and heavily the
day lagged on* with him,
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It wore itself out,* and wore him oul with i, until the Bank
closed. He was again alone in his room of the previous night,
considering what to do next, when he heard a foot upon the stair.
In a few moments, a man stood in his presence, who, with a
keenly observant look at him addressed him by his name.

“Your servant,” said Mr. Lorry. “Do you know me?”’

He was a strongly made man with dark curling hair, from
forty-five to fifty years of age. For answer he repeated, without
any change of emphasis, the words:—

“Do you know me?”’

“T have seen you somewhere.””

““Perhaps at my wine-shop?

Much interested and agitated, Mr. Lorry said: !‘You come
from Doctor Manette?”

“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 the words in the Doctor’s writing:—

““Charles is safe, but I cannot safely 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.””

It was dated from La Force, within an hour,

““Will you accompany me,”” said Mr. Lorry, joyfully relieved
after reading this note aloud, *‘to where his wife resides?”’

“Yes,"” returned Defarge.
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Scarcely noticing ¢3 yet, in what a curiously reserved and
mechanical way Defarge spoke, Mr. Lorry put on his hat and
they went down into the court-yard. There, they found two
women; onc, knitting.

“*Madame Defarge, surely!”” said Mr. Lorry, who had left her
in exactly the same aftifudc* some scventeen years ago.

“*1t is she,’’ observed her husband.

“Does madame go with us?’’ inquired Mr. Lorry, seeing that
she moved as they moved.

“Yes. That she may be able to recognize® the faces and know
the persons, It is for their safety.”

Beginning to be struck by Defarge’s manner, Mr. Lorry looked
dubiously® at him, and led the way.* Both the women followed;
the second woman being The Vengeance.

They passed through the éniereening® streels as quickly as they
might, ascended the staircase of the new domicile,® were admitted
by Jerry, and found Lucic weeping, alone. She was thrown into
2 transport® by the tidings Mr. Lorry gave her of her husband,
and clasped the hand that’ delivered his note—little thinking
what it had been doing near him in the night, and might, but
for a chance, have done to him.

“DrarEst,~—Take courage. I am well, and your father has
influence around me. You cannot answer this. Kiss our child
for me.”

That was all the writing. It was so much, however, to
her who received it, that she turned from Defarge to his
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wife, and kissed one of the hands that knitted. It was a passion-
ate, loving, thankful, womanly action, but the 1and made no
response—dropped cold and heavy, and took to its knitting
again.

There was something in its touch that gave Lucie a check.
She stopped in tho act of putting the note in her bosom, and,
with her hands yet at her neck, looked terrified at Madame
Defarge. Madanze Defarge met the lifted eyebrows and forehead
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 likely 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 identify them. I believe,” said
Mr. Lorry, rather halting in his reassuring words, as the stony
manner of all the three impressed itself upon him more and more,
“I state the case, Citizen Defarge?”’

Defarge looked gloomily at his wife, and gave no other answer
than s gruff sound® of acquiescence.

“You had better, Lucie,” said Mr. Lorry, doing all he could to
propitiate,* by tone and manner, “have the dear child here, and
our good Pross. Our good Pross, Defarge, is an English lady,
and knows no French.”

The lady in question, whose roofed conviction® that she
was more than a match for any foreigner, was not to be
shaken by distress and danger, appeared with folded arms,
and observed in English to The Vengeance, whom her eyes
first encountered, “Well, I am sure, Boldface! I hope
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you arc pretty well™ She also bestowed a British cough on
Madame Defarge; but, neither of the two took much heed of her.

“Is that his child?” said Madame Defarge, stopping in he#
work for the first time, and pointing her knittingneedle* at little
Lucie as if it were the finger of Fate.

“Yes, madame,” answered Mr. Lorry; “this is our poor
prisoner’s darling daughter, and only child.”

The shadow attendant on Madame Defarge and her party
scemed to fall so threatening and dark on the child, that her
mother instinctively kneeled on the ground beside her, and held
her to her breast. The shadow attendant on Madame Defarge
and her party seemed then to fall, threatening and dark, on both
the mother and the child.

“It is enough, my husband,” said Madame Defarge. “I have
seen them. Wo may go.”

But, the suppressed manner had enough of menace in it—nob
visible and presented, but indistinct and withheld®—to alarm
Lucie into saying, as she laid her appealing hand on Madame
Defarge’s dress:—

“You will 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
Defarge, looking down at her with perfect composure. It is the
daughter of your father who is my business here.*

“For my sake, then, be merciful to my husband. For my
child’s sake! She will put her hands togethor and pray
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you to be merciful. We are more afraid of you than of theso
others.””

Medame Defarge received it as a compliment, and looked at
her husband.  Defarge, who had been uneasily biting his thumb-
nail and looking at her, collected his face into a sterner expression.®

“What is it that your husband says in that little letter?’’
asked Madame Defarge, with a lowering smile. “Influence; he
says something touching influence?””

““That my father,” said Lucie, hurriedly taking the paper from
her breast, but with her alarmed eyes on her questioner and not
on it, ‘‘has much influence around him.’’ :

“‘Surely it will release him!" said Madame Defarge. *‘Let it
do s0.”

““As a wife and mother,” cried Lucie, most earnestly, *I
implore you to have pity on me and nof to exercise any power
that you possess, against my innocent husband, but to use it in
his behalf. Oh, sister-woman, think of me. As a wife and
mother!”

Madame Defarge looked, coldly as ever, at the suppliant,* and
said, turning to her friend The Vengeance:—

““The wives and mothers we have been used to see, since
we were as little as this child, and much less, have not
been greatly considered? We have known their husbands
and fathers laid in prison and kept from them, often
enough? All our lives, we have seen our sister-women

suffer, in themselves and in their ohildren, poverty,
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nakedness, hunger, thirst, sickness, misery, oppression and
neglect of all kinds?””

““We have seen nothing else,” returned The Vengeance.

“We have borne this a long time,”” said Madame Defarge,
turning her eyes again upon Lucie. *“‘Judge you! Is it likely that
the trouble of one wife and mother would be much to us now?””

She resumed her knitting and went out. The Vengeance
followed. Defarge went last, and closed the door.

“Courage, my dear Lucie,”’ said Mr. Lorry, as he raised her.
“‘Courage, courage! So far all goes well with us—much, much
better than it has of late gore with many poor souls. Cheer up,
and have a thankful heart.”

“I am not thankless, I hope, but that dreadful woman seems
to throw a shadow on me and on all my hopes.”

“Tut, tut!”’ said Mr. Lorry; “what is this despondency® in the
brave little breast? A shadow indeed! No substance in it,
Lucie.””

But the shadow of the manner of these Defarges was dark
upon himself, for all that, and in his secret mind i* troubled
him greatly.

CHAPTER IV

CALM IN STORM

Docror Manetre did not return until the morning of
the fourth day of his absence. So much of what had
happened in that dreadful time as could be kept from the
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knowledge of Lucie was so well concealed trom her, that not
until long afterwards, when France and she were far apart, did
she kaow that eleven hundred defenceless prisoners of both sexes
and all ages had been killed by the populace;* that four days and
nights had been darkened by this deed of horror;* and that the air
around her had been tainted® Ly the slain. She only knew that
there had been an attack upon the prisons, that all political
prisoners had been in danger, and that some had been dragged
out by the crowd and murdered.

Te Mr. Lorry, the Doctor icated under an injunction®
of secrecy on which he had no need to dwell, that the crowd had
taken him through a scene of carnage® to the prison of La Force.
That, in the prison he had found a self-appointed Tribunal
sitting, before which the prisoners were brought singly, and by
which they were rapidly ordered to be put forth to be massacred,®
or to be released, or (in a few cases) to be sent back to their cells.
That, presented by his conductors to this Tribunal, he had
announced himself by name and profession as having been fcr
eighteen years a secret and unaccused prisoner in the Bastille;
that, one of the body so sitting in judgment had risen and
identified him, and that this man was Defarge.

That, hereupon he had ascertained, through the registers
on the table, that his son-inlaw was among the living
prisoners, . and had pleaded hard’ to the Tribunal—-of whom
some members were aslesp and some awake, some dirty with
murder and somo clean, some sober and some not—for his
life and liberty. That, in the first frantic greetings lavished
on himsclf as a notable sufferer under the overthrown system,
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it had been accorded to him to have Charles Darnay brought
before the lawless Court, and examined. That, he seemed on the
point of being at once released, when the tide in his favour me§
with some check (not i igi to the Doctor),
which led to a few words of secrct conference. That, the man
sitting as President had then informed Doctor Manette that the-
prisoner must remain in cusfody,* but should, for his sake, be held.
inviolate? in safe custody. That, immediately, on a signal, the
prisoner was removed to the interior of the prison again; but,
that he, the Doctor, had than so strongly pleaded for permission
to remain and assure himself that his son-in-iaw was, through no
malice® or misch ¢ deli d to the ® whose

yells outside the gate had often drowned the proceedings,® that he
had obtained the permission, and had remained in that Hall of
Blood until the danger was over.

The sights he had scen there, with brief snatches of food" and
dleep by intervals, shall remain untold. The mad joy over the
prisoners who were saved, had astounded him scarcely less than -
the mad ferocity® against thosc who were cut to pieces. Ono
prisoner there was, he said, who had been discharged into the
street free, but at whom a mistaken savage had thrust a pike® as
he passed out. Being besought to go to him and dress the wound,
the Doctor had passed out at the same gate, and had found him
in the arms of a company. of Samaritans, who were seated on
the bodies of their victims. With an inconsistency as mon-
strous as anything in this awful nightmare, they had helped
the healer,”® and tended the wounded man with the gentlest
solicitude—had made a litter' for him and escorted him
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oarefully from the spot—had then caught up thelt woapons and
plunged anew into a butchery so dreadful, that the Doctor had
covered his eyes with his hands, and swooned' away in the midst
of it.

As Mr. Lorry received these confidences, and 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 present aspect:
he had never at all known him in his present character. For the
first time the Doctor felt, now, that his suffering was strength
and power. For the first timo 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. “It all tended to a
good end, my friend; it was not mere waste and ruin. As my
beloved child was belpful in restoring me to myself, I will be
helpful now in restoring the dearest part of herself to her; by the
aid of Feaven I will do it!” Thus, Doctor Manette. And when
Jorvis Lorcy saw the kindled® 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 elock, for so many years, and
then set going again with an energy which had lain dormant®
during the cessation of its usefulness, he believed.

Greater things than the Doctor had at that time to
contend with, would have yiclded before his perssvering
purpose.  While he kept himself in his place, asa phy-
sician, whose business was with all degroes of mankind,
bond and fres, rich and poor, bad and good, he used his
personal influence so wisely, that he was soon the inspeoting
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physician of threo prisons, and among them of La Force. He
could row assure Luci¢that her husband was no longer confined
alone, but was mixed with the gencral body of prisoners; ho saw
her husband weekly, and Lrought sweet messages to her, straight
from 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, among the many wild suspicious of plots in
the prisons, the wildest of all pointed at emigrants who were
Lknown to have made friends or permanent connections abroad.

'This new life of the Doctor’s was an anxious life, no doubt;
still, the sagacious' Mr. Lorry saw that there was a new sustaining
im'da in it. Nothing unbecoming tinged® the. pride; it was a
natural and worthy one: but he observed it as a curiosity. The
Dootor knew, that up to that time, his imprisonment had
been associated in the minds of his daughter and his friend,
with his personal affliction, deprivation, and weakness. Now
that this was changed, and he knew himself to be invested
through that old trial with forces to which they both looked for
Charles’s ultimate® safety and deliverance, he became so far
exalted by the change, that he took the lead and direction,
and required them as the weak, to trust to him as the strong.
The preceding relative positions of himself and Lucie were
reversed, yet only as the liveliest gratitude and affection
could reverse them, for he could have had no pride but in
rendering some servico to her who had rendered so much
to him. “All curious to see,’ thought Mr. Lorry, in his
amisbly shrewd way, “but all natural and right; so, take
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the lead, my dear friend, and keep it; it couldn’t be in berter
hands.”

But, though the Doctor tried hard, and never ceased trying, to
get Charles Darnay set at liberty, or at least to get him brought
to trial, the public current of the time set too strong and fast for
him. The new era* began; the king was tried, doomed, and
beheaded; the Republic of Liberty, Equality, Fraternity, or
Denth, declared for victory or death against tho world in arms;
the black flag waved night and day from the great towers of
Notre Dame: three hundred thousand men, summoned to rise
against the tyrants of the earth, rose fram all the varying soils of
France, a3 if the dragon’s tecth* had been sown broadcast,® and had
yielded fruit equally on hill and plain, on rock, in gravel,* and
alluvial mud,® under the bright sky of the South and under the
clouds of the North, in fell* and forest, in the vineyards' and the
olive-grounds® and among the cropped grass and the stubbie® of
the corn, along the fruitful banks cf tho broad rivers, and in the
sand of the sea-shore. What private solicituds could rear itself
against the deluge® of the Yoar One of Liberty—the deluge rising
from below, not falling from above, and with the windows of
Heaven shut, not opened!

Them wds no pause, no pity, no peace, no interval of

rest, no of time. Though days and
nights clrcled as regularly as when time was young, and the
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 is in the fever of one patient. Now, break-
ing the unnatural silence of a whole city, the executionc™
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showed the people the head of the king—and now, it seemed
almost in the same breath, the head of his fair wife which had
had eight weary months of imprisoned widowhood and misery, to
turn it grey.

And yet, observing the strange law of contradiction which
obtains in all such cases, the time was long, while it flamed by
s0 fast. A revolutionary tribunal in the capital, and forty or
fifty thousand luti h all over the land; a law
of the Suspected, which stmck away all security for liberty or

life, and delivered over any good and innocent person to any bad
and guilty one; prisons gorged* with people, who had committed
no offence, and could obtain no hearing; these things became the
established order and nature of appointed things, and seemed to
be ancient usage before they were many weeks old. Above all,
one hideous figure grew as familiar as if it had been befare the
general gaze from the foundations of the world—the figure of the
sharp female called La Guillotine.

It was the,popular theme for jests; it was the best cure for
headache, it infallibly prevented the hair from turning grey, it
imparted a peculiar delicacy to the complexion, it was the
National Razor which shaved close who kissed La Guillotine,
looked through the little window and sneezed into the sack. It
was the sign of the regeneration of the human race. It superseded®
tho Cross. Models of it were worn on breasts from which the
Cross was discarded,* and it was bowed down {o and believed in
where the Cross was denied.

1t sheared off® heads so many, that it, and the ground it
most” polluted,® were a rotten red. It was taken to pieces,
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like a toy-puzzle* for a young Devil, and was put together again
when the occasion wanted it. It hushed the eloquent, struck
down the powerful, abolished the beautiful and good. Twenty-
two friends of high public mark, twenty-one living and one dead,
it had lopped? the heads off, in one morning, in as many minutes.
The name of the strong man of Old Scripture® had descended to
the chief functionary who worked it; but, so armed, he was
stronger than his namesake, and blinder, and tore away the
gates of God’s own Temple 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 Lucio’s husband at last. Yet the current of the time swept
by, so strong and deep, and carried the time away so fiercely,
that Charles had lain in prison one year and three months when
the Doctor was thus steady and confident. So much more wicked
end distracted had the Rovolution grown in that Decembert
month, that the rivers of the South were encumbered with the
bodies of the violently drowned by night, and prisoners were shot
in lines and squares under the southern wintry® sun. Still, 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. Silent, humane, indispensable in hospital and prison,
using his art equally among assassins® and victims, he was & man
apart. In the exercise of his skill, the appearance and the story
of the Bastille Captive removed him from all other men. He was
not suspected or brought in question, any more than if he had
indéed been recalled to life some eighteen years before, or were a
Spif# moving among mortals.

LRSI 2 M 5 MWL 4 LS. 5 AmM. 6 HIR



BOOK III. THE TRACK OF A STORM 762

DI ARIE L2 B b, M SURTE—R T HHE L TR, MEbing 5%
APERPEARE, 4TI T A REAT 30 Ik T e B ey, =
A B AT A R N (25, —~ B T3, ik
I #di ok, TE—B5 LROMEZA . FEGH) RS LR AR S
5 RN AT TR AR SAEER R, AR E ARSI
R 23, SEHEEMRRS RN S B0 T ki $BERIPY,
TETTMIR LI PSSR B A, SR R 5 :
TRAERBAIHES] ARANDIE T BIRER KT IREEN, ABAREIRRR
2L AR IO SR8 T UAE AR Ty 603 SR O, S0 Bk
ER P AR T, W E AR R s B Fufs
AT A BTy TR SR THITREL, TERAIET= Az,
W5 AP O SEUTRAE B BTN, IFELR M
T EF AR IR IKTER, SRR A SRR, 108k
TS S o BT — B AL AT SRR, TFER RN S —TB
A BERUAE T2 SROIRAT 20 b ARG , R R0, TESKH B 45 000, £ERE
ABRIRRGAZA f IV~ S N AT BB, SR
AENHREIINIL WY ARBS LS, T AL 8
R MBS AT A\ 2 28, Bl R RE B PR S




754 A TALE OF TWO CITIES

CEAPTER V
THE WOOD-SAWYER

OxE year and three months. During all that time Iucio was
never sure, from hour to hour, but that the Guillotine! would
striko off hor husband’s head next day. Fvery day, through the
stony streets, the fumbrils’ now jolted heavily, filled with
Condemned.® Lovely girls; bright women, brown-haired, black-
haired, and grey; youths; stglwart* men and old; gentle born and
peasant born; all red wine for La Guillotine, and daily brought
into light from the dark cellars of tho loathsome® prisons, and
carried to her through the streets to slake® her devouring thirst.
Liberty, equality, fraternity, or death;—the last, much the
easiest to bestow, Oh, Guillotine!

If the suddenness of her calamity, and the whirling wheels of
time, had sfunned’ the Doctor’s daughter into awaiting the result
in idle despair, it would but have been with her as it was with
many. But, from the hour when she had taken the white head
to her fresh young bosom in the garret of Saint Antoine, she had
been true to her duties. She was truest to them in the season of
trial, as all the quietly loyal and good will always be.

As goon as they wero established in their nmew residence,
and her father had entered on® the routine® of his awvocation,*®
ehe arranged the little household as exactly as if her husband
had been there. Everything had its appointed place and
its appointed time. Little Lucie she taught, as regularly,
a8 j§ they had all been united in their English home. The
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slight devices with which she cheated herself into the show of a
belief that they would soon be reunited—the little preparations
for his speedy return, the setting aside of his chair and his books
——these, and the solemn prayer at night for one dear prisoner
especially, among tho many unhappy souls in prison and the
shadow of death—were almost the only outspoken reliefs of her
heavy mind.

She did not greatly alter in appearance. The plain dark
dresses, akin' to mourning dresses,® which she and her child wore.
were as neat and as well attended to as the brighter clothes of
happy days. She lost her colour, and the old and intent expres-
sion was a constant, not an occasional, thing; otherwise, she
remained very pretty and comely® Sometimes, at night on
kissing her father, she would burst into the grief she had repressed
all day, and would say that her sole reliance, under Heaven, was
on him. He always resolutcly answered: ““Nothing can happen
to him without my knowledge, and I know that I can save him,
Lucie.”

They had not made the round of their changed life many
-weeks, when her father said to her, on coming home one
evening:—

“My dear, there is an upper window in the prison, to which
Charies can sometimes gain access® at three in the afternoon.
When ho can get to it—which depznds on many uncertainties
and incidents—he might see you in the street, he thinks, if you
stood in a certain place that I can show you. But you will not
be able to see him, my poor child, and even if you conld, it
would be unsafe for you to make a sign of recogaition.”®
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«Oh, show e the place, my father, and I will go there every
day.”

From that time, in all weathers, she waited there two hours.
As the clock struck two, she was there, and at four she turned
resignedly away.® When it was not too wet or inclement® for her
child to be with her, they went together; at other times she was
alone: but, she never missed 3 single day.

It was the dark and dirty corner of a small winding street.
The hovel® of  cutter of wood into lengths for burning was the
only house at that end; all else was wall. On the third day of
her being there, he noticed her.

“Good day, citizeness.

“*Good day, citizen.5”

This mode of address was now prescribed by decree. It had
been established voluntarily some time ago, among the niore
thorough patriots; but was now law for everybody.

“‘Walking here again, citizeress?”’

“You see me, citizen!”*

The wood-sawyer,® who was a little man with a redundancy of
pesture’ (he had once been a mender of roads), cast a glance at
the prison, pointed at the prison, and putting his ten fingers
before his face to represent bars, peeped through them jocosely.®

*But it's not my business,” said he. And went on sawing his
wood.

Next day he was looking out for her and accosted’ her the
moment she appeared.
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*‘What? Walking here again, citizeness?””

““Yes, citizen.”

““Ah! A child too! Your moth.r, is it not, my little citize-
ness?”’

“Do I say yes, mamma?'’ whispered little Lucie, drawing
close to her.

““Yes, dearest.’”

“Yes, citizen.””

““Ah! But it’s not my business. My work is my business.
See my saw! I call it my Little Guillotine. La, la, la; La, la, lal
And off his head comes!”

The billet fell as he spoke, and he threw it into a basket.

“I call myself the Samson of the firewood guillotine. See here
again! Loo, loo, log; Loo, loo, loo! And off her head comes!
Now, a child. Tickle,! tickle; Pickle,” pickle! And off its-head
comes, All the family!"*

Lucie shuddered as he threw two more billets into his basket,
but it was impossible to be there while the wocdsawyer was at
work, and not be in his sight. Thenceforth, to secure his good-
will, she always spoke to him first, and often gave him drink-
money,® which he readily received.

He was an inquisitive fellow, and sometimes when she had
quite forgotten him in gazing at the prison roof and grates, and
in lifting her heart up to her husband, she would come to herself
to find him looking at her, with his knee on his tench and his
saw stopped in its work. “But it’s not my business”’ he would
generally say at those times, and would briskly fall to his sawing
again.
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In all weathers, in the snow and frost of winter, in the bitter
winds of spring, in the hot sunshine 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 place; and every day on
leaving it, she Lissed the prison wall. Her husband saw her (so
she learned from her father) it might be once in five or six times:
it might be twice or thrice running;* it might be, not for a week or
a fortnight together. It was enough that ho could and did see
her when the chances served, and on that possibility she would
have waited out the day,? seven days a week.

These occupations brought her round to the December month,
wherein her father walked among the terrors with a steady head.
On a lightly-snowing afternoon she arrived at the usual corner.
[t was a day of some wild rejoicing, and a festival.® She had
seen the houses, as she came along, decorated with little pikes,
and with little red caps stuck upon them; also, with tricoloured
ribbons; also, with the standard inscription (tricoloured letters
were the favourite), Republic One and Indivisible. Liberty,
Equality, Fraternity, or Death!

The miserable shop of the wood-sawyer was so small, that its
whole surface furnished very indifferent space for this legend.*
He had got somebody to scrawl® it up for him, however, who had
squeezed Death in® with most inappropriate difficulty. On his
house-top, hg’displayed pike and cap, as a good citizen must,
and in a window he had stationed his saw inseribed as his “‘Little
Sainte Guillotine’’—for the great charp female was by that time
popularly canonized.” His shop was shut and he was not there,
which was a relief to Lucie, and left her quite alone.
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Bat, he was pot far off, for presently she hecrd a troubled
movement and a shouting coming alorg, which filled 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 wood-sawyer hand in hand with The Vengeance.
There -could not be fewer than five hundred people, and they
were dancing like five thousand demons. There was-no other
music than their own singing. They danced to the popular
Revolution song, keeping a fervwious time that was like a
gnashing of teeth in unison.® Men and women danced together,
women danced together, men danced together, as hazard had
brought them together. At first, they were a more storm of
coarse red caps and coarse woollen rags; but, as they filled the
place, and stopped to dance about Lucie, some ghastly* apparition
of a dance-figure gone raving mad® arose among them.

They advanced, retreated, struck at one another’s hands,
clutched® at one another’s heads, spun round” alone, caught one
another and spun round in pairs, until many of them dropped.
While those were down, the rest linked® hand in hand, and all
spun round together: thon the ring broke, snd 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 again, paused, struck out the time afresh, formed into
lines the width of the public way, and, with their heads low
down and their hands high up, suwoped® screaming® off. No
fight could have been half so terrible as this dance. It was
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50 emphatically* a fallen sport—a something, once innocent,
delivered over to all devilry—a healthy pastime changed into a
means of angering the blood,? bewildering the scnses,® and steeling the
heart.* Such grace as was visible in it, made it the uglier,® showe
ing how warped® and perverted all things good by nature were
become. The maidenly bosom bared to this, the pretty almost~
child’s head thus distracted, the delicate foot mincing® in this
slough® of blood and dirt, were types of the disjointed time.®

This was the Carmagnole® As it passed, leaving Lucie
frightened and bewildered in the doorway of the wood-sawyer’s
house, the feathery snow' fell as quietly and lay as white and
soft, as if it had never been.

“Oh, my father!" for he stood befote her when she lifted up
the eyes she had momentarily** darkened with her hand; “‘such a
oruel, bad sight.”

“I know, my dear, I know. I have seen it many times.
Don’t be frightened! Not one of them would harm you.”

*T am not frightened for myself, my father. But whenI think
of my husband, and the mercieg bf these people——"

“We will set him above their meroies®® very soon. 1Ileft him
climbing to the window, and I caffie to tell you. There is no one
here to see. You may kiss your hand towards that highest
shelving roof,”*

“I do so, father. and I send him my Soul with it!"*

“You cannot see him, my poor dear?””
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“No, father,”’ said Lucie, yearning and weeping as she kissed
her hand, “no.””

A footstep in the snow. Madame Defarge. “I salute you,
citizeness,” from the Doctor. I salute you, citizen.”” This in
passing. Nothing more. Madame Defarge gone, like a shadow
over the white road.

“Give me your arm, my love. Pass from here with an air of
cheerfulness and courage, for his sake. That was well done;””
they had left the spot; “it shall not be in vain. Charles is
summoned for to-morrow.”

“‘For to-morrow!’"

““There is no time to lose. Iam well prepared, but there are
precautions® to be taken, that could not be taken until he was
actually summoned before the Tribunal. He has not received
the notice yet, but I know that he will presently be summoned
for to-morrow, and removed to the Conciergerie;” 1 have timely
information. You are not afraid?”’

She could sparcely answer, I trust in you.”

*Do so, implicifly® Your suspense is nearly ended, my darl-
ing; he shall be restored to you within a few hours; I have
encompassed him with every protection. I must sce Lorry.”

"He stopped. There was & heavy lumbering of wheels within
hearing. They both knew too well what it meant. One. Two.
Three. Three tumbrils faring away with their dread loads over
the hushing* snow.

*‘I must see Lorry,” the Doctor repeated, turning her another
way.
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The staunch® old gentleman was still in his trust; had never left
it. He and his books were in frequent requisition as to property
confiscated® and made national. What he could save for the
owners, he saved. No better man living to hold fast by what
Tellson’s had in keeping, and to hold his peace.

A murky® red and yellow sky, and a rising mist from the Seine,*
denoted the approach of darkness. It was almost 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; National Property. Republioc
One and Indivisible. Liberty, Equality, Fraternity, or Death.

Who could that be with Mr. Lorry—the owner of the riding.
coat upon the chair—who must not be seen? From whom newly
errived, did he conie out, agitated and surprised, 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 from which he had issued, he said:
“Removed to the Conciergerie, and summoned for to-morrow?"

CHAPTER VI
TRIUMPH

THE dread Tribunal of five Judges, Public Prosecutor,® and
determined Jury,® sat every day. Their lists. went forth
every evening, and were read out by the jailers of the

various prisons to their prisoners. The standard jailer-joke
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was, “Come out and listen to the Evening Paper, you inside
there!"

“‘Charles Evrémonde, called Darnay!"”

So at last began the Evening Paper at La Force.

When a name was called, its owner stepped apart into a spot
reserved for those who were announced as being thus fatally
recorded. Charles Evrémonde, called Darnay, had reason to
&now the usage,* he had seen hundreds pass away so.

Hig bloated jailer, who wore spectacles to read with, glanced
over them to assure himself that he had taken his place, and
went through® the list, making a similar short pause at each name.
There were twenty-three names, but only twenty were responded
to; for one of the prisoners so summoned had died in jail and
been forgotten, and two had already been guillotined and forgot-
ten. The list was read, in the vaulted chamber where Darnay
had ecen the associated prisoners on the night of hia arrival.
Every one of those had perished in the massacre; every human
creature he had since cared for and parted with, had died on the
scaffold.®

There were hurried words of farewell and kindness, but
the parting was soon over. It was the incident of every
dey, and the society of La Force were engaged in the
preparation of some games of forfeits and a little comcert,® for
that evening. They crowded to the grates and shed 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
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be delivered over to the great dogs who kept watch there throug!
the night, The prisoners were far from insensible or unfeeling;
their ways arose out of the condition of the time, Similarly,
though with a subtle difference, a species of fervourt or intovicas
tion,* known, without doubt, to have led some persons to brave
the guillotine unnecessarily, and to die by it, was not mere
boastfulness, but a wild infection of the wildly shaken public
mind. In season of pestilence,” some of us will have a secret
attraction to the disease—a terrible passing inclination 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 Conciergeric was short and dark; the night
in its vermin-haunted® cells was long and cold. Next day, fifteen
prisoners were put to the bar® before Charles Darnay’s name was
called. All the fifteen were condemned, and- the trials of the
whole occupied an hour and a half.

*‘Charles Evréronde, called Darnay,” was at length arraigned.!

His judges sat upon the Bench in feathered hats;® but the rough
red cap and tricoloured cockade was the headdress otherwise
prevailing. Looking at the Jury and the turbulent® audience, he
might have thought that the usual order of things was reversed,
and that the felons®® were trying the honest men. The lowest,
cruelest, and worst populace of a city, never without its quantity
of low, cruel, and bad, were the directing spnts of the soene
noisily ing,*t ding,'* disapproving,** 9,1
and grecipitating®® the result, without a check. Of tho men, the
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greater part were armed in various ways; of the women, some
wore knives, some daggers,® some ate and drank as they looked
on, many knitted. Among these last, was one, with a spare
piece of knitting under her arm as she worked. She was in &
front row,® by the sidec of a man whom he had never scen since
his arrival at the Barrier, but whom he directly remembered as
Defarge. He noticed that she once or twice whispered in hig ear,
and that she seemed to be Lis wife; but, what he most noticed in
the two figures was, that although they were posted as close to
himself as they could be, they never looked towards him. They
seemed to be waiting for something with a dogged determination,
and they looked 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, ho and Mr. Lorry were the only meh
there, unconnccted with the Tribunal, who wore their usual
olothes, and had not assumed the coarse garb® of the Carmagnole.

Charles Eyrémonde, called Darnay, was accused by the public
prosecutor as an emigrant, whose life was forfeit to the Republic,
under the decree which banished all emigrants on pain of Death.*
K was nothing that the decree bore date® since his return to
France. There ho was, and there was the decree; he had been
taken in France, and his head was demanded.

“Tako off his head!"”’ oried the audience. ‘‘An enemy to the
Republic!™*

The President rang his bell to silence those cries, and asked the
prisoner whether it was not true that he had lived many years in

England?
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Undoubtedly it was

Was he not an emigrant then? What did he call himself?

Not an emigrant, he hoped, within the sense and spirit of the
law.

Why not? the President 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 Tribunal was in use—to live by
his own industry in England, rather than on the industry of the
overladen® peSple of France.

‘What proof had be of this?

He handed in the names of two witnesses; Théophile Gabelle,
and Alexandre Manette.

But he had married in England? the President reminded him.

‘True, but not an Englisk 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.”

This answer had a happy effect upon the audience.
Cries in exaltation of the well-known good physician rent
the hall. So capriciously® were the people moved,® that tears
immediately rolled down several ferocious® countenances
which had been glaring at the prisoner a moment before, ag
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if with impatience to pluck' him out into the streets and kiil
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
him, and had prepared every inch of his road.

The President asked, why had he returned to France when he
did, and not sooner?

He had not returned sooner, he replied, simply because he had
no means of living in France, save those he had resigned; where-
s, in England, 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 life was endangered by his absence. He had come back,
to save a citizen’s life, and fo bear his testimony,* at whatever
personal hazard® to the truth. Was that criminal in the eyes of
the Republic?

The populace cried enthusiastically,® “No'"* and the President
rang his bell to quiet them. Which it did not, for they continued
to cry “No!*’ until they left off, of their own will.

The President required thie name of that citizen? The accused
explained 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 would be
found among the papers then before the President.
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The Doctor had taken oare that it should be there—had
assured: him that it would be there—and at this stage of the
proceedings it was produced and read. Citizen Gabelle was
called to confirm® it, and did so. Citizen Gabelle kinted,’ with
infinite delicacy® and politeness, that in the pressure of busine's
imposed on the Tribunal by the multitude of enemies of the
Republic with which it had to deal, he had been slightly over~
looked in his prison of the Abbaye—in fact, had rather passed
out of the Tribunal’s patriotic remembrance—until three days
ago; when he had been summoned before it, and had been set at
liberty on the Jury’s declaring themselves satisfied that the
accusation® against him was answered, as to himself, by the

der of the citizen Evré de, called Darnay.

Doctor Manette was next questioned. His high personal
popularity, and the clearness of his answers, made a great impres-
sion; but, as he proceeded, as he showed that the Accused was
his first friend on his release from his long imprisonment; that,
the accused had remained in England, always faithful and
devoted to his daughter and himself in their ezile;* that, so far
from being in favour with the Aristocrat government there, he
had actually been tried for his life by it, as the foe® of England
and friend of the United States—as he brought these circum-
stances into view, with the greatest discrelion® and with the
straightforward force of truth and“earnestness, the Jury and the
populace became one. At last, when he appealed by name to
Monsieur Lorry, an English gentleman then and there present, who,
like himself, had been a witness on that English trial and could
corroborate® his account of it, the Jurry declared that they had
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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 individually), the
populace set up & shout of applause. All the voices were in the
prisoner’s favour, and the President declared him free.

Then, began one of those extraordinary scenes with which the
populace sometimes gratified their fickleness,? or their better
impulses towards generosity and meroy, or which they regarded
88 s0mo sel-0ff* against their swollon account of cruel rage. No
man can decide now to which of these motives such extraodinary
scenes were referable; it is prohatle, to a blending® of all the
three, with the sccond predominating® No sooner was the
acquittal® pronounced,” than tears were shed as freely as blood as
another time, and such fraternal em’races were testowed wpon
the prisoner by as many of both sexes as could rush at him, that
aiter his long and unwkolosome confinement he was in danger of
fainting from exhaustion; none the less because he knew very
well, that the very same people, cartied by another current,
would have rushed at him with the very same intensity, to rend
him to pieces and strew® him ovcr the stroets.

His removal, to make way for other accused persons who
were to bLe tried, rescued® him from these caressest® for the
moment. Five wero to bo 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 ocompensate
itszlf and the nation for 2 chance lost, that these five came
down to him befors be lefi the place, condemncd to die
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within twenty-four hours. The first of them told him so, with
the customary prison sign of Death-—a raised finger—and they
all added in words, ‘‘Long live the Republic!””

The five had had, it is true, no audience to lengthen their
proceedings, for when he and Doctor Manette emerged® from the
gate, therc was a great crowd about it, in which there seemed to
be every face he had seen in Court—esxcept two, for which he
looked in vain. On his ¢c>ming out, the concourse made at him
anew, weeping, embracing, and shouting, all by turns and all
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 among them, and-
which they had taken either out of the Court itself, or one of its
rooms or passags. Over the chair they had thrown a red flag,
and to the back of it they had Lound a pike with a r.d cap on
its top. In this car of triumph, not even the Doctor’s entreaties
ocou'd 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 stormy deep such wr:cks of faces, that he
more than once misdoubled® his mind being in confusion, and that
he was in the tumbril® on his way to the Guillotine,

In wild dreamlite* procession, embracing whom they met
and pointing him out, they carried him on. Reddening
the snowy strcets with the prevailing Republican colour, in

_winding and #ramping® through them, as they had reddened
them below the snow with a deeper dye, they carried him
thus fnto the court-yard of “the building where he lived..
Her father bad gone on before, to preparo her; and when
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her husband stood upon his feet, she dropped insensible in his
arms.

As he held her to his heart and turned her beautiful head
between his face and the brawling' crowd, so that his tears and
her lips might como together unscen, a few of the people fell to
dancing. Instantly, all the rest fell to dancing, and the court-
yard overflowed with the Carmagnole. Then, they elevated into
the vacant chair a yo:ng woman from the crowd to be carried as
tho Qoddess of Liber'y;? and then swelling and overflowing out
into the adjacent streets, and along the river's bank, and over
the bridge, the Carmagnole absorbed them every one and whirled
them away.

After grasping the Doctor’s hand, as he stood victorious and
proud before him; after grasping the hand of Mr. Lorry, who
came panting in lreathless from his struggle against the water-
epout® of the Carmagnole; after kissing little Lucie, who was lifted
up to clasp her arms round his neck; and after embracing the
ever zealous and faithful Pross who lifted her; he took his wife in
his arms, and carried her up to their rooms.

“Lucie! My own! I am safe.”

“Oh, dearest Charles, let me thank God for this on my knees
as I have prayed to him.”

They all reverently* bowed their heads and hearts. When she
‘was again in his arms, he said to her:—

“‘And now speak to your father, dearest. No other man in alf
this France could have dono what he has done for me.’*
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She laid her head upon her father’s breast, as she had laid his
poor head on her own breast, long, long ago. He was happy in
-the return he had made her, he was recompensed for his suffering,
he was proud of his strength. “You must not be weak, my
darling,” he remonstrated, “don’t tremble® so. 1 have saved
‘him."”’

CHAPTER VI
A KNOCK AT THE DOOR

“I BAVE saved him.”” It was not another of the dreams in,
which he had often come back; he was really here. And yet his
wife trembled, and a vague but heavy fear was upon her.

All the air around was so thick and dark, the people were.so

i 1 geful and fitful, the i were 50
ly put to death on vague suspicion and black malice, it was so
impossible to forget that many as blameles? as her husband and
88 dear to others as he was to her, every day shared the fate
from which he had been clutched, that her heart could not be as
lightened of its load as she felt it ought to be. The shadows of
the wintry afternoon wese Leginning to fall, and even now the
dreadful carts were rolling through the streets. Her mind
pursued them, looking for him among the Condemned; and then
she clung cioser to his real presence and trembled more.

Her father, cheering her, showed a compassionate
superiority® to this woman’s weakness, which was wonderful
to see. No garret, no shoemaking, no One Handred
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and Five, 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 frugal! kind: mot only
because that was the safest way of life, involving the least
offence to the people, but because they were not rich, and Charles,
throughout his imprisonment, had had to pay heavily for his
bad food, and for his guard, and towards the living of the poorer
prisoners. Partly on this account, and partly to avoid a domestic
8py, they kept uo servant; the citizen and citizeness who acted
as porters at the court-yard gate, rendered them ocoasional
service; and Jerry (almost wholly transferred to them by Mr.
Lorry) had becowme their daily refainer,® and had his bed there
every night.

It was an ordi. * of the Republic One and Indivisible of
Liberty, Equality, Fraternity, or Death, that on the door or
door-post* of every house, the mame of every inmate must be
legibly® inscribed in letlers of a certain size, at a certain conveni-
ent height from the ground. Mr. Jerry Cruncher’s name,
therefore, duly embellished® the door-post down below; and, as the
afternoon shadows deepened, the owner of that name himse'g
appeared, from overlooking a painter whom Doctor Manette had
employed to add to the list the name of Charles Evrémonde,
oalled Darnay.

In the universal fear and distrust that darkened the time,
all the usual harmless ways of life were changed. In the
Doctor’s little household, as in very many others, the
articles of daily consumption that were wanted were pur.
ohased every evening, in small quantities and at various
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small shops. To &void attracting notice, and to give as little
accasion as possible for talk 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 money;
the latter, the basket. Every afterncon 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 association with a French
family, might have known as much of their language as of her
own, if she had a mind, she had no mind in that direction;
consequently she knew no more of that *‘nonsense’” (as she was
pleased to call it) than Mr. Cruncher did. So her manner of
marketing wes to plump a noun-substantive® at the head of a
hopk without any i ion 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
{t, by holding ap, as a statement of its just price, one finger lesa
than the merchant held up, whatever his number might be.

“‘Now, Mr. Cruncher,’’ said Miss Pross, whose eyes were red
with felicity; “if you aro ready, I am.”

Jerry hoarsely professed himself at Miss Pross’s service. He
had worn all his rust off long ago, but nothing would file* his
apiky head down.” ~

“There’s all manner of things wanted,” said Miss
Pross, “‘and we shall have a precious time of it. Wo want
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‘wine, among the rest. Nice toasts® these Redheads will be drink-
ing, wherever we buy it.”

“It will be much the same to your knowledge, miss, I should
think,”” retorted Jerry, ‘‘whether they drink your health or the
0ld Un’s.”

‘“Who’s he?”’ said Miss Pross.

Mr. Cruncher, with scmo diffidence,” explained himself as
meaning “Old Nisk’s»”

“Ha!” said Miss Pross, “it doesn’t need an interpreter to
-explain the mean’ng of these creatures. They have but one, and
it’s Midnight Murder, and Mischicf.”

“Hush, dear! Pray, pray, be cautious!” cried Lucie. ‘‘Yes,
yes, yes, I'll bo cautious,”® said Miss Pross; “but I may say
among ourselves, that I do hope there will be no oniony and
tabaccoey smotherings® in the form of embracings all round, going
on in the streets. Now, Lady-bird, never you stir from that fire
till I come back! Take care of tho dear husband you have
recovered, and don’t move your pretty head from his shoulder
o8 you have it now, till you see me again! May I ask a question,
Doctor Manette, tefore I go?”

“I think you may take that liberty,” the Doctor answered,
smiling.

“For gracious sake, don’t talk about Liberty; we have quite
-enough of that,’” said Miss Pross.

‘““Hush, dear! Again?’ Lucie remonstrated.

“Well, my sweet,” said Miss Pro.s, nodding her head
emphatically, “the short ard the long of it is, that I am a
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subject of His Most Gracious Majesty King George the Third;"”
Miss Pross curtseyed® at the name; “and as such, my mazim® is,
Confound their politics,” Frustrate their knavish tricks,* On him our
hopes we fix, God save the King!""

Mr. Cruncher, in an access of loyalty, growlingly repeated the
words after Miss Pross, like somebody at church.

“I am gald you have so much of the Englishman in you,
though I wish you had nzver taken that cold in your voice,”
said Miss Pross, approvingly. “But the question, Doctor
Manette. Is thero”’—it was the good creature’s way to affect to-
make light of anything that was a great anxiety with thom all,
and to come gt it in this chanco manner—*is there any prospect
yet, of our getting out of this place?”

I foar not yet. It would be dangerous for Charles yot.”

“Heigh-ho-hum!"" said Miss Pross, cheerfully repressing a sigh
as she glanced at her darling’s golden hair in the light of the fire,
“‘then we must have patience and wait; that’s all. We must
hold up our heads® and fight low a3 my brother Solomon used to-
say. Now Mr. Cruncher!—Don’t you move, Ladybird!"

They went out, leaving Lucie, end her husband, her
father, and the child, by a bright fire. Mr. Lorry was
expected back presently from the Banking-hause, Miss
Pross had lighted the lamp, but had put it aside in a
corner, that they might enjoy the firelight undisturbed.
Little Lucie sat by her grandfather with her hands clasped
through his arm: and he, in a tone not rising much above
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» whisper, began to tell her a story of a great and powerful Fairy'
who had opened & prison-wall and let out a captive who had
once done the Fairy a service. All was subdued and quiet, and
Lucie was more at ease than she had been.

““What is that?”’ she cried, all at once.

“My dear!” said her father, stopping in his story, and laying
his hand on hers, *‘command yourself.? What a disordered state
you are in! The least thing—nothing—startles you! You, your
father’s davghier!”

““I thought, my fatker,” said Lucie, excusing herself, with a
pale face® and in a feliering voice,* “‘that I heard strange feet upon
the stair.”

“My love, the staircase is as still as Death.”

As he said the word, & blow was struck upon the door.

*‘Oh, father, father. What can this be! Hide Charles. Save
him!"

““My child,"” said tae Doctor, rising, and laying his hand upon
her shoulder, “I have saved him. What weakness is this, my
dear! Let me go to the door.”

He took the lamp in his hand, crossed the two intervening
outer rooms, and opened it. A rude claftering of feet over the
floor, and four rough men in red caps, armed with sabres® and
pistols, entered the room.

““The Citizen Evrémonde, called Darnay,’” said the first.

““Who seeks him?"’ answered Darnay.

“Iscek him. We seek him. [Lnow you, Evrémonde; 1 saw
you before the Tribunal to-day. You are again the prisoner cf
the Republic.”
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The four surrounded him, where he stood with his wife and
child clinging to him.

“Tell me how and why am I again a prizoner?"*

“It is cnough that you rctura straight to the Conciergerie, and:
will know to-morrow. You are s smmoned for to-morrow.’*

Dr. Manette, whom this visitation had so turned into stone,
that he stood with the lamp in his hand, as if he were a statue®
made to hold it, moved after these words were spoken, put the-
lamp down, and con’ronting the speaker, and taking him, not.
ungently, by the loose front of his red wosllen® shirt, said:i—

“You know him, you have said. Do you know me?"’

*Yes, 1 know you, Citizen Doctor.”*

*‘We all know you, Citizen Doctor’’ said the other three.

He looked asirasted
lower voice, after a pa:

y" from one to another, and said, in a

“Will you answer his que.tion to me then? How does this
happen?"

izen Doctor,” said the first, reluctan’ly,* “he has been
denounced® to the Section of S:int Antoine. This citizen,’”
pointing out the s2cond who had entered, “‘is from Saint.
Antoine.”

‘The citizen here indicated nodded his head, and added:—

+*He is accused by Saint Antoine,”

“Of what?”’ asked the Dootor,
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«Citizen Doctor,” said the first, with his former reluctance,
“agk no more. If the Republic demands sacrifices? from you,.
without doubt you as a good patriot will be happy to make
them. The Republic goes before all. The People is supreme*
Evrémonde, we are pressed.””

“One word,” the Doctor entreated. *‘Will you tell me who
denounced him?""

“It is against rule,” answered the first; “hut you can ask Him
of Saint Antoine here.’’

The Doctor turned his eyes upon that man. Who moved
uneasily on his feet, rubbed his hcard a little, and at length
said:—

“Well! Trnly it is against rule. DBut he is denounced—and
gravely—by the Citizen and Citizenzss Defarge. And by one
other.”

““What other?”

“Do you ask, Citizon Doctor?*

“Yes.”

“Then,” said he of Saint Antoine, with a stringe look,.*“you
will be answered to-morrow, Now, I am dumd®/”

CHAPTER VIII
A HAND AT CARDS

HAPPILY unconscious of the new calamity* at home,.
Miss Pross threaded her way® along the narrow streets and.
crossed the river by the bridge of the Pont-Neuf,® reckoning
in her mind the number of indispensable purchases she had
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to make. Mr. Cruncher, with the Lasket, walked at her eide.
They both looked to the right and to the left into most of the
shops they passed, had a wary' eye for all gregarious assemblages
of people,? and turned out of their roai® to avoid any very excited
group of talkers. It was a raw evening, and the misty rivers
blurred to the eye* with blazing lights and to the ear with harsh
noises, showed where ths barjes® were stationed in which the
smith worked, making guns for the Army of tho Republic. Woe
to the man® who played tricks with that Army, or got undeserved
promotion in it! Better for him that his teard had never grown,
for the Nationa! Razor’ shaved him close.

Having purchased a few small ariicles of grocery, snd a
measure of oil for the lamp, i s Pross bethought herself of the

wine they wanted. After peeping into several wineshops, she
stopped at the sign of The Good Republican Brutus® of Antiguily,”
not far from the National Palacz, once (and twice) the Tuileries,™®
whero the aspect of things rithor took her fancy. It had a
quister look than any other place of the same description they
had passed, and though red with patriotic caps, was not so red
2 the rest. Sounding Mr. Cruncher, and finding him of her
opinion, Miss Pross resorted to The Good Republican Brutus of
Antiquity, attended by her cava’ier.

Slightly observant of the smoky lights; of the Ppeople, pipe
in mouth, playing with limp cards® and yellow dominoes; of
the one bare-breasted, barc-armed, 80:t-begrimed®®  workman
reading a journal aloud, and of the others listening to him;
of the weapons worn, or la'd aside to be resumed; of
e two or three customers fallen forward asleep, who in
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the popular high-shouldered® shagyy’ black spencer® looked, in that
attitude, like slumbering® bears® or dogs; the two outlandish®
customers approached the counter, and showed what they
wanted.

As their wine was measuring out, a man parted from another
man in a cornor, and rosc to depart. In going, he had to face
Miss Pross. No sooner did he face her, than Miss Pross uttered a
scream, and clapped her hands.

In a moment, tho whole company were on their feet,”  That

body was inated® by body virdicating® a di
of opinion was the likelicst occurrsnce. Everybody looked to soo
somebody fall, but only saw a man and a woman standing staring
at each other; the man with all the outward aspect of a French-
man and a thorough Republican; the woman, evidently English.

What was said in this discppointing anti-climaz,”® by the
disciples of the Good Republican Brutus of Antiquity, except
that it was something very zolu>’e!* and loudl, would have been
as so much Hebrew or Chaldean to Miss Pross and her protector,
though they had leen all cars® But, they had mo ears for
anything in their surprise. For, it must be recorded, that not
only was Miss Progs lost in amazement and sgitation, but, Mr.
Cruncher—though it seemed on his own scparate and individual
account—was in a state of the groatest worder.

“What is the matter?”” said the man who had cnused Miss:
Pross to scream; speaking in a vezed,’® abrupf'* voice (though in a
low tone), and in English.

‘“Oh, Solomon, dear Solomon!’’ cried Miss Pross,
clapping her hends egain. ‘‘After not setting eyes upon.
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you or hearing of you for so long a time, do I find you here!”*

“Don’t call me Solomon. Do you want to be the death of
me?’’ asked the man, in a furtive,! frightened way.

“Brother, brother!’ cried Miss Pross, bursting info tears.”
“Have I ever been so hard with you that you esk me such a
cruel question?’”

“Then hold your meddlesome® tongue,” said Solomon, “‘and
-come out, if you want to speak to me. Pay for your wine, and
como out. Who's this man?”*

Miss Pross, shaking her loving and dijected* head at her by
no means affectionate brother, said through her tears, “Mr.
Cruncher."

“‘Let him come out too,”” said Solomon. “Does he think me a
.ghost?”*

Apparently, Mr. Druncher did, to judge from his looks. He
said not & word, however, and Miss Pross exploring the depths of
her reticule® through her tears, with great difficulty paid for
her wine. As she did so, Solomon turned to the followers of the
‘Good Republican Brutus of Antiquity, and offered a few words of
explanation in the French language, which caused them all to
relapse into their former places and pursuits.

“Now,” said Solomon, stopping at the dark street corner,
#what do you want?’*

‘‘How dreadfully unkind in a brother nothing has ever turned
my love away from!" cried Miss Pross, “‘to give me such &
greeting, and show me no affection.”
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“There. Con-found it! There,” said Solomon, making a dab*
at Miss Pross’s lips with his own. ‘‘Now are you content?'’

Miss Pross only shook her head and wept in silence.

““If you expect me to Le surprised,”” said her brother Solomon,
1 am not surprised; I knew you were here; I know of most
people who are here. 1f you really don’t want to endanger my
existence—which I half Lelicve you do—go your ways as soon
as possible, and let me go mine. I am busy. I am an
-official.”

*‘My English brother Solomon,”

mourned Miss Pross, casting
up her tear.fraught? eyes, “that had the makings in him of one of
the best and greatest of men in his native country, an official
among foreigners, and such foreigners! I would almost sooner
have seen the dear boy lyin: in his——""

I said so!”’ cried her brother, interrupting. “‘I knew it. You
want to be the death of me. I :Lall Lo rondered Suspeoted, by
my own sister. Just as I am getting on®”

““The gracious and mereiful Heavens forbid!’ cried Miss Pross.
*Far rather would I never seo you again, dear Solomon, though I
have ever loved you truly, and ever shall. Say but one affection-
ate word to me, and tell me there is nothing angry or estranged®
between us, and 1 will detain you no longer.”

Good Miss Pross! As if the estrangement between them
had come of any culpability of hers. As if Mr. Lomry had
aot known it for a fact, years ago, in the quiet corner in
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Solio, that this precious brother hed spent her money and left her!

He was seying tho affectionate word, however, with a far
moro grudging cond:scension* and patronage than he could have
shown if their rclative merits and positions had been rxoversed
(which is invariaily® the case all tho world over), when Mr. Crun-
cher, touching him on the shoulder, hoarsely and unexpectedly
interposed with the following singular question:—

“Isay! MNight J ask the favour? As to whether your name is.
John Solomon, or Solomon John?

The official turned towards him with sudlen distrust. He had
not, previondly uttered a word,

“Come!”’ said MNr. Cruncher. “Speak out, you know.”
(Which; by the way, was move than he could do himself)
“John Solomon, or Solomon Jokn? fhe calls you Solomon, and
she must know, Leing your sister. And 1 know you’re John, you
know. Which of the two goes first? And regarding that name

of Pross, likewise. That warn't® your namo cver the water.*”

“What do you mean?"

“Well, 1 don’t krcw ail I mean, for I can’t call to mind what
your name was, over the water.”

“No?"

“No. But I'll swear it was & name of two syllables.®”

“Indeed?”’

“Yes. T’othcr one’s was one syllablee I kmow you.
Wou was s spy-witness at the Bailey. What, in the name
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of the Father of Lies, own father to yourself, was you called at
that time?”

“Barsad,”” said another voice, striking in.

“That’s the name for a thousand pound!” cried Jerry.

The speaker who struck in, was Sydney Carton. Ho had his
hands behind him under the skirts of his ridingcoat,* and he stood
at Mr. Cruncher’s elbow as negligently as he might have stood at
the Old Bailey itself.

“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 myself elsewhere until all was well, or unless 1
could be useful; I present myself here, to beg a little talk with
your brother. I wisk you had a better employed brother than
Mr. Barsad. I wish for your sake Mr. Barsad was not a Sheep of
the Prisons.”

Sheep was a cant word® of the time for a spy, under the jailers.
The spy, who was pale, turned paler, and asked him how he
dared——

“I'll tell you,” said Sydney. ‘I lighted on you, Mr. Barsad,
coming out of the prison of the Conciergerie whilst I was contemp-
lating® the walls, an hour or more ago. You have a face to be
remembered, and I remember faces well. Made curious by secing
you in that connection, and having a reason, to which you are no
stranger, for iating you with the mis 3 of a friend now
very unfortunate, I walked in your direction. I walked into the

wine-ghop here, close after you, and sat near you. I had no dif-
ficulty in deducing from your unreserved conversation, and the
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rumour openly going about among your admirers, the nature of
your calling® And gradually, what I had done at random,
seemed to shape itself into a purpose, Mr. Barsad.”

“What purpose?” the spy asked.

““It would be troublesome, and might be dangerous, to explain
in the street. Could you favour me in confidence, with some
minutes of your company—at the office of Tellson’s Bank, for
instance?”’

“Under a threat?”’

“Oh! Did Isay that?”

““Then, why should I go there?'*

“Really, Mr. Barsad, I can’t say, if you can’t.”

“Do you mean that you won’t say, sir?’ The spy ¢rresolutely*
asked.

““You apprehend® me very clearly, Mr. Barsad. I won't.”

Carton’s negligent recklessness® of manner came powerfully 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 it.

“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
ungratefwl. But for my great respect for your sister, I might not
have led up' so pleasantly to a little proposal that I wisk to make
for our mutual satisfaction. Do you go with me to the Bank?"’
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“Pli hear what yon have got to say. Yes, I'll go with
you.”

1 propose that we first conduct your sister safely to the corner
of her own strect. Let me take your arm, Miss Pross. This is
not a good city, at this time, for you to be out in, unprotected;
and as your escort knows Mr. Barsad, I will invite him to Mr.
Lorry's with us.  Are we ready? Come then!”

Miss Pross recalled soon afterwards, and to the end of her life
remembered, that as she pressed her hands on Sydney’s arm and
Inoked up in his face, imploring' him to do no hurt to Solomon,
there was a braced purposs® in the arm and a kind of inspiration
in the eyes; which not only contradicted his light manner, but
changed and raised the man, She was too much occupied® then
with fears for the brother who so little deserved her affection, and
with Sydney’s friendly reassurances, adequately tc heed what she
observed.

They left her at the corner of the street, and Carton led the
way to Mr. Lorry’s, which was within a few minutes’ walk.* John
Barsad, or Solomon Pross, walked at his side.

Mr. Lorry had just finished his dinner, and was sitting before a
cheeryf little log or two of fire—perhaps looking into their blaze
for the picture of that younger elderly gentleman from Tellson’s,
who had lookad into the red coals at the Royal George at Dover,
now a good miny years ago. He turned his head as they
entered, and s10wed ths surprise with which he saw a stranger.

*“Miss Pross’s brother, sir,”’ said Sydney. ‘‘Mr. Barsad.”
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“‘Barsad?”’ repeated the old gentleman, *‘Barsad? I have an
association with the name—and with the face.”

“I told you you had a remarkable face, Mr. Barsad,”” observed
Carton, coolly. ‘‘Pray sit down.””

As he took a chair himself, he supplied the link* that Mr. Lorry
wanted, by saying to him with a frown® ‘‘Witness at thae
trial.”” Mr. Lorry immediately remembered, and regarded his
new visitor with an undisguised® look of abhorrence.*

“Mr. Barsad has been recognized by Miss Pross as the affec-
tionate brother you have heard of,”’ said Sydney, ‘“‘and has
acknowledged the relationship. I pass to worse news. Darnay
has been arrested again.”’

Struck with ion,® the old leman exclaimed, “What
do you tell me! I1léft him safe and fres within these two hours,
and am about to return to him!"*

‘‘Arrested for all that. When was it done, Mr. Barsad?’*

“‘Just now, if at all.”

*Mr. Barsad is the bost authority possible, sir,” said Sydney,
*“and 7 have it from® Mr. Barsad’s communication® to & friend and
brother Sheep over a bottle of wine, that the arrest has taken
place. He loft the messengers at the gate, and saw them admit-
ted by the porter. There is no earthly doubt that he is retaken.’

Mr. Lorry’s business eye read in the speaker’s face that it was
loas of time to duell upon® the point. Confused, but sensible that
something might depend on his presence of mind,® he commanded
himself, and was silently attentive.
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“Now, 1 trust,” said Sydney to him, “that the name and
influencet of Doctor Manctte may stand him in as good stead!
to-morrow--you said he would Le 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
0. 1own? to you, I am shaken,* Mr. Lorry, by Doctor Manette’s
not having had the power to prevent this arrest.”

“‘He may not have known of it beforehand,” said Mr. Lorry.

“But that very circumstance would be alarming, when we
remember how identified he is with his son-in-law.”

“That's true,” Mr. Lorry acknowledged, with his troubled
hand at his chin, and his troubled eyes on Carton.

“In short,” said Sydnoy, “this is a desperate time,® when
desperate games are played for desperate siakes.® Let the Doctor
play the winning game; 1 will play the losing one. No man’s
life hero is worth purchase. Any one carried home 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 tho friond I purpose to myself to win, is Mr.
Baread.”

*‘You need have good cards, sir,” said the spy.

“I'll run them over. Il see what I hold.—Mr. Loy, you
know what & brute I am; 1 wish you'd give me a little brandy.”

1t was put Lefore him, and he drank off a glassful—drank off
another glassful—pushed the bottle thoughtfully awav
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ir. Barsad,” he went on, in the tone of ous who really was

looking over a hand at cards: “Sheep of the prisons,* emissary®

of Republican commitices,® now turnkey,* now prisoner, always

fpy and secret informer, so much the more valuable here for

being English that an Englishman is less open to suspicion of
:

® in those ch than a T h

himeelf to his employers under a false name. That’s very good
card. Mr. Barsad, now in the employ of the Republican Frencir
government, was formerly in the employ of the aristocratio
English government, the enemy of France and freedom, That’s
an excellent card. Inference clear as day® in this region of
suspicion, that Mr. Barsad, still in the pay of the aristocratic
English government, is the spy of Pits! the feacherous® foe of the
Republic crouching in its bosom,” the English traitor and agent of
all mischief so much spoken of and so difficult to find. That’s a
card mot o be beaten.® Have you followed my hand, Mr.
Barsad?”

“Not to understand your play,’ returned the spy, somewhat
uncasily. *

I play my Ace,** Denunciation'® of Mr. Barsad to the nearest
Section Committee. Look over your hand, Mr. Barsad, and sce
what you have. Don’t hurry."”

He drew the bottle near, poured out another glassful of brandy,
and drank it of. He saw that the spy was fearful of his drinking
himself into a fit state for the immediate denunciation of him.
Seoing it, he poured out and drank another glassful.

“Look over your hand carefully, Mr. Barsad. Take lime."”
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It was a poorer hand' than he suspected. Mr. Barsad saw
losing cards® in it that Sydney Carton knew nothing of. Thrown
out of his honourable employment in England, through too much
unsuccessful hard swearing there—not Lecause he was not wanted
there—our English reasons for zaunting® our superiority to secrecy
and spies are of very modern date—he knew that he had crossed
the Channel, and accepted service in France: first, as a fempter*
and an eavesdropper® among his own countrymen there; gradually
as a tempter and an eavesdropper among the natives. He knew
that under the overthrown government he had been a spy upon
Saint Antoine and Defarge’s wine-shop; had received from the
watchful police such heads® of information concerning Doctor
Manette’s imprisonment, release, and history, as should serve
him for an introduction to familiar conversation with the De-
farges; and tried them on Madame Defarge, and had broken
down with them signally. He always remembered with fear and
trembling, that that terrible woman had knitted when he talked
with her, and had looked ominously’ at him as her fingers moved.
He had since seen her, in the Section of Saint Antoine, over and
over again produce he knitted registers, and denounce people
whose lives the guillotine then surely swallowed up. He knew, as
every one employed as he was did, that he was never safe; that
flight was impossible; that he was tied under the shadow of the
axe; and that in spite of his utmost tergiversation® and treachery
in furtherance of the reigning terror, a word might bring it down
upon him.  Once denouncéd,® and on such grave grounds as had
fust now been suggested to his mind, he foresaw that the dreadful
woman of whose unrelenting'® character he had seen many proofs,
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would produce against him that fatal register, and would quash®
his last chance of life. Besides that all secret men are men soon
terrified, here were surely cards enough of one black suit, to
justify the holder in growing rather livid® as he turned them
over.

“You scarcely seem to like your hand,”” said Sydney, with the
greatest composure, ‘Do you play?”

“I think, sir,”’ said the spy, in the meanest manner, as he
turned to Mr. Lorry, ‘I may appeal to a gentleman of your years
and benevolence, o put it to* this other gentleman, so much your
junior,* whether he can under any circumstances reconcile it to
his station to play that Aco of which he has spoken. I admit
that I'am a spy, and that it is considered a discreditable® station
—though it must be filled by somebody; but this gentleman is no
spy, and why skould he so demean® himself as to make himself
one?”

‘I play my Ace, Mr. Barsad,”’ said Carton, taking the answer
on himself, and looking at his watch. “Without any scruple,’ in
a very few minutes.’

“I should have hoped, gentlemen, both,” said the spy, always
striving to hook® Mr. Lorry into the discussion, *“that your respect
for my sister ”

“I could not better testify my respect for your sister than by
finally relieving her of her brother,” said Sydney Carton.

“You think not, sir?”’

*“I have thoroughly made up my mind® about it."

The smooth manner of the spy, curiously in dissonance
with'® his ostentatiously’ rough dress, and probably with his
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usual demeanour, received such a check from the inscrutability®
of Carton,~who was a mystery to wiser and honester men than
he,—that it faltered here and failed ¥im.* While he was at loss,
Carton said, resuming kis former air of contemplating cards:*-~

“And indeed, now I think again, I have a strong impression
that I have another good card here, nnt yet enumsrated.* That
friend and fellow-Sheep, who spoke of himself as pasturing in the
country prisons; who was he?"”

“French. You don’t know him,” said +he spy, quickly.

“French, eh?” repeated Carton, musing, and not appearing to
notice him at all, though he echoed his wevd.  “Well; he may
be.”

“Is, I assure you,” said the spy; “though it’s not important.”

““Though it’s not important,” repeated Carton, in the same
mechanical® way—*‘though it’s not important- —.No, it's not
important. No. Yot I know the face.”

“I think not. Iam sure not. I can’t be,” said the 8py.

“It—can’t—be,” muttered Sydney Carton, retrospectively,® and
Jfilling his glass' (which fortunately was a small one) again.
“Can’t—be. Spoke good French. Yet like a foreigner, I
thought?*’

““Provincial,*” said the spy.

“No. Toreign!” cried Carton, striking his open hand on
the table, as a light broke clearly on his mind. “Cly!
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Disguised, but the same man. We had that man Lefore us at
the Old Bailey.”

“Now, there you are hasty, sir,” said Barsad, with & smils
that gave his aquiline nose an extra inclination to one side;
“there you really give me an advantage over you Cly (who I wil
unrescrvedly® admit, at this distance of time, was a partner of
mine) has been dead several years. I attended him in his lasg
illness. He was buried in London, at the church of Saint
Pancras-in-the-Fielde. His unpopularity with the blackguard
multitude® at the moment prevented my following his remains,
but I helped to lay him in his coffin.*”

Here, Mr. Lorry became aware,® from where he sat, of & sost
remarkable goblin® shadow on the wall. Tracing it to its source,”
he discovered it to be caused hy a sudden extraordinary rising
and &tiffening® of all the risen and stiff hair on Mr. Cruncher's
head.

“‘Let us be reasonable,” said the spy, ‘‘and let us be fair. To
show you how mistaken you are, and what an unfounded assump-
tion® yours, is, I will lay before you a cértificate of Cly’s burial,
which I happen to have carried in my pocket-book,” with a
hurried hand he produced and opened it, “‘ever since. There it
is. Oh, look at it, look gt it! You may take it in your hand:
it’s no forgery.*”’ ’

Here, Mr. Lorry perceived the reflection on the wall to
elongate,’* and Mr. Cruncher rose and stepped forward. His hair
could not have been more violently on end,™* if it had been that
moment dressed by the Cow with the crumpled horn in the house
¢that Jack built.
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Unscen by the spy, Mr. Cruncher stood at his side, and
touched him on the shoulder like a ghostly bailiff.*

“That there Roger Cly, master,”” said Mr. Cruncher, with a
tariturn® and iron-bound visage.* “‘So you put him in his coffin?”’

“Idid.”

“Who took him out of it?’

Barsad leaned back in his chair, and stammered,* ‘“What do
you mean?’*

“l mean,” said Mr. Cruncher, “‘that he warn’t mever in it.
No! Not he! I'll have my head took off, if he was ever in it.”"

The spy looked round at the two gentlemen; they both looked
in unspeakable® astonishment® at Jerry.

“I tell you,” said Jerry, “that you buried paving-stones and
earth in that there coffin. Don’t go and tell me that you buried
Cly. 1t was a take in.” Me and two more knows it."

“How do you know it?"’

““What's that to you? Ecod!” growled Mr. Cruncher, “it's
you I have got a old grudge® again, is it, with your shameful
impositions® upon tradesmen! I'd catch hold of your throat and
choke'® you for half a guinea.!*”

Sydney Carton, who, with Mr. Lorry, had been lost in amaze-
ment* at this turn of the business, here requested Mr. Cruncher
to moderate!® and explain himself.

“At another time* sir,”” he returned, evasively,'® “‘the
present time is ill-conwenient®® for explainin® What I stand
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to, is, that hie knows well wot that there Cly was never in thut
there coffin. Let him say he was, in so much as a word of one
syllable, and I'll either catch hold of his throat and choke him
for half a guinca;” Mr. Cruncher dwelt upon this as quite a
liberal offer; “‘or I'll out and announce him.”’

" said Carton. “I hold another
card, Mr. Barsad. Impossible, here in raging Paris, with Suspi-

““Humph!* 1 see one thing,

cion filling the air, for you to outlive denunciation, when you are

in ication with another ari ic spy of the same
antecedents® as yourself, who, moreover, has the mystery about
him of having feigned death® and come to life again!/* A plot in the
prisons,® of the forcigner® against the Republic. A strong card—
a certain Guillotine card! Do you play?”’

“No!”” returncd the spy. “I throw up.' I confess that we
were 80 unpopular with the oufrageous mob,® that I only got away
from England at the risk of being ducked fo death,® and that Cly
w68 80 ferreted up and down,*® that he never would have got away
at all but for that sham.’* Though how this man knows it was a
sham, is a wonder of wonders™® to me.”

“Never you trouble your head about this man,” retorted the
contentious® Mr. Cruncher; “you’ll have trouble enough with
giving your attention to that gentleman. And look here! Once
more!"”—Mr. Cruncher could not be restrainod from making
rather an ostentatious parade™® of his liberality—*I'd catch hold of
your throat and choke you for half a guinea.”
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The Sheep of the prisons turned from him to Sydney Carton
and said, with more deeision, *“it has come (o a point! I go or
duty soon, ard can't overstay’ my time. You told me you had a
proposal; what is it? Now, it is of no use asking too much of me.
Ask me to do anything in my office, putting my head in great
extra danger, and I had better trust my life to the chances of
refusal than the chances of consent. In short, I should make
that choice. You talk of desperation.® We are all desperate here.
Remember! 1 may denounce you if I think proper, and I can
ewear my way through stone walls, and so can others. Now,
what do you want with me?”!

“Not very muck. You are a turnkey at the Conciergerie?”’

“I tell you once for all,* there is no such thing as an escape®
possible,’’ said the spy, firmly.

“Why need you tell me what I have not asked? You area
turkey at the Conciergerie?’?

1 am sometimes.”"

““You can be when you choose?"*

“I can pass in and out when I choose.”

Sydney Carton filled another glass with brandy, poured if
slowly out upon the hearth, and watched it as it dropped. It
being all spent, he said, rising:—

“Bo far, we have spoken before these two, because it was as
well that the merita of the cards should not rest solely between
yau and me. Come into the dark room here, and let us have
one final word alone.’*
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CHAPTER IX
THE GAME MADE

WaILE Sydney Carton and the Sheep of the prisons were in
the adjoining' dark room, speaking so low that not & sound was
heard, Mr. Lorry looked at Jerry ‘in comsiderable doubt and
mistrust.® That honest tradesman’s manner of receiving the
look, did not inspire® confidence; he changed the leg cn which he
rested, as often as if he had fifty of those limbs, and were trying
them all; he examined his finger-nails with a very questionable*
closeness of attention,® and whenever Mr. Lorry’s eye caught his,
he was taken with that peculfar kind of short cough requiring the
hollow of @ hand® before it, which is seldom, if ever, known to be
an infirmity® dant on perfect op of charact:

“Jerry,” said Mr. Lorry. ‘‘Come here.’’

Mr. Cruncher came forward sideways, with one of his shoulders
in advance of him.

“What have you been, besides a messenger?”

After some cogitation,® accompanied with an intént look at his
patron, Mr. Cruncher conceived the luminous idea of replying,
“Agricultooral character.”

“My mind misgives me much,” said Mr. Lory, angrily
shaking & forefinger at him, “that you have used the
respectable and great house of Tellson’s as a blind, and
that you have had an unlawful occupation of an infamous
deseription. I you have, don’t expect me to befriend
you when you get back to England. If you have, don’t
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expect me to keep your secret. Tellson’s shall not be imposed
Lupon.”

“I hope, sir,” pleaded the abashed® Mr. Cruncher, “that a
gentleman like yourself wot® I’ve had the honour of odd jobbing*
till I'm grey® at it, would think twice about harming of me, even
if it wos® so—1I don’t say it is, but even if it wos. And which it
is to be took into account that if it wos, it wauldn't even then,
Le all o’ one side. There’d be two sides to it. There might be
medical dociors at the present hour, a picking up their guineas
where a honest tradesman don’t pick up his fordens’—fardens!
no, nor yet his half fardens—half fardens! no, nor yet his quarter
—~a banking away like smoke at Tellson’s, and a cocking their
medical eyes at that tradesman on the sly,® a going in and going out
to their own carriages—ah! equally like smoke, if not more so.
Well, that "ud be imposing, too, on Tollson’s. For you cannot
sarse the goose and not the gander. And here’s Mr. Cruncher,
or leastways wos in the Old England times, and would be to.
morrow, if causo given, a floppin’ again the business to that
degree as is ruinating—stark ruinating/> Whereas them medical
doctors, wives don’t flop—catch ‘em at it! Or, if they flop, their
floppings goes in fovour of more patients, and how can you
rightly have one without the t’other? Then, wot with under-
takers,'® and wot with parish clerks,* and wot with sextons,’* and
wot with private watchmen (all awaricious*® and all in it), a man
wouldn’t get much by it, even if it wos so. And wot little a
man did get, would never prosper with him, Mr. Lorry. He'd
never have no good of it; he’d want all along to be out of the
line, if he could see his way out, being once in—even if it wcs
s0.”
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“Ugh!” cried Mr. Lorry, rather relenting, nevertheless, 1
am shocked at the sight of you."

“Now, what I would humbly 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 will not, sir,” returned Mr. Cruncher, as it nothing
were further from his thoughts or practice—*‘which I don’t say it
is—wot I would humbly offer to you, sir, would be this, Upon
that there stool, at that there Bar, sats that there boy of mine,
brought up and growed up to be a man, wot will errand you,
message you, general-light-job you, till your heels is where your
head is, if such should be your wishes. If it wos so, which I still
don’t say it is (for I will not prewaricate to you, sir), let that
there boy keep his father’s place, and take care of his mother;
don’t blow upon that boy’s father—do not do it, sir—and let
that father go into the line of the reg'lar diggin’, and make
amends for what he would have un-dug—if it wos so—by diggin®
of em in with a will, and with conwictions® respectin’ the futur
keepin’ of ’em safe. That, Mr. Lorry,” said Mr. Cruncher,
wiping his forehead with his arm, as an announcement that he
had arrived at the peroration® of his discourse, “is wot I would
respectfully offer to you, sir. A man don’t see all this here a
goin® on dreadful round him, in the way of Subjects without
Leads, dear me, plentiful enough fur to bring the price down to
porterage* and hardly that, without havin® his serious thoughts of
things. And these here would be mine, if it wos so, entreatin’ of
you fur to bear in mind that wot I said just now, I up and said
in the good cause when I might have kep’ it back.*
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“That at least is true,’”” said Mr. Lorry. “Say no more now.
It 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 knuckled! his forehead, as Sydney Carton and the
spy returned from the dark room. ‘‘Adieu, Mr. Barsad,”” said
the former; ‘‘our arrangement thus made, you have nothing to
fear from me.”

He sat down in a chair on the hearth, over against Mr. Lorry.
When they were alone, Mr. Lorry asked him what he had done?

“Not much. If it should go ill with* the prisoner, I have
ensured access® to him, once.”

Mr. Lorry’s countenance fell.*

“It is all I could do,” said Carton. *To propose too much,
would be to put this man’s head under the axe, and, as he
himself said, nothing worse could happen to him if he were
denounced. It was obviously the weakness of the position.
There is no help for it.”

““But access t0 him,” said Mr. Lorry, “‘if it should go ill before
the Tribunal, will not save him.”

“I never said it would.”

Mr. Lorry’s eyes gradually sought the fire; his sympathy with
his darling, and the heavy disappointment of this 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. “Forgive me if I notice that you are
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affected. I could not see my father weep, and sit by, carelcss.
And I could not respect your sorrow more, if you were my father.
You are free from that misfortune, however.”

Though he said the last words, with a slip* into his usual
manner, there was a true fecling and respect both in his tone and
in his touch, that Mr. Lorry, who had never seen the better side
of him, was wholly unprepared for. He gave him his hand, and
Carton gently pressed it.

““To return to* poor Darnay,”” said Carton. “Don’t tell Her of
this interview, or this arrangement. It would not enable Her to
go to see him. She might think it was contrived,® 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 at
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’t speak of me to
her. As Isaid to you when I first came, I had better not see her.
I can put my hand out, to do any little helpful work for her that
my hand can find %o do, without that. You are going to her, I
hope? She must be very desolate to-night.”

“I am going now, dircctly.”

“Iam glad of that. She has such a strong attachment to you
and reliance® on you. How does she look?'’

“‘Anxious and unhappy, but very beautiful.'*

CARIM
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1t was a long, gricving sound, like a sigh—almost like a sob
It attracted Mr. Lorry’s eyes to Carton’s face, which was turned
to the fire. A light, or a shade (the old gentleman could not
have said whick), passed from it as swiftly as a change will sweep
over a hillside* on a wild bright day, and he lifted his foot to put
back one of the little flaming logs, which was tumbling® forward.
He woro the white riding-coat and top boots, then in vogue,* and
the light of the fire touching their light surfaces made him look
very pale, with his long brown hair, all untrimmed,® hanging
loose about him. His indifierence to fire was sufficiently
remarkable to ciicit® a word of remonstrance from Mr. Lorry; his
boot was still upon the hot embers’ of the flaming log, when it
had broken 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 naturally handsome
featurcs, and having the expression of prisoners’ faces fresh in
his mind, he was strongly reminded of that expression.

“And your duties here have drawn to an end, sir?’ said
Carton, turning to him.

“Yes. As 1 was telling you last night when Lucie came in sa
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.® 1 was ready to go.”

They were both silent.
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“Yours is a long life to look back upon, sir?” said Carton,
wistfully.

I am in my scventy-cight year."”

“You have been useful all your life; stcadily and constantly
oceupied; trusted, respected, aud looked up t07*”

“I have becn a man of business, ever since I have been a
man. Indeed, 1 may say that I was a man of business when a
boy.”

““See what a place you fill at seventy-cight. How many people
will miss you when you leqre it empty/*’

‘A solitary old bachelor,"” answered Mr. Lorry, shaking his
head. ““There is nobody to weep for me.”

“How can you say that? Wouldn't She weep for you?
Wouldn't her child?"”

“Yes; yes, thank God. I didn’t quite mean what I said.”*

‘It is a thing to thank God for; is it not?’*

““Surely, surely.”

““If you could say, with truth, to your own solitary heart, to-
night, ‘I have secured to myself the love and attachment, the
gratitude or respect, of no human creature; I have won myselt a
tender place in no regard; I have done nothing good or service”
able‘to be remembered by!l’ your seventy-eight years would bo
seventy-eight heavy curses® would they not?”

““You say truly, Mr. Carton; I think thoy would be.””

Sydney turned his eyes again upon the fire, and, after a silence
of a few moments, said:~
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I should like to ask you:—Does your childhood seem far off?
Do the days when you sat at your mother’s knee, seem days of
very long ago?”’

Responding to his softened manner, Mr. Lorry answered:

“Twenty years back, yes; at this time of my life, no. For, as
I draw closer and closer to the end, I travel in the circle, nearer
and nearer to the beginning. It seems to be one of the kind
smoothings and preparings of the way. My heart is touched
now, by many remembrances that had long fallen asleep, of
my pretty young mother (and I so old!), and by many associa-
tions of the duys when what we called the World was not so real
with me, and my faults were not confirmed in me.”

“I understand the feeling!”’ exclaimed Carton, with a bright
Jlush.*  ““And you are the better for it?"*

“ hope s0.”

Carton terminated the conversation here, by rising to help him
on with his outer coat; “‘but you,” said Mr. Lorry, reverting to
the theme, ‘‘you are young.”

*‘Yes," said Carton. *I am not old, but my young way was
never the way to age*  Enough of me.”

“And of me, I am sure,” said Mr. Lorry. *‘Are you going
out?”

“I'll walk with you to her gate. You know my vagabond® and
restless habits. If I should prowl about* the streets a long time,
don’t be uneasy; I shall reappear in the morning. You go to the
Court to-morrow?”’

“Yes, unhappily.”
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“] shall be there, but only as one of the crowd. My Spy will
find a place for me. Take my arm, sir.”

Mr. Lorry did so, and they went down-stairs and out in the
streets. A few minutes brought them to Mr. Lorry’s destination.
Carton left him there; but lingered at a little distance, and
turned back to the gatc again when it was shut, and touched
it. Ho had heard of her going to the prison every day.
“She came out here,” he said, looking about him, “‘turned this
way, must have frod' on these stones often. Let me follow in
her steps.”

It was ten o'clock at night when he stood before the prison of
La Force, where she had stood hundreds of times. A little wood-
sawyer, having closed his shop, was smoking his pipo at his
shop-door.

“Good-night, citizen,”” said Sydney Carton, pausing in going
by; for the man eyed him inguisitively.*

““Good-night, citizen.’’

““How goces the Republic?”’

“You mean the Guillotine. Not ill. Sixty-threo to-day. We
shall mount to a hundred® soon. Samson and his men complain
sometimes, of being exhausted. Ha, ha, ha! He is so droil,*
that Samson. Such a Barber!”*

“Do you often go to see him——

“Shave? Always. Every day. What a barber! You have
scen him at work?”’

‘‘Never."

““Go and sec him when he has a pood alch® Figure this to
Yyourself, citizen; he shaved the sixty-three to-day, in less than ttoo
pipes!® Less than two pipes. Word of honour!”
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As the grinning! little man held out the pipe he was smoking,
to explain how he timed the executioner, Carton was so sensible
of a rising desire fo strike the life out of him,? thrt he turned
away.

“But you are not English,” said the wood-sawyer, ‘though
you wear English dress?”’

“Yeg,” said Carton, pausing again, and answering over his
shoulder.

“‘You speak like a Frenchman.”

“I am an old student here.”

“Aha, s perfect Frenchman! Good-night, Englishman.’*

“‘Good-night, citizen.””

“But go and see that droll dog,® the little man persisted,
calling after him. *And take a pipe with you!"*

Sydney had nét gone far out of sight, when he stopped in the
middle of the strest under a glimmering® lamp, and wrote with
his pencil on a scrap* of paper. Then, traversing® with the
decided step of one who remembered the way well, several dark
and dirty streets—much dirtier then usual, for the best public

in those times of terror—he
stopped at a chemist’s shop,® which the owner was closing with
his own hands. A small, dim, crooked shop, kept in a tortuous,®
uphill thoroughfare, by a small, dim, crooked man.

Giving this citizen, too, good-night, as he confronted him at
his counter, he laid the scrap of paper before him. ““Whew!*
the chemist whistled softly, as he read it.
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““Hi! hi! hi?”’

Sydney Carton took no heed and the chemist said:i—

“For you, citizen?”

“For me.”

“You will be careful to keep them separate, citizen? You
know the consequences of mizing' them?"

“Perfectly.””

Certain small packets were made and given to him. He put
them, one by one, in the breast of his inner coat, counted out
the money for them, and deliberately left the shop. “There is
nothing more to do,’”” said he, glancing upward at the moon,
“until to-morrow. I can’t sleep.”

It was not a reckless manner, the manner in which he said
these words aloud under the fast-sailing clouds, nor was it more
expressive of negligerice than defiance? It was the settled
manner of a tired man, who had wandered and struggled and
got lost,® but who at length struck into his road and saw its end.

Long ago, when he had been famous among his earliest compe-
titors as a youth of great promise, he had followed his father to
the grave. His mother had died, years before. These solemn
words, which had been read at his father’s grave, arose in his
mind as he went down the dark strects, among the heavy
shadows, with the moon and the clouds sailing on high above
him. “I am the resurrection® and the life, saith the Lord: he
that believeth in me, though he were dead, yet shall he live: and
whosoever liveth and believeth in me, shall never die.”*
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In a city dominated by the ave® alone at night, with natural
sorrow rising in him for the sixty-three who had been that day
put to death, and for to-morrow’s victims then awaiting their
doom® in the prisons, and still of to-morrow’s and to-morrow’s,
the chain of association that bromght the words home, like a
rusty old ship’s anchor from the deep, might have been easily
found. He did not seek it, but repeated them and went on,

With a solemn interest in the lighted windows Where the
people wero going to rest, forgetful through a few calm hours of
the horrors surrounding them; in the towers of the churches,
where no prayers were said, for the popular rerulsion® had even
travelled that length of self-destruction from years of priestly
smpostors,* plunderers,® and profligates;® in the distant burial-
places, reserved, as they wrote upon the gates, for Etornal Sleep;
in the abounding” jails; and in the strects along which the sixtles
rolled to a death which had become so common and material,
that no sorrowful story of a haunting Spirit ever arose among the
people out of all the working of the Guillotine; with a solemn
interest in the whole life and death of the city settling down to
its short nightly pause in fury; Sydney Carton crossed the Seino
again for the lighter strects.

Few coaches were abroad, for riders in coaches were liable
to be suspected, and gentilify® hid its head in red night-
caps, and put on heavy shoes, and trudyed® But, the
theatres'® woro all well filled, and the people porred cheerfully
out as he passed, and went chatting'* home. At one of the
theatrs doors, there was a little girl with a mother, looking
for & way across the strect through the mud. He carried
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the child over, and before the timid* arm was loosed from his
neck asked her for a kiss.

“I am the resurrection and the life, saith the Lord: he that
belioveth in me, though he were dead, yet shall he live: and
whosoever liveth and believeth in me, shall never die.”

Now, that the streets were quict, and the night wore on, the
words were in the echoes of his feet, and were in the air
Perfectly calm and steady, he sometimes repeated them to him-
sclf as he walked; but, he heard them always.

The night wore out, and, as he stood upon the bridge listening
to the water as it splashed? the river-walls of the Jsland of Paris,?
where the 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
scemed a3 if Creation® were delivered over to Death’s dominion.”

But, the glorious sun, rising, secmed to strike those words,
that burden of the night, straight and warm to his heart in its
long bright rays. And looking along them, with reverently
shaded eyes, a bridge of light appeared to span® the air betweon
bim and the sun, while the river sparkled® under it.

The strong tide,*® 50 swift, so deep, and certain, was like
a congenial friend,'* in the morning stillness.’* He walked by
tho stream, far from the houses, and in the light and warmth
of the sun fell asleep on the bank. When he awoke and
was afool’® again, he lingered there yet a little longer,
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watching an eddy* that turned and turned purposeless, until the
strecam absorbed it, and carried it on to the sea.—‘‘Like me!"’

A trading-boat,® with a sail of the softened colour of a dead leaf,
then glided into his view, floated by him, and died away. As its
silent track in the water disappeared, the prayer that had tvoken
up out of his heart for a merciful consideration of all his poor
blindnesses® and errors,* ended in the words, “I am the resurrec-
tion 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 little coffee, ate some bread, and, 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—
vhom many fell away from in dread—pressed him into an
obscure corner among the crowd. Mr. Lorry was there, and
Doctor Manette was there. She was there, sitting beside her
father.

When her husband was brought in, she turned a look upon
him, so ining,’” so ging,* so full of admiring love and
pitying tenderness,® yet so courageous'® for his sake, that it called
the healthy blood into his face, brightened his glance, and
animated his heart. 1If there had bLeen any eyes to notice the
influence of her look, on Sydney Carton, it would have been seen
to be the same influence exactly.

Before that unjusi®* Tribunal, 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
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laws, forms, and ceremonies,t had not first heen 80 monstrously®
abused,® that the suicidal* vengeance® of the Revolution was to
seatter® them all to the winds.

Every cye 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
thew, one man with a craving® face, and his fingers perpetually
hovering® about his lips, whose appearance gave great satisfaction
to the spectators® A life-thinsting cannibal-looking,* bloody-
mindd" juryman, the Jacques Three of Saint Antoine. The
whole jury, as a jury of dogs cmpannellei™ to try the deer.

Lvery eye then turned to the five judges and the public
prosecutor®  No f’nonrablr‘ leaning in that quarter to-day.
A fell, prorising, X 1 g there,
Every cye then sought some ather cye in the crowd, and gleamed
at it approvingly; and heads nodded at one another, before
bending forward with a strained® attention.

Charles Evrémonde, called Darnay. Released yesterday.
Reaccused' and retakcn®™ yesterday. Indiciment?* delivered to
him last night. Suspected and Denounced enemy of the Re-
public, Aristocrat, onc 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 Evrémonde,
called Darnay, in right of such proseription, absolutely Dead in
Law.

To this effect, in as few or fewer words, the Public Prosecutor.

Tho President asked, was the Accused openly denounced, or
secretly?

‘M'e 2 MTHA. 3 WEL 4 ety 5HREL 6 Bi. 7. MR S .

10. IL BARIMIZ 12 05 AZMR 13 B 14 BISHE
17 BHTR 18 8. 10 BISEE 20 MR
YA LR 24 KM

D?t

5. e 10,
2L Mﬁﬁﬂ’b 2 Rk



BOOK III. THE 1RACK OF A SIvRM 871

IR~ DN e, R, A, 12 A AR T A BEE AL, IR
ANy AU A A YRR

BN FT 5 HAERBE 109 Bl T o R — 1T iR ) FERI) R LB
SRR IR, S O TR W KRR~ APy —HAR R AR
B M5 RGO T Al FATI TR R0 T, e AR AR
BURM T BRI Y 0 NSRBI &, AP
BRI, MR TR A BBV = AP, L—8
R SRR % B

BB, WRSITEEIEN 1T 5 L, (P RBIRNREET .4
KATEEE LR A ORALS)  — TR0, R, BN
BV TEN R AR5 NGE B WBIAGE PR — A, BRI TR
DR LI s AR, FE MR BT BB Y BT,

SR ek, T 5 WK, T SR Bl , AT Wil o
SR AR R LA Ry & BRI RRe R, A SR R
Beha—B 7, S B REERE R SR s — A\ RBGME IS
ELITIIZ R, M6 B HIMR KA 26, B v , FE I 2 MR
B2 WREARTER,

BERGBEE, RIGESREB DI, BRI ROSR.

HEPREINR , BT BB AN B R EN SR




872 A TALE OF TWO CITIES

“Openly, President."

“By whom?”’

“Three voices Krnest Defarge, wine-vender'of Saint Antoine.”

“Good.””

“Thérése Defarge, his wife.”

“Good.”

‘*Alexandre Manette, physician.”

A great uproar took place in the court, and in the midst of it,
Doctor Manette was seen, palo and trembling, standing where he
had been scated.

“President, 1 indignanily® protest® to you that this is a forgery*
and a fraud® You know the accused to be the husband of my
daughter. My daughter, and those dear to her, are far dearer to
me than my life. Who and where is the false conspiraior® who
says that I denounce the husband of my child!”

“‘Citizen Manetto, be franguil.? To fail in submission to the
authority of the Tribunal would be to put yourself out of Law.
As to what is 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 his
bell, and with warmth resumed.

“Jf the Republic should demand of you the sacrificc of your
child herself, you would have no duty but to sacrifice her. Listen
to what is to follow. In the meanwhile, be silent!"*
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Frantic* acclamations were again raised. Doctor Manetto sat
down, with his eyes looking around, and his lips trembling; his
daughter drew closer to him. The craving man on the jury
rubbed his hands together, and restored the usual hand to his
mouth.

Defarge was produced, when the court was quiet cnough to
admit of his being heard, and rapidly crpounded? the story of the
imprisonment, and of his having been a mere boy in the Doctor’s
service, and of the release, and of the state of the prisoner when
released and delivered to him. This short examination followed,
for the court was quick with its work.

“You did good service at the taking of the Bastille, citizen?"*

““I beliove s0.”

Here, an excited woman screeched® from the crowd: ““You were
one of the best patriots therc. Why not say so? You were a
cannonier® that day there, and you were among the first to enter
the accursed fortress when it fell. Patriots, I speak the truth!™

It was The Vengoance who, amidst the warm commendations® of
the audience, thus assisted the proceedings. The President rang
his bell; but, The Vengeance, warming with encouragement,
shrieked, “I defy® that bell! wherein she was likewise much
commended.

“Inform the Tribunal of what you did that day within the
Bastille, citizen.”’

“I knew,” said Defarge, looking down at his wife, who
stood at the bottom of the steps on which he was raised,
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looking steadily up at him; “I knew that this prisoner, of whom
1 speak, had been confined in a cell known as One Hundred and
Five, North Tower. I knew it from himself. He knew himself
by no other name than One Hundred and Five, North Tower,
when he made shoes under my care. As I serve my gun that
day, I resolve, when the place shall fall, to examine that cell.
It falls. I mount to the cell, with a fellow-citizen who is one of
tho Jury, dirccted by a jailer. I examine it, very closely. In a
hole in the chimney, where a stone has been worked out and
replaced,® 1 find a written paper. This is that written paper.
Thave made it my business to examine some specimens® of the
writing of Doctor Manette. This is the writing of Doctor
Manette. I confide this paper, in the writing of Doctor Manette,
to the hands of the President.”

“‘Let it be read.”

In a dead silence and stillness—the prisoner under trial looking
{ovingly at his wife, his wife only looking from him to look with
eflicitude® at her father, Doctor Manette keeping his eyes fixed
on the reader, Madame Defarge never taking hers from the
prisoner, Defarge never taking his from his feasting wife, and all
the other eyes there intent upon the Doctor, who saw none of
them.—the paper was read, as follows.

CHAPTER X
THE SUBSTANCE OF THE SHADOW

*“I. ALEXANDRE MANETTE, unfortunato physician, native*
of Beauvais, and afterwards resident in Paris, write thig
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melancholy® paper in my doleful® cell® in the Bastille, during the
last month* of the year 1767. T write it at stolen interals, under
every difficulty. 1 design to seerefe? it in the wall of the chimney,
where I have slowly and laboriously® made a place of concealment”
forit. Some pitying hand may find it there, when I and my
sorrows arc dust.

““These words are formed by the rusty iron point with which I
write with difficulty in scrapings® of soof® and charccal® from the
chimney, mixed with blood, in the last month of the tenth year
of my captivity.?* Hope has quite departed from my breast.
I know from terrible warnings 1 have noted in myself that my
reason will not long remain unimpaired,’® but I solemnly declare
that T am at this time in the possession of my right mind**—that
my memory is exact and circumstantial**—and that 1 write the
truth as I shall answer for these my last recorded words whether
they be ever read by men or not, at the Eternal Judgment-seat.”®

““‘One cloudy' moonlight night, in the third week of December
(;think the twenty-second of the month) in the year 1757, I was
walking on a retired part of the guay'® by the Seine for the
refreshment®® of the frosty™ air, at an hour's distance from my
place of residence in the Street of the School of Medicine, when a
carriago came along behind me, driven very fast. As I stood
aside to let that carriage pass, apprehensive® that it might other-
wise 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 Fein in®
his horses, and the same voice called to me by my name.
1 answered. The carriage was then so far in advance of
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me that two geuntiemen had time to open the door and alight
before T came up with it. I observed that they were both wrap-
ped in cloaks, and appeared to conceal themselves. As they
stood side by side near the cartiage door, I also observed that
they both locked of about my own age, or rather younger, and
that they were greatly alike, in slafure,' manner, voice, and (as
far as 1 could sec) face too.

“““You are Doctor Manette?’ said one.

“‘lam.’

* ‘Doctor Manette, formerly of Beauvais,” said the other; ‘the
young physician, originally an ezpers® surgeon,® who within the
Iast year or two has made a rising reputation* in Paris?

“* ‘Gentlemen,’ I returned, ‘I am that Doctor Manette of whore
you speak so graciously.’

‘“‘We have been to your residence,’ said the first, ‘and not
being so fortunate as to find you there, and being informed that
you were probably walking in this direction, we followed, in the
hope of overtaking” you. Will you please to enter the carriage?'

“‘The manner of both was imperious,® and they both moved, a1
these words were spoken, 8o as to place me between themselve:
and the carriage door. They were armed. I was not.

“* ‘Gentlemen,’ said I, ‘pardon me; but I usually inquire whe
does me the honour to seek my assistance, and what is the
nature of the case to which I am summoned.’

“The reply to this was made by him who had spoken
second. ‘Doctor your clients' are people of condition. As
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to the nature of the case, our confidence in your skiil assures s
that you will ascertain it for yourself better than we can describe
it. Enough. Will you please to enter the carriage?”

“1 could do nothing but comply,* and I entered it in silence.
They both ontered after me—the last springing in, after putting
up the steps. The carriage turned about, and drove of at its
former spoed.

“‘I repeat this conversation exactly as it occurred. 1 have no
doubt that it is, word for word,? the same. I describe everything
exactly as it took place, constraining® my mind not to wander
from the task. Where I make the Lroken marks that follow
hero, 1 leave off for the time, and put my paper in its hiding-
place. * * % *

“The carriage left the strects behind, passed, the North Bar-
rier, and emergel* upon the country road. At two-thirds of a
league from the Barrier—I did not rstimate® the distance at that
time, but afterwards when 1 traverscd® it—it struck ows? of the
main avenue,® and presently stopped at a solitary house. We all:
three alighted, and walked, hy & damp® soft footpath in a garden
where a neglected fountain lia

overflowed, o the door of the
house. 1t was not opened immediately, in answcr to the ringing
of the bell, and one of my two conductors®® struck the man who
ppened it, with his heavy riding-glove, across the face.

“There was nothing in this action to attract my par-
ticular sttention, for I had scen common people struck
more commonly than dogs. Dut, the other of the two,
being angry likewise, struck the man in like manner with
his arm; the look and bearing™ of the brothers were then so
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exactly alike, that I then first perceived them to wve fwrix
brothers.?

“From the time of our alighting at the outer gate (which w-
found locked, and which one of the brothers had epened to admit.
us, and had re-locked)? 1 had heard crics procecding from an.
upper chamber.® T was conducted to this chamber straight, the:
cries growing louder as we ascended the stairs, and I found a
patient in a high fever of the brain,® lving on a bed.

“Tho patient was a woman of great beauty,® and young;
assuredly” not much past twenty. Her hair was tora® and ragged,
and her arms were bound to her sides with saskes® and handk: r-
chicfs? 1 noticed that these bonds were all portions of a
gontleman’s dress.  On one of them, which was a fringed scarf*
for © dreas of ceremony,’* I saw the armorial bearings®® of a Noble,
and the letter E.

“I saw thig,. within the first minute of my confemplation™ of
the patient; for, in her restless strivings she had turned over on
her face on 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 relieve 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 cyes were dilated” and wild, and she constantly
utterod piercing  shricks, 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:
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would begin again, and she would repeat the cry, ‘My husband,
ny father, and my hrother!” and would count up to twelve, and
say ‘Hush!” There was no variation® in the order, or the manner.
There was no cessation, but the regular moment’s pause, in the
utterance® of these sounds.

“‘“How long,’ I asked, ‘has this lasted?”

“To distinguish the Lrothers, I will call them the elder and the
younger; by the cider, I mean him who excrcised the most
authority. It was the clder who replied, ‘Since about this hour
last night.’

‘¢ ‘She has a husbarid, a father, and a brother?*

‘A brother."

““ ‘I dc not address her brother?’

“He answered with great contempt, ‘No.’

““‘She has some rccent association with the number twelve?®

“The younger brother impaticntly rejoincd, ‘With twelve
o’clock?

*“‘See, gentlemen,” said I, still keeping my hands upon her
breast, ‘how useless I am, as you have brought me! If I had
known what I was coming to sce, 1 could have come provided.$
As it is, time must be lost. Thero are no medicines to be
obtained in this lonely® place.’

““The elder brother looked to the younger, who said haughtily,®
“There is a case of medicines here;’ and brought it from a close,”
and put it on the table. * * * *

“I opened some of the bottles, smelt them, and put the
stoppers® to my lips. 1i 1 had wanted to use anything save
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narcotic medicines® that were poisons in themselves, I would not
have administered any ~f those.

‘Do you doubt them? asked the younger brother

““You see, monsieur, I am going to use them,’ I replied, and
said no more.

“I made the patient swallow, with great difficulty, and after
many cfiorts, the dose® that I desired to give. As I intended to
repeat it after a while, and as it was nccessary to watch its
influence, I then sat down by the side of the bed. There was a
timid and suppressed woman in attendance (wife of the man
down-stairs’), who had retreated into a corner. The house was
damp and decayed,® indifferently furnished—evidently, recently
occupied and femporarily® used. Some thick old hangings had
been nailed up before the windows, to deaden® the sound of the
shrieks. They continued to be uttered in their regular succession,
with the cry, My husband, my father, and my brother! the
counting up to twelve, and ‘Hush!” The frenzy’ was so violent,
that T had not unfastened the bandages® restraining® the arms:
but, I had looked to tkem, to see that they were not painful.
The only spark of encouragement® in the case, was, that my
hand upon the sufferer's breast had this much soothing
influence, that for minutes at a time it tranquillized® the figure.
It had no effect upon the cries; no pendulum'® could be morce
regular.

“For the reason that my hand had this effect (I assume}), 1 had
sat by the side of the bed for half an hour, with the two brothers
looking on, before the elder said:—

*“There is another patient.”
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**) was startled,’ and asked, ‘Is 1t a pressing case?”

** *You had better see,” he carelessly answered; and took up a
light. * * * *

““The other patient lay in a back room across a sccond
staircase, which was a species pf loff? over a stable. Thero was &
low plastered® ceiling® to a part of it; the rest was open, to the
ridge of the filed® 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. 1 had no pass through that part,
to get at the other. My memory is circumstantial and unshaken.
1 try it with these details, and I sce them all, in this my cell in
the Bastille, near the cls: 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 handsome peasant® boy—a boy of not more than
seventeen at the most. He lay on his back, with his teeth se,’®
his right hand clenchcd'® on his Lreast, and his glaring eyes
looking straight upward. 1 could not seo where his wound was,
as I kneeded on one knee over him; but, 1 could see that he
was dying of a wound from a sharp point.*?

*“‘lam a doctor, my poor fellow,” s1id L. ““Let me examine
it

“ I do not want it examined,’ he answered; ‘et it be.”*®

“lt was under his hand, and 1 soothed him to let me
move his hand away. The wound was a sword-thrust,}*
reccived from twenty to twenty-four hours before, but no
skill could have saved him if it had been looked to without
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delay. Te was then dying fast. As 1 turned my eyes to the
elder Lrother, 1 saw him looking down at this handsome boy
whose life was ebbing out,* as if he were a wounded bird, or hare,?
or ralibit; not at all as if he were a fellow-creature.

‘“‘How has this been done, mensieur?” said I

‘A crazed young common dog! A serf/* Forced my brother
to draw upon him, and has fallen by my brother’s sword—like a
gentleman.”

“There was no touch of pity, sorrow, or kindred humanity,
in this answer. The speaker seemed to acknowledge that it was
inconvenient to have that different order of creature dying there,
and that it would have been better if he had died in the usual
obscure* rouiine® of his vermin kind. He was quite incapable of
any compassionate focling about the boy, or about his fate.

“The boy’s eyes had slowly moved to him as he had spoken,
and they now slowly moved to me.

““ ‘Doctor, they are very proud, these Nobles; but we common
dogs are proud too, sowetimes. They plunder® us, outrage’ us,
beat us, kill us; but we have a little pride left, sometimes. She
—have you seen her, Doctor?®

*“The shrieks and the cries were audible® there, though subdued
by the distance. He referred to them, as if she were lying in our
presence.

“I'said, ‘I have seen her.’

“‘She is my sister, Doctor. They have had their shameful
rights, these Nobles, in the modesty and virtue of our
sisters, many years, but we have had good girls among
us. 1 know it, and have heard my father say so. She was
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a good girl. She was befrothed' to a good young man, too: a
terant® of his. We wae all tenants of his—that man’s who
stands there. The other is his Lrother, the worst of a bad race.”
<1t was with the greatest difficulty that the boy gathered bodily
force to speak; but, his spirit spoke with a dreadful emphasis.®

“““We were so robbed by that man who stands there, as all we
common dogs are by those superior Boings—taxed by him without
merey, olliged to work for him without pay, obliged to grind our
corn at his mill, obliged to feed scores of his fame* birds on our
wretched crops, and forbidden for our lives to keep a singio tame
bird of our own, pillage?® and plundered to that degree that when
we chanced to have a bit of meat, we ate it in fear, with the door
barred, and the shuiters® closed, that his people should not sec it
and take it from us—I say, we were so robbed, and hunted, and
were made 50 poor, that our father told us it was a dreadful thing
to bring a child into the world, and that what he should most
pray for, was, thas our women might be barrea’ and our miserable
race die out!”

“I had never Lefore seen the senso of being oppressed, bursting
forth like a fire. I had supposed that it must be lafent® in the
people somewhat; bus, I had never seen it break out, until I saw
it in the dying boy.

““Nevertheless, Doctor, my sister married. He was ailing®
at that time, poor fellow, and she married her lover,
that she might tend and comfort him in our cottage—our
dog hut, ss that man would call it. She had not been
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married many wecks, when that man’s Lrother saw her and
admired her, and asked that man to lend her to him—for what
are husbands among us! He was willing cnough, but my sister
was good and virtuous, and hated his brother with a hatred
as strong as mine. What did the two then, to persuade
her husband to use his influence with her, to make her
willing?’

“The boy’s eyes, which had been fixed on mine, slowly turned
to the looker-on, and 1 saw in the two faces that all he said was
true. The twb opposing kinds of pride confronting one another,
Ican see, even in this Bastille; the gontleman’s, all negligent
indifference; the peasant’s, all frodden-down® sentiment and
passionate revenge.®

““Yon krow, Doctor, that it is among tho Rigits of these
Nobles to harness us ccmmon dogs to carts, and drive us.
They so harnessed him and drove him. You know that it is
among their Righta to keep us in their grounds all hight, quicting
the frogs,® in order that their noble sleep may not be disturbed.
They kopt him out in the unwholc-some mists' at night, and
ordered him back into his harness in the day. But he was not
persuaded.  No! Taken out of harness one day at noon, to feed
~—if he could find food—he sobbed twelve times, once for every
stroke of the 411, and dicd on her bosom.’

*‘Nothing human could have held life in the boy but his
determination te tell all his wrony. He forced back the gathering
shadows of death, as Le forced his alénched® right hand to remain

clenched, and to cover his wound.
““Then, with that man’s prrmicsion® and ovon with his
aid, his Lrother took her away; in spite of what I know
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she must have told his 1rother—and what that is, will not be
long unknown Lo you, Doctor, if it is now—his brother took her
away—for his pleasure and diversion, for a little while. 1 saw
ber pass me on the road. When 1 too’s the tidings home, our
ore of the words that filled it.

father’s heart burst, he never spol
I took niy young sister (for | have another) to o place beyond
tho reach of this man, and where, at least, <he wili never he his
14 Then, 1 frarked? the hrother here, and last night climbod

ras
in—a common dog, but sword in hand--Where is the loft
window? It was somewhero hore?”

“The room was darkening to his sight; the world was narrow-
ing around him. I glanced akout me, and saw that tho hay and
straw were trampled over the floor, as if there had been a
struggle.

he heard me, and ran in. 10! her not to come near us
till he vias dead.  He cawe :n and first fossed’ me some picces of
money; then struck at me vith a whip* But 1, though o
common dog, so struck at him a: t¢ make him draw. Le{ him
break into as many pieces as Le will, the sword that he stained
with my common blood; he drew to defend hin:self—thrust at me
with all his skill for his life.”

“My glance had falicn, but a few moments befors, on the-
fragments of a broken sword, lying among the hay. That
weapon® was a gentleman’s,  1n another place, lay an old sword
that seemed to have been a soldier's,

“*‘Now, lift me up, Doctor; lift me up. Where is he>

““‘He is not Lere,’ I said, supporting the boy, and thinking
that he referred to the brother.
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““‘He! Troud as these Nobles ar:, he is afraid to sce me.
Where is the man who was here? Turn my face to him."

“I did so, raising the Loy’s head against my kneo. But,
fnvested for the moment with extracrdinary power, he raised
himself completely: obliging me to rise too, or 1 conld not have
still supported him.

“ “Marquis,” snid the boy, turned to him with his eyes opened
d, ‘in the days when all theso
things are to be answered for, I summon ycu and yours, to the

wide, and his right hand

last of your tad race, to answer for them. I mark this cross of

blood upon you, as a sign that 1 doit. In the days when ell
these things are to bo answered for I summon 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 1 do it.’

“Twice, he put his hand to the wound in his breast, and with
his forefinger drew a cross® in the air. He stood for an instant
with the finger yet raised, and, as it daopped, he dropped with
it, and I laid him down dead. * * * *

“‘When I returned to the bedside of the young woman, I found
ber raving in precisely® the same order and continuity® I know
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 giyen her, and I sat at
the side of the bed until the night was far advanced. She
mever abated the piorcing quality of her shrieks, never
stumbled* in the distinctness® or the order of her words.
They were always ‘My husband, my father, and rmy

LN FER. 2 e 3OREE 4% 5 3m.



BOOK T THE TRACK OF A STORM 401

“fls RAREBHIR IR AN 1, b AR R IR TR
TP IR L T AT Iy SR 2K T
TS PROML T AT A TR TAL, IRTETRBINE Lo (A,

B T—BAUL 0, LR kAL 6 AR Rk,

BHRBREL (NS
g4

el —FRiLEE."

“Ry, R TR E BTG LAY AR, Rl
AT AL T— 52, FAEROG T, T I fE 45 e T2, fl
SRR TACT , T e

2% AR
TEENE, Higk

&EMEJﬂzﬁZ"P,Ji?ﬁﬂm}a
“RESUGHER SHRIARS, S ERIRE , EBK AR EE
ATWD K ROREAE , o A7 IR RS 4035 ST HADBE L, TRl

B, BB, b



802 A TALE OF TWO CITIES

brother! One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine, ten,
elgven, twelve. Hush?

““This lasted twenty-six hours from the time when [ fist saw
her. I had come and gone twice, and was again sitting by her,
when she began to falter® 1 did what little could be done to
assist that opportunity, and by-and-by she sank into a lethargy,*
and lay like the dead.

“It was as if the wind and rain had lulled® at last, after a long
and fearful storm. 1 released her arms, and called the woman to
assist 10e to compose her figure and the dress she had torn. It
‘was then that 1 knew her condition to be that of one in whom
fhe first capectations* of eing a miother have arisen; and it wag
then that 1 lost the little hope 1 had had of her.

“ *Is she dead?’ asked the Marquis, whom 1 will still describe
as the elder brother, coming booted® into the room from his
horse.

“ ‘Not dead,” said I; ‘but like to die.”

“““What strength there i3 in these ccmmon bodies! he said,
looking down at her with some curiosity.

*‘There is prodigious® strength,’ I answered him, ‘in sorrow
and despair.”

“He first laughed at my words, and then frowned” at them.
He moved a chair with his foot near to mine ordered the woman
away, and said in a subdued voice,—

*“‘Doctor, fnding my brother in this difficulty with these
hinds,® 1 rccommended that your aid should bLe invited.
Your reputation is high, and, 8s a yowsg man with your
fortune to make, you are pobably mindf:l of your intapest.
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The things that you e+ here, are th'ngs to bo seen, and nok
spoken of.”
“Ilistened to the patint’s breathing, and avoided answering.

“Do you honour me with your aftention, Doctor?”

““Nonsiour, said I, “in my prefossion,® the communications® of
patients oro always received ‘in confidrncs’, I was guarded in
my ansver, for T was troulied in my mind with what I had
heard and scen.

“Her breathing was so difficult to trace, that I carefully tried
the pulse* and the baet.  There was life, and no more. Looking
round as I resumed my seat, I found Loth the brothers intent
upon me. ¥ ¥ * %

“T write with so much difficulty, the cold is so severe,® I am so
fearful of being dote~ted and consigned to an underground coll
and total Garkness, that T must abridye® this narrative”  There is
no confusion or failure in my memory; it can recall, and could
detail, every word that was cver spoken between me and those
brothers.

“She lingered for a week. Towards the lust, I could under-
stand some few syllables® that she said to me, by placing my car
close to her lips. She asked me where she was, and 1 told her;
who I was, and I told her. It was in vain that I asked her for
ber family name.  She faintly> shook her head upon the pillow,
and kept her secret, as the boy had done.

“I had no opportunity of asking her any question, until
1 had told the brothers she was sinking fas,'* and could
not live another day. Until then, though no one was.
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ever pregented 1o her corseiousness* save the woman and myseil,
one or other of them had always jealously sat behind the curtain
at the head of the hed when 1 was there. But when it came to
thit, they scemed careless what communication I might hol€
with her; as if—the thought passed {hrough my mind—I were
dying too.

“1 always observed that their pride bitterly® resented® the
younger brother’s (as 1 eall him) having crossed swords with a
peasant, and that peasant o boy. The only consideration that
appeared to affect the mind of either of them was the considera-
tion that this was highly degrading' to the family, and was
ridiculous®  As often as 1 caught the younger brother’s eyes,
their expression reminded me that he disliked® me deeply, for
knowing what 1 knew from the boy. He was smoother and more
polite to me than the clder; but I saw this. I also saw that 1
was an incumbrance” in the mind of the elder, too.

“My patient died, two hours before midnight—at a time, by
my watch, answering almost o the minule® when 1 had first seen
her. 1 was alone with her, when her 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, impatient
to ride away. I had heard them, alone at the hedside, striking
thoir boots with their riding-whips, and loitering'* up and down.

‘¢ 4t last she is dead?’ said the elder, when I wens in.

¢ ‘She is dead,’ said I

‘1 congratulate you, my brother,” were wis words ns he
turned round.
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“He had before offered me wonny, which I had postponed
taking. He now gave me a roulcau? f gold. 1 took it from his
hand, but laid it on the table. I had considered the question,
and had resolved to accept nothing.

“‘Pray excuse me,’ said I, ‘Under the circumstances, no.

*“They exchanged 1ooks, but bent their heads to me as I bent

mine {0 them, and we parted swithout another word on either
side. * * * %

“Tam weary,? weasy, weary—worn down by misery. I cannot
read what 1 have written with this gauré® hand.

“Early in the morning, the rouleau of gold was left at my door
in a little box, with my name on the outside. From the first, I
had anxiously considered what I ought to do. 1 deeidzd, that
day, to write privately to the Minister, stating the neturo of the
two cases to which I had been summoned, and the place to
which 1 had gone: in effect, stating all the eircumstances. 1
knew what Court influence was, and what the immunities® of the
Noblos were, and I expected that the matter would never ho
heard of; but, I wished to relieve my own mind. I had kept the
matter & profound secret,® cven from my wifer and this, too, I
resolved to state in my letter. 1 had no apprehension® whutever
of my real danger; but I was conscious that there might be
dangee for others, if others wero compromised by possessing the
knowledge that 1 possessed.

“I was much engaged that day, and could rot complete
my letter tFat night. I rose long Lefore my usual time
next morning to finish it. 1t was the last day of the year.
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The letter was lying before me just completed, when 1 was iold
that a lady waited, who wished to see me. ¥ * * ¥

< more and more unequal to the task 1 have set

3 am gronvin,
mysclf. Tt is g0 cold, so dark, my senscs are 5o henumbed,! and

the ¢lovm upen me i 5o dreadfal.

“The lady was veuns, encaging, »nd handsome, but not

marked for long life.  ~he was in great ayiation®  She presented

herseif to me as the wife of (he Marquis ~t. Evrémonde. [ con-
neeted the title by which the boy had adcressed the elder
brother, with the ix i* letter embroidsred on the searf, and
dty in wrning af the conclusion that Ihad scen

had no difii
that noLleman very late
“diy memory is still - cenrate, but I eannot write the words of

onur conversation. 1 snspect that I am watched more closely
than 1 was, and I krow not at what times I may be watched.
She had in part suspocted, and in part disoovered, the main ¢

of the cruel stery, of her hus
resorted to.*  She did not know that the girl was dead.  Her hopo

and's share in it, and my belng
’ Y 8

had been, she said in g-eit distress, to slow her, in sceret, a
woman’s sympathy. Her liope had teen to avert® the wrath® of
Heaven from a Housc that had long been hateful to the suffering
many.

“She had reasons for hel:
living, and her greatest desite was, to help that sister. 1 could
tell her nothing but that there was sueh a sister; beyond that, I
knew nothing. Her inducement to come to me, relying on my
confidence, had been the hope that 1 eculd tell her the name and
place of abode.* Whereas, to Uhis wretched hour I am ignorant
of both. * * * *

ving that there was a young sister
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“These scraps® of paper fail me. One was taken from me,
with a warning, yesterday. I must finish my record to-day.

““She was a good, compassionate® 1ady, and not happy in her
marriage. How could she ke! 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 sako, Doctor,’ she said, pointing to him in tears, ‘I
would do all I can to make what poor amends I can. He will
never prosper in his inheri herwise. 1have a p
that if no other innocent atonement* is made for this, it will one
day be required of him. What I have left to call my own—it is
little beyond the worth of a few jewels—I will make it the first
charge of his life to bestow, with the compassion and lamenting
of his dead mother, on this injured family, if the sister can be
discovered.’

“‘She Lissed the boy, and said, caressing® him, ‘It is for thine
own dear sake. Thou wilt be faithful, little Charles? The
ohild answered her bravely, ‘Yes!’ I kissed her hand, and she

took him in her arms, and went away caressing him. I never
saw her more.

‘“As she had mentioned her husband’s name in the faith that I
knew it, I added no mention of it to my letter. I sealed my
letter, and, not trusting it out of my own hands, delivered it
myself that day.
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“That night, the last night of the year, towards nine o’clock,
a man in a tleck dress rang at my gate, demanded to see me,
and softly followed my scrvant, Ernest Defarge, a youth, up-
stairs. When my servant came ints the room where I sat with
my wife—oh, my wife, beloved of my beart! My fair young
English wife!—we saw the man, who was supposed to be at the
gate, standing silent behind h'm.

“An urgent* case in the Rue St. Honor$, he said. It would
not detain me, he had a coach in waiting.

“It trought me here, it lrought me to my grave. When I
was clear of the house, a black muffler was drawn tightly over
my mouth from tehind, and my arms were pinioned.®* The two
Lrothers crossed the road from a dark corner, and ident!fied me
with a single gesture.* The Marquis took from his pocket the
letter I had written, showed it me, burnt it in the light of &
lantern that was held, and extinguished the ashes with his foot.
Not a word was spoken. I was Lrought here, I was brought to
my living grave.

““If it had pleased Gob to put it in the hard heart of either of
the brothers, in all these frightful years, to grant me any tidings of
my dearest wife—so muck as to let me know by & word whether
alive or dead—I might have thought that He had not quite
sbandoned them. But, now I bel'ove that the mark of the red
cross is fatal to thew, and that they have no part in His mercles.
And them and their descendants, to the last of their race, I,
Alexandre Manette, unhappy prisoner, do this last night of the
year 1767, in my unbearable® agony,® denounce to the times when

1 WD, &40 2 WEh. 3 4EM. 4 FH. 5 XWRE. 6 2M.
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all these things shall be answered for. 1 donounce them to
Heaven and to earth.”

A 'terrible sound arose when the reading of this document was
done. A sound of craving and eagerness' that had nothing
articulate* in it but blood. The narrative called up® the most
revengeful® passions of the time, and there was not & head in the
nation but must have dropped before it.

Little need, in presence of that tribunal and that auditory,® to
show how the Defarges had not made the paper public, with the
other captured Bastille memorials® borne in procession, and had
kept it, biding their time.?  Little need to show that this detested
family name had long been anathematized® by Saint Antoine, and
was wrought into the fatal register. The man nover trod ground
whore virtues and services would have sustained him in that
place that duy, against such denunciation.®

And all the worse for the doomed man,® that the denouncer was
8 well-known citizen, his own attached friend, the father of his
wife. One of the frenzied'* aspirations'® of the populace was, for
imitations of the questionable public virtues of antiquity, and for
eacrifices and self-immolaticns'® on the people’s altar, Therefore
when the President said (else had his own head guivered'* on his
shoulders) that the g_od phys cian of the Republic would deserve
tetter still of the Republic by rooting out*® an obnorious* family
of Aristocrats, and would doubtless feel a sacred glow and joy in
waking his daughter a widow and her child an orphan,! there
was wild excilement,”® patriotic fervour,® not a foach of human
sympalhyr®
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“Much influence around him, has that Doctor?”’ murmured
Madame Defarge, smiling to The Vengeance. *“Save him now,
my Doctor, save him!”

At every juryman’s vote, there was a roar.! Another and
another. Roar and roar.

Unanimously® voled. At heart and by descent an Aristocrat,
an encmy of the Republic, a nolorious® oppressor® of the People.
Back to the Conciergeric, and Death within four-and-twenty
hours!

CHAPTER XI
DUSK

THE wretched wife of the innocent men thus doomed to die,
fell under the sentence, as if she had been mortally siricken.®
But, she uttered no sound; and so strong was the voice within
her, representing that it was she of all the world who must uphold
him in his misery and not augment® it, that it quickly raised her,
even from that shock.

The judges having to take part in a public demonstration out
of doors, the tribunal adjourned.” The quick noise and move-
wment of the court’s emptying itsclf by many passages had not
ceased, when Lucie stood stretching out her arms towards her
husband, with nothing in her face but love and consolation.

“If 1 might touch him! If I might eabrace him once! Oh,
good citizens, if you would have so much compassi‘on for us!"
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There was but a jailer left, along with two of the four men who
had taken him last night, 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 & moment.”” It was
silently acquiesced in,' and they passed her over the seats in the
hall to a raised place, where he, by leaning over the dock, could
fold her in his arms.

“Farewell, dear darling of my soul. My parting blessing on
my love. We shall meet again, where the weary are at rest!”*

They were her husband’s words, as he held her to his bosom.

“I can bear it, dear Charles. I am supported from above:
don’t suffer for me. A parting blessing for our child.”

“Isend 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 himself
epart from her. *'We shall not be separated long. I feel that
this will break my heart by-and-by; but I will do my duty while
¥ can, and when I leave her, God will raiso up friends for her, as
He did for me.”’

Her father had followed her, and would have fallen on his
knees to both of them, but that Darnay put out a hand and
seized® him, erying:—

“No, no! What have you done, what have you done,
that you should kneel to us!l We know now, what a
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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 con-
quered, for her dear sake. We thank you with all our hearts,
and all our love and duty, Heaven bo with you!”

Her father’s only answer was to draw his hands through his
white hair, and wring them with a shriek of anguish.®

“It could not be otherwise,”” said the prisoner. ‘Al things
have worked together as they have fallen out. It was the
always-vain endeavour* to discharge my peor mother’s trust that
flest brought my fatal presence near you. Good could never
como of such v, a happier ond was not in nature to so unhappy
& beginning. Bs com’orted, and forgive me. Heaven bless
you**

As he was drawn away, his wife released him, and stood look-
ing after him with her hands touching one another in 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 her father
and Mr. Lorry were with her. His arm trembled as it raised her,
and supported her hoad,  Yet, there was an air about him that
was not all of pity—that had a flush of pride in it.

*Shall I take her to a coach? I shall never feel hor weight. ¥
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He carried her lightly to the door, and laid her tenderly down
in a coach. Her father and their old friend got into it, and he
took his seat beside the driver.

When they arrived at the gatewzy® where he had paused in the
dark not many hours before, to picture to himself on which of
the rough stones of the street her feet had trodden, he lifted her
again, and carried her up the staircase to their rooms. There,
he laid her down on a couch, where her child and Miss Pross
wept over her.

“Don’t recall her to herself,” he said, softly, to the latter,
“‘she is better so. Don’t revive? her to consciousness, while she
only faints.”

““Oh, Carton, Carton, dear Carton!” cried little Lucie, springing
up and throwing her arms passionately round him, in & burst of
grief. “Now that you have come, I think you will do something
to help mamma, something to save papa! Oh, look at her, dear
Carton! Can you, of all the people who love her, bear to see her
80?2

He bent over the child, and laid her blooming cheek againat
bhis face. He put ber gently from him, and looked at her uncon-
acious mother.

““Before 1.go,” he said, and paused—*1 may kiss har?"”

It was remembered afterwards that when he Lent down and
touched her face with his lips, he murmured some words. The
child, who was ncarest to him, told them afterwards, and told
ber grandchiidren® when she was a handsome old lady, that she
heard him say, ‘‘A life you love,"!
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When he had gone out into the next room, he turned suddenly
on Mr. Lorry and her father, who were following, and said to the
latter:—

“You kad great influence but yesterday, Dcetor Manette; let
it at least be tried. These judges, and all the men in power, are
very friendly to you, and very recognizant® of your services; are
they not?**

“Nothing connected with Charles was concealed from me. I
had the strongest assurances that I should save him; and I did.”
He returned the answer in great trouble, and very slowly.

“Try them again. The hours Letween this and to-morrow
afternoon aro few and short, but try.”

“Iintend to try. 1 wil 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 smile and a
sigh together, “such great things as this. But try! Of Lttle
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 will go,” said Doctor Manette, ““to the Prosecutor and the
President straight, and 1 will go to others whom it is better not
to name. I will write, too, and— But stay! There is a
celebration® in tho strects, and on one will be accessible until
dark.”

“Thet's true. Wolll Tt is a forlorn hopet at the best,
and not miuch the forlorner for being delayed till dark. 1
should like to know how you speed; though, mind! 1
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expect nothing! .When are you likely to have seen these dread
powers, Docter Manet.e?”

“Immediately after dark, I should hope. Within an hour or
two from this.”*

“It will be dark soon after four. Let us atretoh the hour or
two. IfIgo to Mr. Lorry’s at nine, shall I hear what you have
done, either from our friend or from yoursel{?*’

“Yes.”

‘‘May you prosper!'*

Mr. Lorry followed Sydney to the outer docr, and, touching
him on the shoulder as he was going away, caused him to turn.

I have no hope,” said Mr. Lorry, in & low and sorrowful
whisper.

“Nor have 1.”*

“If any one of these men, or all of these men, were disposed
to spare him—which is a large supposition; for what is his life,
or any man’s, to them!—I doubt if they durst spare him after
the demonstration® in the court.”

“Andsodo L 1heard the fall of the axe in that sound.”

Mr. Lorry leaned Lis arm upon the door.post® and bowed his
face upon it.

“Don’t despond,®” said Carton, very gently; “don't grisve,
1 encouraged Doctor Manette in this idea, because I felt that it
might one day be consolatory® to her. Otherwise, she might
think ‘his life was wanfonly® thrown away or wasted,’ and that
mighs trouble her.’”

LB ST S Araw. L o AR



BOOK ITl. THE TRACK DF A STORM 229

TR AR BRI R TR , Bt e

“URUEF CBNEL B, B S P —— (ARSI,

“HEI 2, R EAT, BRMR— B M. AR
BT S, TR, RATGE SRR MOFEL, SRAE IR B 208, WAL
KRBT

“HFH”

“frREEBIR BRL"

RS AR TOR R D) THE ANASHBOTIRE, FERSHANEIn:,
HeAfE) TR,

“REGHBUN T, RO ALR, E—RR TR, Tl
Hig,

RUYHHERL”

“RARRARI—N, ERFZ R 2 208, L
A — SBR—ERAME; B Theke, RESIAN, K
A -—IRIREER AR SO R AR, MR R AR,

“TRALR AL, BRI P RHB RIS B AR "

FE ARG F IR EFT & F0 LT, RA0T TLI0 5 EEMRY 1,

“FERERE, FHER BRELN RIS, REMAR
WAEE, PO RRE, RENES, SRH--KENEaR
AR SRR M A —~ X RIS RAL )M, TN TR s A ey
e, BRERRR.”



930 A TALE OF TWO OITIES

“Yes, yes, yes,” returncd Mr. Lorry, drying his eyes, “you
are right. But ho will perish; there is no real hope.”

“Yes. He will perish: there is no real hope,™ echoed Carton.
And walked, with a settled step, downstairs,

CHAPTER XII
DARKNESS

SYpNEY CARTON paused in the street, not quite decided where
to go. “At Tellson’s banking-house at nine,” he said, with a
musing face. *‘Shall I do well, in the meantime, to show myself?
I thiok so. It is best that theso people should know there %
such & man as I here; it is a sound precaution, and may be a
necessary preparation. But care, care, cara! Let me think it
our!”

Check'ng his steps which had tegun to tend towards an object,
he took & turn or {wo in the already darken ng street, and traced
the thought in his mind to its possible consequences. His first
impression was confirmed. *“It 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 Saint Antoine.

Defarge had described himself, that day, as’ the keeper
of a wne-shop in the Saint Antoine suburb® It was not
difficult for ore who knew the city well, to find his house
without asking any question. Having ascertained its
situation, Carton came out of those closar strests again, ani
dined at & place of refreshment and feil sound asleep after
dinner. Fort he first time in many years, he had no strong
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drink, Since last night he had taken nothing but a little light
thin wine, and last night he had dropped the trandy slowly
down on Mr. Lorry's hearth like a man who had done with it.

It was as late as seven o’clock when he awoke refreshed, and
went out into the streets again. As he passed along towards
Saint Antoine, he stopped at a shopewindow' where there was a
mirror,* and slightly altered® the disordered arrangement of his
loose cravat,® and his coal-collar,® and his wild hair. This done,
be wert on direct to Cefarge’s, and went in.

There happered to be no customer in the skop but Jacques
Thrae, of the restle s fingers and the croaking voice. This man,
whom he had seen upon the Jury, stood drinking at the little
counter, in conversation with the Defarges, man and wife. The
Vi assisted in the ion, like a regular member of
the establishment.

As Carton walked in, took his seat and asked (in very indiffer~
ent French) fof a small measure of wine, Madame Defarge cast &

careless glance at him, and then a keener, and then a keener,
and then advanced to him herself, and asked him what it was he
had ordered.

He repeated what he had already said.

“English?”’ asked Madame Defarge, inquistively raising her
dark eyebrows.

" After looking at her, as if the sound of even a single Frenoh
word were slow to express itself to him, he answered, in his
former strong foreiga accent, ‘Yes, madame, yea -1 am
English!™
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Madame Defarge returned to her counter to got the wins, and,
as he took up a Jacobin' journal* and feigned to pore over it
puzzling out its meaning, he heard her say, “I swear to you,
like Evrémonde!”

Defarge brought him the wine, and gave him Good-evening.

“How?”

““Good-evening. ™

““Oh! Goeod-evening, citizen,' filling his glass. “Ah! and
good wine. I drink to the Republic.”

Defasge went back to the counter, and said, “Certainly, a
little like.” Madame sternly® retorted,* I tell you:a good deal
kke.”* Jacques Threo pacifically remarked, “He is.so much in
your mind, see you, madame.” The amiable® Vengeance added,
with a laugh, “Yes, my faith! And you are looking forward
with so much pleasure to seeing him once.more to-morrow!”

Carton followed the lines and words of his paper, with a slow
fore-finger, and with & studious and absorbed face, They were
all leaning their arms on the counter close together, speaking
low. After a silence of a few moments, during which they all
looked towards him without disturbing his outward attention
from the Jacobin editor, they resumed their conversation.

“Is it true what madame’ says,’* observed Jacques Three.
“Why stop? There is great force in that. Why stop?™

““Well, well,” reasoned Defarge, “‘but one must stop some-
where. After all, the question is still Where?'?
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" said madame,

‘A eatermination,

“Magnificent!” croaked Jacques Three. The Vengeance, also,
high'y approved.

“Extermination is good doctrine, my wife,” said Defarge,
rather troulled; “‘in general, I say nothing against it. But this
Doctor has suficred much; you have seen him to-day; you have
observed his face when the paper was read.” ’

“I have observed his face!”’ repeated madame, contempluously®
and angrily. “Yes. I have observed his face. I have observed
his face to be nct the face of a true friend of the Republic. Let
him take care of his face!”

*“And you have observed, my wife,” said Defarge, in a depre-
catory® manner, “the anguish of his daughter, which must be a
dreadful anguish to him!™

“I have observed his daughter,” repeated madame; ““yes, 1
have observed his daughter, more times than onme. I have,
observed her to-day, and I have observed her other days. Ihave
observed her in the court, and I have obse:ved her in the street
by the prison. Let me but lift my finger——1"* She seemed to
raise it (the listener’s eyes were always on his paper), and to let
it fall with a raltle* on the ledze® before her, as if the axe had -
dropped.

“'The citizeness is superb/*” croaked the Juryman.

“‘She is an Angel/™ said The Vengeance, and embraced her.

“As to thee,” pursued madame, imp'acably,® addressing her
husband, “if it depended on thee—which, happily, it doss not—
thou wouldst rescue® this man even now.”
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“No!"* protested Defarge. *Not if to lift this glass would do
it! But I would leave the matter there. Isay, stop there.”

““See you then, Jacquesy’ said Madame Defargs, wrathslly*
“and see you, too, my little Vengeance; see you both! Listen!
For other crimes as tyrants and oppressors, I have this race a
long time on my register, doomed to destruction and extermina.
tion. Ask my husband, is that so.”

“It is 80,” assented Defarge, without being asked. X

“In the beginning of the great doys, when tho Bastille falls, ke
finds shis paper of to-day, and he brings it home, and in the
middle of the night when this place is clear and shut, we read it,
here on this spot, by the light of this lamp. Ask him, is that
s."

“°It is 80,”’ assented Defarge.

“That night, 1 tell him, when the paper is read through, and
the lamp is burnt out, and the day is gleaming in above those
shutters and between those iron bars, that I have now a secret to
communicate. Ask him, is that so.”

“It {3 s0,"” assented Defarge again.

“I communicate to him that secret. I smite® his bosom
with these two hands as I smite it now, and I tell him,
‘Defarge, I was brought up agong the fishormen of the
soashore, and that peasant family so injured by the two
Evrémonde brothers, as that Bastille paper describes, is my
family. Defarge, that sister of the mortally wounded Loy
vpon the ground was my sister, that husband was my sister’s
busband, that unborn child was theis child, that brother

LEE SR
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was my brother, that father was my father, those dead are my
a’end, and that summons to answer for those things descends to
me!” Ask him, is that so.”’

“It is 80,”” assented Defarge once more.

“Then tell Wind and Fire where to stop,” returned madame;
“‘but don’t tell me.”

Both her hearers* derived a horrible enjoyment from the deadly
nature of her wrath—the listener could feel how white she was,
without seeing her—and both highly commended it. Defarge, a
weak minority,’ interposed a few words for the memory of the
compassionate wife of the Marquis; but only elicited® from his
own wfe a repetition of her last reply. “Tell the Wind and the
Fire where to stop; not mel’*

Customers entered, and the group was broken up. The English
customer paid for what he had had, perplexedly counted his
change, and asked, as a stranger, to be directed towards tho
National Palace. Madame Defarge took him to the door, and
put her arm on his, in pointing out the road. The English
ctustomer was not without his reflections then, that it might be a
good deed to seize that arm, life it, and strike under it sharp and
deep.

But, he went his way, and was soon swallowed up in
the shadow of the prison-wall At the appointed hour, he
emerged from it to present himself in Mr. Lorry’s room
again, where he found the old gentleman walking to and fro
in restless anxiety. He said he had been with Lucie untij
just now, and had only left her for a few minutes, to come
and keep his appointment. Her father had not been seen
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since he gui‘ted* the banking-house towards four o’clock. She
had some faint hopes that his mediation might save Charles,
but they were very slight. He had been more than five beurs
gone: where could he be?

Mr. Lorry waited until ten; but, Doctor Manette not retun., ng,
and he being unwilling 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 Dootor
Manette did not come back. Mr. Lorry returned, and found on
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 was plain that all was lost.

Whether he had really been to any one, or whether he had
been all that time {raversing® the streets, was never known., 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
it?"

His head and throat were bare, and, as he spoke with a help-
less look straying all around, he took his coat off, and let it drop
on the floor.

““Where is my bench? I have been looking everywhere for
my bench, and I can’t find it.  What have they done with my
work? Time pressos; I must finish those shoea.”
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Tuoy looked at one another, and their hearts died within
ther.

“Come. come!"’ said he, in a whimpering® miserable® way; *let
me get to work. Give me my work.”

Recciving no answer, he tore his hair, and beat his feet upon
the ground, like a distracted child.

““Don’t torturc® a poor forlorn wretch,*” he implored them, with
& 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 50 cleerly beyond hope to reason with him, or try to
restore him,—that if by agr they each put a hand
upon his shoulder, ard soothed him to sit down before the fire,
with a promise that he should have his work presently. He sank
into the chair, and brooded over the embers, and shed tears. As
if all that had happened sinco the garret timo were a momentary

fancy, or a dream, Mr. Lorcy saw him shrink into the exact figure
that Defrage had had in keeping.

Affected, and impressed with terror as they both were, by this
spectacle® of ruin, it was not a time to yield to such emotions.®
His lonely daughter, bereft of7 her final hope and reliance,
appealed to them both too strongly. Again, as if by agreement,
they looked at one another with one meaning in their faces.
Carton was the first to speak:—

“The last chance is gone: 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 1
make the stipulations® 1 am going to make, and ezact® the
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promise I am going to exact; I have a reason—a good one.””

I do not douht it,”” answered Mr. Lorry. “Say on.”

The figure in the chair between them, was all the time mono-
tonously rocking' itsclf to and fro, and mowning.? They spoke in
such a tonc as they wonld have used if they had been watching
by a sick-bed in the night.

Carton stooped to pick up the coat, which lay almost en-
tangling® his fect. As he did so, a small case in which the
Doctor was accustomed to carry the list of his day's duties, fell
lightly on the floor. Carton took it up, and there was a folded.
paper in it. ““We should look at this!”’ he said. Mr Lorry
nodded his consent. He opened it, and exclaimed, ‘“Thank
Gop!”

“What is i6?”" asked Mr. Logry eagerly.

*“A moment! Let me speak of it in ity place. First,” he put
his hand in his coat, and took another paper from it, “that is
the certificate* which enables me to pass cut of this city. Look
atit. You sce—Sydney Carton, an Englishman?"

Mr. Lorry held it open in his hand, gazing in his earnest face.

“Keep it for me until to-morrow. 1 shall see him to-morrow,
you remember, and I had better not take it into the prison.*

“Why not?”

“% don’t know: I prefer not to do so. Now, take, this
paper gm”"pocwr Manette has carried about him. It is &
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similar certificate, enablitg him and his daughter and her child,
at any time, to pass the barrier and the frontier?* You see?”

“Yes!"

“Perhaps he obtained it as his last and utmost precaution
against evil, yesierday. When is it dated? But no matter;
don’t stay to leok; put it up carefully with mine and your own.
Now, obscrve! I never doubted until within this hour or two,
that he bad or could have such a paper. It is good, until re-
called. Ent it may be soon recalled, and, I have reason to think,
will be.”"

“They are not in danger!"”

““They are in great danger. They are in danger of denuncia-
tion by Madame Defarge. Iknow it from her own lips. I have
overhcard words of that woman’s, to-night, which have presented
their danger to me in strong colours. I have lost no time, and
since then I have scen the spy. He confirms me. He knows
that a wood-sawyer, living by the prison-wall, is under the
control of the Defarges, and has been rehearsed® by Madame
Defarge as to his having seen Her’’—he never mentioned Lucie's
name—making signs and signals to prisoners. It is easy to
foresee that the prefence® will be the common one, a prison plot,
and that it will involve her life—and perhaps her child’s—and
perhaps her father’s—for both have been seen with her at that
place. Don't look so horrified* You will save them all.”
+#‘Heaven grant \ may, Carton! But how?"”

N
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“1 am going to tell you how. It will depend on you and
could depend on no better man. This new denunciation will
certainly not take place until after to-morrow, probably not unti
two or three days afterwards; more probably a week afterwards.
You know it is a capifal crime,! to mourn for, or sympathize
with, a viefim® of the Cuillotine. She and her father would
unquestional ly le guilty of this crime, and this woman (the in-
veteracy® of whose pursuit cannot be deseribed) would wait to add
that strength to her cace, and make hersclf doubly sure. You
follow me?””

“So attentively,* and with so much confidence in what you say,
that for the moment I lose sight,®” touching the back of the
Doctor’s chair, “‘even of this distress.”

“You have money, and can buy the means of travelling to the
seacoast as quickly as the journey can be made. Your prepara-
tions have been cowpleted for some days, to return to England.
Early to-morrow have your horses ready, so that they may be in
starting {rim® at two o’clock in the afternoon.”

“It shall be done!”’

His manner was so fervent and in.piring, that Mr. Lorry
caught the flame, and was as quick as youth.

“You are a mnchle heart. D1id L siy we could depend
upon no better man? Tell her, to-night, what you know
of her danger as involving her child and her father Dwely
upon that, for she would lay her own fair head beside her
husband’s cheerfully.”” He faltecred for an instant; then
went on a8 before. “For the sake of her child and hcyp
father, press upou her the necessity of ieaving Paris with
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them and you, at that hour. Tell her that i w&s her husbaud’e.
last arrangoment. Tell her that more depends upon it than she
dare believe, or hope. You think that her father, even in this.
sad state, will submuit himself to her; do you uot?"”

“I am sure of it.”

“I thought so. Quictly and steadily Lave all these arrange-
ments made in the court-yard here, even to the taking of your
own seat in tho carriage. The moment 1 come to you, take me
in, and drive away.”

““I understand that 1 wait for you under all circumstance?”

“You have my certificate in your hand with the rest, you
know, and will rescrve my p'ace  Wait for nothing but to have
my place occupied, and then for England!”

“Why, then,’’ said Mr. Lorry, grasping his eager but so firm
and steady hand, *‘it does not all depend on one old man, but I
shall have a young and ardent® man at my side.”

“By the help of Heaven you shall! Promise me solemnly that
nothing will influcnce you to alter the courss on which we now
stand pledged to one another.®”

“Nothing, Carton.”

“Remember these words to-morrow: change the course, or
delay in it—for any reason—and no life can possibly be saved,
and many lives must inevitably be sacrificed.’’

“I will remember them. I hope to do my part faithfully.*

“‘And 1 hope to do mine. Now, good-bye!"

LBRE-M2ip 2 B 2 RMaam



BOOK III. THE TRACK OF A STORM 953

TEE—MBRHR . 060, R sk R B S S R, SER WK
WEE— R MR (AN W10 (48, By 508, e LR BB R
RZrb, b BNEE ; i RS EARER Y

“RALE R E AL

“RABduit, PR, SR RE—E), BETHF LEWS
A7 o R RRACT » SEARA TR, R ATRE

“RAE T, RAFTRAR, EETRITIREIE 2 T

“URFPHRETIINGBITE, (ST, (8 BRE—E L. T
BRI, MR RO, MR E R

“FREBAE, " ER AR LG MORTT T R F ETE, a8
FReAR—EERINL, (BRTFH—D 4 B AETRN S
"

“EIERIER, (P | AR TRAUIE sy , IORE A — LT L)
SR MEE, BB (REFHE, 4K 2, BREW TRz,

“BA By, KR

“BARAGASB RS SR TR R, RBEET - —
BB FEREA WY, SR SRR

P EILE R RA DR DR R,

“FRRRA AR SR




G54 A TALE OF TWO CITIES

Though he said it with a grave smile of earnestness,* 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 rocking figure
before the dying embers,® as to get a cloak and hat put upon it,
and to tempt it forth to find where the Lench and work were
hidden that it still moaningly besought® to have.” He walked on
the other side of it and protected it to the court-yard of the
house where the afflicted heart—so happy in the memgrable time
when he had revealed his own desolate heart to it—outwatched
the awful night. He entered the court-yard and remained there
for a few moments alone, looking up at the light in the window
of her room. Before he went away, he breathed a blessing
towards it and a Farewell.

CHAPTER X1

FIFTY-TWO
In the black prison of the Consiergerie, the doomed of the day
uwaited their fate* They were in number as the weeks of the year.®
Fifty-two were to roll that afternoon on the life-tide of the city
to the boundless® everlasting sea. Refore their celis were quit of
them, new occupants were appointed; before their blood ran into
the blood spilled yesterday, the blood that was to mingle with

theirs to-morrow was already set apart.®
Two score and twelve were told off. From the farmer-
gencral of seventy,® whose riches could not buy his life, to the
seamstress™® of twenty, whose poverty and obscurity could not
save her. Physical diseascs, engendered in'* the vices and
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neglects of men, will seize on' victims of all degrees; and thc
frightful moral disorder,” born of unspeakable suffering, intolerable
opprossion, and heartless indifierence, smote equaly without dis-
tinction.

Charles Darnay, alone in a coll, had sustained himself with no
flattering delusion* since he came to it from the Tribunal. In
every line of the narrative he had heard, he had heard his condem-
nation® He had fully comprehended that no personal influence
could possibly save him, that he was rirtually® sentenced by the
millions,” and that units could arail him nothing.®

Nevertheless, it was not easy, with the face of his beloved wife
fresh before him, to compose his mind to what it must bear. His
hold on Hfe was strong, and it was very, very hard, to loosen; by
gradual efforts and degress wnclosed a litfle hive® it clenched the
tighter there;'® and when he brought his strength to bear on that
hand and it yielded, this was closed again. There was a hurry,
%00, in all his thoughts, a lurbulent'* and heated working of his
heart, that contended against resignation.’* K, for a momeat, o
did feel resigned, then his wife and child who had to live after
him,** seemed to protest and to make it a seiflsh thing.

But, all this was at first.  Befors long,** the consideration that
there was no disgrace in the fate he must mest, and that numbers
went the same road wrongfully,"® and trod it firmly every day,
sprang up to stimulate’® Next followed the though, that
much of the future peace of mind enjoyable by the dear ones,
depended on his quict fortitud:}  So, by degrees he calmed into
the better state, when he could raise his thoughts much higher,
and draw comfort down.
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Before it had set in dark on the night of his condemnation, he
had travelled thus far on his last way. Being allowed to pur-
chase the means of writing, and a light, he sat down to write
until such time as the prison lamps should be extinguished.

Ho wroto a long letter to Lucie, showing her that he had
known nothing of her father’s imprisonment, until he had heard
of it from herself, and that he had been as ignorant as she of his.
father’s and uncle’s responsibility* for that misery, until the
paper had been read.  He had already explained to her that his
concealment from herself of the name he had relinguished, was
the one condition—fully intelligible now—that her father had
attached to their befrothal, and was the one promise he had still
exacted on the morning of their marriage. He entreated her, for
her father’s sake, never to seek to know whether her father had
become oblivious of? the existencet of the paper, or had had it
recalled to him (for the moment, ot for good), by the story of the
Tower, on that old Sunday under the dear old planetree in the
garden. If he had preserved any definite remembrance of it,
thero could be no doubt that he had supposed it destroyed with
the Bastille, when he had found no mention of it among the
relic#® of prisoners which the populace had discovered there,
and which had heen described to all the world. He esought®
her—though he added that he knew it was needless—to console
her father, by impressing him through every fende. means' she
could think of, with the truth that he had done nothing for
which he could justly reproach himself, but had uniformly
forgotten himself for their joint sakes.® Next to her preservation®
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of his own last grateful love and blessing, and her overcoming of
her sorrow, to devote herself to their dear child, he adjured® her,
as they would meet in Heaven, to comfort her father.

To her father himself, he wrote in the same strain;* but, he
told her father that he expressly confided his wife and child to
his care. And he told him this, very strongly, with the hopo of
rousing him from any despondency’ or dangerous refrospect*
towards which he foresaw he might be tending.

To Mr. Lorry, he commendcd® them all, and explained his
worldly affairs. That done, with many added sentences of
grateful friendship and warm attachment, all was done. He
never thought of Carton. His mind was so full of the others,
that he never once thought of him.

He had time to finish these letters 1efore the lights were put
out. When he lay down on his straw bed, he thought he had
done with this world.

But, it beckoned® him back in his sleep, and showed itself in
shining forms, Free and bappy, back in the old house in Soho
(though it had nothing in it like the real house), unaccountably’
released and light of heart, he was with Lucie again, and she
told him it was all a dream, and he had never gone away. A
pause of forgetfulness, and then he had even suffered, and had
come back to her, dead and at peace, and yet there was no
difference in him. Another pause of oblivion,® and he awoke in
the sombre® morning, unconscious where he was or what had
happened, untit it flashed upon his mind, “this is the day of my
death!””
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‘Thus, had he come through the hours, to the day when the
fifty-two heads were to fall. And now, while he was composed,.
and hoped that he could meet the end with quiet heroism,! a new
action began in his waking thonghts, which was very difficult to
master.

He had never scen the instrument® that was to terminate® his
life. How high it was from the ground, how many steps it had,
where he would he stood, how he would be touched, whether the

touching hands would be dycd* red, which way his face would be
turned, whether he would be the first, or might be the last: these
and many similac questions, in no wisc® directed by his will,
oitruded® themselves over and over again, countless times. Neither
were they connected with fear: he was conscious of no fear,
Rather, they originated in a strange besetting” desire to know
what to do when the time came; a desire gigantically® dispropor-
tionate to the few swift moments to which it referred; a wondering
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 be would never hear again. Nine gone for
ever, ten gone for ever, eleven gone for ever, twelve coming on
to pass away. Aftec a hard contest with that eccentric® action of
thought which had last preplexed 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 disteacting fancies, praying for himself and
for them.

Twelve gone for ever.
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He had been apprised® that the final hour was Three, and he
knew he would be summoned some time earlier, inasmuch as® the
tumbrils jolted® heavily and slowly throvgh the streets. There-
fore, he rezolved to keep Two before his mind, as the hour, and
80 to strengthen himself in the interval that he might be able,
after that time, to strengthen others.

Walking regularly 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 like 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 door
was opened, or as it opened, a man said in a low voice, in
English: *He has never seen me here; T have kept out of his
way. Go you in alone; I wait near. Lose no time!”

The door was quickly opened and closed, and there stood
before him face to face, quiet, intent upon him, with the light of
& smile on his features, and a cautionary® finger on his lip, Sydney
Carton.

There was something”so bright and remarkable in his look,
that, for the first moment, the prisoner misdoubted” him to be an
apparition® of his own imagining." But, he spoke, and it was his.
voice; he took the prisoner’s hand, and it was his real grasp.®
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«0f all the people upon earth, you least expected to see me?”’
he said.

“1 could ' not Lelieve it to be you. 1 can scarcely believe it
now. You are not”—the apprehension came suddenly into his
mind—*‘a prisoner?’’

“No. 1am accidentally posscssed of a power over one of the
keepers here, and in virtwe of ' 1 stand before you. I come
from her—your wife, dear Darnay.”

The prisoner wrung® his hand.

1 Lring you a request® from her.”

““What is it?”’

““A most earnest, presiing, and emphatic enfreaty,* addressed
to you in the most pathelic® tones of the voice so dear to you,
that you well remember.”*

The prisoner turncd his face partly aside.

“You have no time to ask me why I bring it, or what it
means; I have no time to tell you. You must comply with it—
take off those boots you

Thers was a chair against the wall of the ce'l, behind the

r,* and draw on? these of mine.’

prisoner.  Carton, pressing forward, hd already, with the speed
of lightning, got him down into it, and stood over him, barefoot.
“‘Draw on these boots of mine. Pu* your hands to them; put
your will to them. Quick!”’
“‘Carton, there is no escaping from this place; 1t never can be
done. You will only die with me. It is madness.”
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“It would be madness if I asked you to escape; but do I?
When I ask you to pass out at that door, tell me it is madness
and remain here. Change that crava* for this of mine, that coat
for this of mine. While you do it, let me take this ribbon? from
your hair, and shake out your hair like this of mine!"”

‘With wonderful quickness, and with & strength both of will
and action, that appeared quite supruatural,® he forced all these
changes upon him. The prisoner was like a young child in his
hands.

“Carton! Dear Carton! It is madnesw. Tt cannot be accom-
plished, it never can be done, it has been attempted, and has
always failed. 1 implore you not to add your death to the
bitterness of mine.”

“Do X ask you, my dear Darnay, to pass the door? When I
ask that, refusc. There ate pen and ink and paper on this table.
Is your hand steady enoigh to write?"”

““It was when you came in.”

“Steady it again, and write what I shall dictate. Quick,
friend, quick!”’

Pressing his hand to his bewildered head, Darnay sat down at
the table. Carton, with his right hand in his breast, stood close
beside him.

““Write exactly as I speak.”’

““To whor do I address it?”

““To no one.” Carton still bad his hand in his breast.

“Do I date it?"’

“No.”
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The prisoner looked up, at each question. Carton, standing
over him with his hand in his breast, looked down.

“<1f you remember,’”’ sai§ (‘arton, dictating, ** ‘the words
that passed between us, long ugy, you will readily comprebend
this when you see it. You do remember them, I know. Itis
not in your nature to forget them.’ "

Ho was drawing his hand from his breast; the prisoner chencing
to look up in his hurried wonder as he wrote, the hand stopped,
closing upon something.

““Have you written ‘forget them’?”’ Carton asked.

“Ihave. Is that a weapon in your hand?”

““No; I am not armed.”

““What is it in your hand?”’

“You shall know directly. Write on; there are but a few
words more.” He dictated again. ‘I am thankful that the
time has come, when I can prove them. That I do':o is no
subject for regret or grief.’” As he said these words with his
oyes fixed on the writer, Lis hand slowly and softly moved down
close to the writer’s face.

The pen dropped from Darnay’s fingers on the table, and he
looked about him vacantly.

“What wapour® is that?"" he asked.

““Vapour?”

*Something that crossed® me?’’

“I am conscious of nothing; there can be nothing here. Take
-up the pen and finisa. Hurry, hurry ™

As if his memory were impaired® or his faculties -
dered, tho prisoner made an effort o rally his atlentio
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As he looked at Carton with clouded eyes and with an altered
manner of breathing, Carton—his hand again in his breast—
looked steadily at him.

“Hurry, hurry

The prisoner bent over* the paper, once more.

“““If it had been otherwise;’ ’ Carton’s hand was again watch-
fully and softly stealing down; ‘I never should have used the
longer opportunity. If it had been otherwise;’ " the hand was
at the prisoner’s face; * ‘I should but have had so much the

more to answer for. If it had been otherwise——*’* Carton
looked at the pen and saw it was trailing off* into unintelligible
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 firm at his #ostrils,* and Carton’s left arm caught him round
tho waist. For a few seconds he faintly struggled with the man
who had come to lay down his life for him; but, within a minute
or 0, he was stretched insensible on the ground.

Quickly, but with hands as true to the purpose as his heart
was, Carton dressed himself in the clothes the prisoner had laid,
aside, combed* back his hair, and tied it with the ribbon the
prisoner had worn. Then, he softly called, ““Enter there! Come
in!"” and the Spy presented himself.

“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
Jingers,® “my hazard is not that, in the thick of business here, if
.you are true to the whole of your bargain.%"
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“Don’t fear me. I will be true to the death.”

“You must be, Mr. Carton, if the tale of fifty-two is to be
right. Being made right by you in that dress, I shall have no
fear.”

“Have no fear! I shall soon be out of the way of harming
you, and the rest will soon be far from here, please God! Now,
‘get assistance* and take me to the coach.’””

“You?” said the Spy, nervously.

“Him, man, with whom I have exchanged. You go out at
the gate by which you brought me in?"*

“‘Of course.””

““I was weak and faint when you brought me in, and I am
fainter now you take me out. The parting interview has over-
powered me. Such a thing has happened here, often, and too
often. Your lifs is in your own hands. Quick! Call assistance!””

““You swear not to befray’ me?” said the trembling Spy, as he
paused for a last moment.

“Man, man!" returned Carton, stamping his foot,* “have I
sworn by no solemn vow already, to go through with this, that
you waste the precious moments now? Take him yourself to
the court-yard you know of, place him yourself in the carriage,.
show him yourself to Mr. Lorry, tell him yourself to give him no
restorative* but air, and to remember my words of last night, and
his promise of last night, and drive away!”

The Spy withdrew, and Carton seated himself at the table,,
resting his forehead on his hands. The Spy returned immedistely
with two wen.
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“How then?"’ said one of them, contemp'ating* the fallen figure.
“So afflicted to fnd that his friend has drawn a prize in tne
lottery® of Sainte Guillotine?””

“A good patriot,” sa’d the other, ‘““could hardly have been
mere &ffiictad if tho Aristocrat had drawn o blank>”

They raised the unconscious figure, placad it on a liifer* they
hed 1rought to the door, and tent to carry it away.

“The timo is short, Evrémonds,” said the Spy, in a warning
voice,

“'I know it well,”” answered Carton, ‘‘Be careful of my friend,
I entreat you, and leave me.”

“Come then, my children,” said Barsed. “Lift him, and
come away!”

The door closed, and Carton was let alone. Straining his
powers of listening to the utmo:t, he I'stened for any sound that
might denote su:picion or alarm. There was none. Kejs turnsd,
doors clashed, footsteps passed along distant passages: no cry
was raised, or hurry mad>, that seemed unusual. Breathing
more freely in a little whie, h> sat down at the table, and
listened again until the clock struck Tiwo.

Sounds that he was not afraid of, for he divined their
mean'ng, then begin to Le audidle® Several doors were
opered in succession, and finally his own. A jailer, with
a list in his hand, looked ia, merely saying, *“Folow ma,
Evrémonle!” and he followd into a large dark room, at
4 distance. It was o dark winter day, and what with the
shadows within, and what with the shadows without, he
could but dimly discern the others who were brought there
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to have their arms bound. Some were standing; some seated.
Some were lamenting,* and in restless motion; but these were few.
Tho great majcrity? wero silent and still, looking fixedly at the
ground.

As he stood by the wall in a d'm corner, while some of the
fifty-two were brought in after him, one man stopped in passing,
to smbrace him, as having a knowledgz of him. It thrilled® him
with & great dread of discovery; but the man went on. A very
few moments after that, a young woman, with a slight girlish®
form, o sweet spare face in which there was no vestige® cof colour,
and large widely opcned patient eyes, rose from the seat where
he had observed her sitting, and came to speak to him.

“Citizen Eurémonde,” she said, touching him with her cold
hand. “I am a poor little seamstress,® who was with you in La
Force.”

He muermured for answer: “True. I forget what you were
sccused of?”

“Plots. Though the just Heaven knows I am innocent of any.
Is it likely? Who would think of plosting with a poor little
woalk creature like mo?’*

The forlorn smile with which she said it, so touched him, that
toars started from his eyes.

“I am not afraid to die, Citizen Evrémonde, but I have done
nothing. I am not unwilling to die, if the Republic which is to
do sv much good to us poor, will profit by wmy death; but I do
not koow how that can be, Citizen Evrémonde. Such a poor
woak littie ereaturo’?
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heart was to warm and

As the last thing on earth that hi
soften to, it warmed and softened 1o this pitiaile! girl,

“I heard you were released, Citizen Evrémonde. I hoped it
was true?”’

“It was. But, 1 was again taken and condemned.””

“If I may ride with you, Citizen Evrémonde, will you let me
hold your hand? Iam not afraid, but I am little and weak, and
it wiil give me more couragz.’”

As the patient eyes were lifted to his face, he saw a sudden
doubt in them, and then astonishment, Ho pressed the work-
warn,® hunger-worn young fingers, and touehed his lips.

““Are you dying for him?’’ she wh'spered.

‘‘And his wife und child, Hush! Yes.”

*‘Oh you will let mc hold your brave hand, stranger?"®

“Hush! Yes, my poor sister; to the last.'’

The same shadows that are falling on the prison, are falling,
in that same hour of the early afternoon, on the Barrier with tho
crowd about it, when a coach going out of Paris drives up to be
examined.-

““Who goes here? Whom have we within? Papers!’

The papers are handed out, and read.

French. Which is he?”

This is he; this helpless, inarti Iyt ¢

““Alexandre Manette. Physician:

old man pointed out.
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“Apparently the Citizen-Doctor is not in his right mind? The
Revolution-fever will have Leen too much for him?"*

Creatly too much for him.

“Hah! Many suffer with it. Lucle. His daughter. Trench.
Which is she?”

This is che.

‘“‘Apparently it must be. Lucie, the wife of Evrémonde; is it
not?”

It is.

“Hah! Evrémonde has an assignation elsewhere. Lucle, her
child. English. This is she?”

She and no other.

“Kiss me, child of Evrémonds. Now, thou hest kissed a good
Republican; something new in thy family; remember it! Syduey
Carton. Adcocate.* English. Which is he?””

He lies hero, in this corner of the carring>. He, too, i3 pointed
out.

“‘Apparently the Fnglish advocate is iz a swoon?'*

It is hoped he will recover in the fresher air. It is reprosented
that be is not in strong health, and has separated sadly from a
friend who is under the displeas:re® of the Republic.

“Is that ali? It is not a great deal, that! MNany are under
the displeasuro of the Republic, and must look out at the litile
window.* Jarvis Lorry. Eanker. Englih. Which is ho?”
Tam he. Necessarily, being the last.’
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1t s Jarvis Lomry who has replied to all the previous questions.
It is Jarvis Lorry who has alighted and stands with his hand on

what little luggazs® it carrios on the roof; the country-peaplo
hanging about, pr233 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 Guillotire.

“Behold your papers, Jarvis Lorry, countersigned.*™

“One can depart, citizen?”

“One can depart. Forward, my postilions/* A good journey!™

““I salute you, ctizens.—And the first danger passed!™

These ere again the words of Jarvis Lorry, as he claspa his
hands, and looks upward. There is terror in the carriage, there
i3 weeping, there is the heavy breathing of the insensible traveller.

‘*Are we not going too slowly? Can they not be induced to go
faster?"’ asks Lucle, clinging® to the old man.

It would scem like flight, my darling. I rmust not urge them
too much; it wou'd rouse suspicion.””

“Look back, look back, and see if we are puraued!”

““The road is clear, my dearest. So far, we arc not pursued.”

Houses in twos and threes pass by us, solitary farms,
ruinous® buildings, dycworks? lannerics,® and the liks, open
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country, avenues of lcaficss’ trees. The hard uneven pavemont
is under us, the soft decp mud is on either side. Sometimes, we
strike into the skirding mud, to avoid the stones that clatter us
and shake us; somet'mes we stick in rus™ and sloughs® there.
The agony of our impatience is then so great, that in our wild
alarm and hurry we are for getting out and running—hiding—
doing anything Lut stopping.

Out of the open country, in again among ruinous buildings,
solitary farms, dye-works, tanneries, and the like, cottages in
twos and threes, avenucs of leafless trees. Have these men
dcceived us, and taken us back by another road? Is not this
the same place twice over? Thank Heaven, no. A village. Look
back, look back, and see if we ere pursued! Hush! the posting-
hovse.

Leisurely, our four hcrses are taken out; leisurely, the coach
stands in the little street, bereft® of horses, and ‘with no likelihood
upon it of ever moving 2galn; leisurely; the new horses come into
visible existence, one by one; leisurely, the new postilions follow,
sucking and plaiting® the lashes of their whips; leisurely, the old
postilions count their money, make wrong additions, and arrive
at dissatisfied results.  All the time, our overfraught hearts are
beating at a rate that would far outstrip® the fastest gallop of the
fastest horses ever joa'ed.”

At length the new postilions are in their saddles, ar the old
are left Lehind. We are through the village, up the hill, and
down the hil, and on the low watery groundss Suddenly, the
postilions exchenge speech with animated gesticulation,® and tho
horses are pulled up, almost on their kaunches® We are pursued?
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I

“Ho! Within the carriage there. Speak then!
“What is it?"’ asks Mr. Lorry, looking out at window,
“Eow many did they say?”

“I do not understand you.”

“_ At the last port. How many to the Guillotine to-day?"

“Fifty-two.”

“I said so! A brave number! My fellow-citizen here would
have it forty-two; ten more heads are worth having. The Guillo-
tine goes handsomely. Ilove it. Hi forward. Whoop!™”’

The night comes on dark. He moves more; he is beginning to
revive, and to speak intelligibly; be thinks they are still togethor;
he asks him by his name, what he has in his hand. O pity us,
knd Heaven, and help us! Look out, look out, and seo if we
are pursued.

The wind is rushing after us, and the clouds are flying after
us, and the moon is plunging® afier us, and tho whole wild night
is in pursuit of us; but, so far, we are pursucd by nothing else.

CHAPTER XIV
THE KNITTING DONE

In that samo juncture of ¢ime® when the Fifty-Two
awaited their fate, Madame Tefrage held darkly ominous®
council with The Vengeance and Jacques Three of the
Revolutionary Jury. Not in tho wine-shop did Madame
Defargs confer with these ministers, but in tho shed® of the
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wood-sawyer, erst' a mender of roads. The sawyer himself did
not participale in® the conference,® but abid:d* at a L'ttle distance,
like an outer sate'lite® who wes not to speak until required, or to
offer an opinion until invited.

“But our Defarge,” said Jacques Three, ‘‘is undoubtedly a
good Republican? Eh?”

““There is no better,”” the voluble Vengeance protested in her
ehrill® notes, *‘in France.”

“Peace, little Vengeance,” said Madame Defarge, laying her
hand with a slight frown on her licuenant’s’ lips, ‘‘hear me
speak. My hushand, fellow-citizen, is a good Republican and a
bold man; he has deserved weil of the Republic, and possesses its
confideuce. But my husband has his weaknesses, and he is so
weak as to relcnt towards® this Doctor.”

“It is a great pity,” croaked Jacques Three, dubiously shaking
his head, with his cruel fingers at his hungry mouth; “‘it is not
quite like & good cisizen; it is a thing to regret.”

“‘See you,” said madame, “I care nothiny for this Doctor, I.
He may wear his head or lose it, for any interest 1 have in him;
it is all one® to me. But, the Evrémonde people are to be exter-
minated, and the wife and child must follow the husband and
father.””

“She has a fine head for it,” croaked Jacques Three. I have
seen blue eyos and golden hair there, and they looked charming
when Samson held thom up.’” Ogre that he was, he spoke like
an epicure.®
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Madame Defarge cast down her eyes, and reflected a little.

“The chiid also,” observed Jacques Three, w'th a medilatire*
enjoyment of his words, “has gellen hair and blue eyes.  And
we seldom have a child there. It is a protty sight!”

“In a word,” sa’d Madamz Deferge, coming o1t of her short
abstraction, “I eannot trust my husband in ths matter. Not
only do I feol, since last night, that I dare not confide to him
the details of my projects; but also I feel that if 1 delay, there is

ving warnidg, and then they might escape.’*

danger of his

““That must never be,” croaked Jacques Three; “no one must
escape. We have not half enough as it is. We ought to have
six score a day.””

“In a wcrd,”” Madame Defargs went on, “my husband has not
my reason for pursuing th's family to annikilation,® and I have
not his reason for regardiag this Doctor with any sensibility, I
must act for myself, therefore. Come hither, little citizen.”

The wood-sawyer, who held her in the respect, and himself in
tho submission,® of mortal fear, advanced with his hand t3 his
red cap.

“Touching those signals, littic citizen,’” said Madame Defarge,
sternly, ‘‘that she made to the prisoners; you are ready to bear
witness to them this very day?"’

>, ay, why not!” crizd ths sawyer. “Every day, in all
weathers from two to four, always eizralling, sometimes with the
littie ono, sometimes without. I know what I know. I have
seen with my cyes.’*
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Fi¢ made all manner of gestures' while he spoke, as if in
incidental® imita‘ion® of some few of the great diversity* of signals
that he had never seen.

“Clearly plots,” said Jacques Three. “Transprrentlyl*”

“There 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,’”’ sald Madame Defarge, pondering again!
“Yet once more! Can I spare this Coctor to my husband? I
have no feeling either way. Can I spare him?™

“He would count as one head,” observed Jucques Three, in a
low voice. ‘We really have not heads enough; it would be a
pity, I think.”

“Ho was signalling with her when I saw her,”” argued Madame
Defacge:  *I cannot speak of one without the other; and I must
not Lo silent, and trust the case wholly to him, this little citizen
here. For, I am not & bad witness.”

The Vengeance and Jacques Three vied® with each other in
their fervent profesia‘ions’ that she was most admirable and
marvellous of witnesses, The little citzen, not to ve oudone,®
declared her to be a celes!ial® witness.

“He must take his chance,” said Madame Defarge. “No, I
cannot spare him! You arz engaged at three o’clock; you are
going to sce the barchi® of to-day exeouted.—You?”
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The question was addressed to the wood-sawyer, who hurriedly
replied in the affirmative: seizing the occasior ‘o add that he was
the most ardent of Republicans, and that i would be in effect
the most desolate of Republicans, if anythirg prevented him
from enjoying the pleasure of smoking bis afternoon pipe in the
contemplation of the droll* national barber.! He was so very
demonstrative herein, 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 persoaal safety, every hour in the day.

““L,” said madame, ‘‘am equally engaged at the same placs.
After it is  at eight to-night you to me in Saint

Antoine, and we will give information against these people at my
Bection.”

The wood-sawyer said he would be proud and flattered to
attend the citizeness. The citizeness looking at him, he became
embarrassed, evaded her glance as a small dog would have doae,
retreated among his wood, and hid his coafusion over the handle
of his saw.

Madame Defarge beckoned® the Juryman and The Vengeanco a
little ncarer to the door, and therc expounded® her further views
to them thus:—

“She will now be at home, awaiting tho moment of his death.
Bh> will be mourning and grieving. She will be in a state of
tind to impeach the justice of the Republic. She will ke full of
éympathy with ity enemios, 1 will go to her.”
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“What an admirable woman; what an ado-able’ woman!"
oxclaimed Jacques Three, rapt.rous’y.® ‘Ah, my cherished!™
cri>d The Vengeance; and emltraced her.

““Take yoa wy knitting,” said Madame Defarge, placing it in
her lisutenant’s hands, ‘‘and have it ready for me in my usual
seat, Keep me my usual char. Go you there, straight, for
there will probab'y te a greater concourse than usual, to-day.”

“I willingly obey the orders of my Chief,” said The Vengeance
wih alacrity, anl kissing her cheek. *‘You will not be late?**

“1shall Le there before the commencement.”

. ““And belore the tumbrils® arrive. e sure you are there, my
soul!”’ said The Vengearcz, calling afier her, for she had alrcady
turned into the street, “befcro the tumlrils arrive!”

Madame Defarge slightly waved her hand, to imply that she
heard, and might be relied upon to arrive in good time, and so
went through the mud, and round the ccrner of the prison-wall.
TLe Vengeznce and the Juryman, looking after her as she walked
away, were highly appre:iative® of her fine figure and her superl®
moral endowments.®

There were many women at that time upon whom the
time laid a dreadiuliy disfiguring hand; but, there was not
on) among them more to le dreaded than this ruthless®
woman, now taking her way along the strests. Of a strong
snd fearless character, cf shrowd sense and readiness, of
great dotermination, of that kind of beauty which not only
seoms to impart to its possessor firmness and animosily,’
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but to strike into others an instinctive® recognition® of those
qualities; the troulled time wou'd have keaved her up,® under any
circumstances, DBut, i{mbucd* from her chi'dhood with a brood-
ing sense of wrong, and an intelerate® hatred of a class, opportun-
ity had developed her into a tigress®  She was absolutely without
pity. If she had ever had the virtue in her, it had quite gone
out of her.

1t was nothing to her, that an innocent man was to die for the
sins of his forefathers; sho saw, not him, but them. It was
nothing to her, that his wile was to be made a widow and his
daughter an orphan; that was insufficient purishment, because
they were her natural enemies and her prey, and as such had no
right to live. To appcal to her, was made hopeless by her
having no sense cf pity, even for herself. If she had been laid
low in the streets, in any of the many encounters in which she
had been engaged, she would not have pitied herself; nor, if she
had been ordercd to the aXe to-morrow, would she have gone to
it with any softer fecling than a fierce desira to change places
with the man who sent her there,

Such a heart Madame Defarge carried under her rough rote.
Carel:ssly worn, it was a becoming robe enough, in a certain
weird’ way, and her dark hair looked rich under her coarse red
.eap. Lying hidden in her bosom® was a load:d pistol® Lying
hidden ct her waist was a sharpened dagger. Thus accoutred,'®
and waiking with the confdent tread of such a character, and
with the supple' freedom of a woman who had halitually walked
in her girlhood, barc-foot and barelegged, on tho brown sea-
sand,** Madame Defarge touk her way aloug the streets.

Lol 2 0% S GERAEDR. 4 TNth. 6 OB S.mgR T R A
W O RmAYED. 108 1L ERL 12580



BOOK 1. THE TRACK OF A STORM 1001

AL WAL 3 5 0 B HEIR 5 SETR LAY, VTSI It T

TGNy 2 D RN — T AR, B2 BT BB 0, AR
BT, TR AR L M 0 R U b2 DAY BRSO
PR, BHRENNN T,

BRI AR, —RIE IR SRTER, BRI R Loy
SRELHI P OB A AL, BB TUR S, e E i
BN T A Y PR AR MR EREWER, ABGMARMER
SRR T SHA B2, BBt 25 MM R R T
S TG RO 4 R H A Y, DR S, A B2 A
MR BT N2 b AR~ T8 00 A Ml T o
b, B BT L2 M R SRS R, Sl
PIRGE B A BT, IR L,

BRI, ERRARTHN, BEM G L2, BRERHY
AR S SRR S TT R, M 2 L5, AT, ZEMBAT S
W P2 R IE M MR A — e TSR TR, Jolbao TS, B
B, — BB L 1 i, LSRR 00, T A5 AITE 2R, 7
BALE MR L EHRA—BALE Y LEE.



1002 A TALE OF TWO CITIES

Now, when the jonrrey of the travelling ccach, at thot very
inoment waiting for the comp'etion of its load, had Leen planned
out last n'ght, the diffculty of taking Miss Fross in it had much
ongaged M. Lorry’s attention. 1t was not merwly desirable to
avoid overioading the coc ch, Lut it was of the highest importance
{hat the tme occupied in examining it and its passengers, should
te raduced to the utmost; since (heir escape® m’ght depend on the
seving of only a fow scconds here and there. Finally, he had
propo ed, after znxious cons.d ration, that Miss Pross and Jerry,
wlo were at liler y to leave the city, shouid leave it at three
o'cl_ck in the lightest-wheeled conveyance known to that period.
Un encumb red® with luggage, they would soon overtake the coach,
ard, pasing it and pr cading it on the road, would order its
horse; in adiance, and greatly fisiliiale ifs progress® during the
precous hours® of the night, when delay was the most to be
dreaced.

Seeing in this arrangement ths hope of rendering real service
in thet pesiing emergency,® Niss Press heled it with jey®  She
and Jery had Leheld the coach start, had known who it was
that Solomon tronght, had passed .ome ten minutes in tortures
of suspense, and were now concluding their arrangements to
follow the coxch, even as Nadame Tefarge, faking her way
thioug’ the streets, now drew nearer and neazer to the else-dzseried
lodging® in which they held their consulia‘ion.?

“Now what do you think, MNr. Cruncher,” said Miss
Pross, whose agitation was so great that she could hardly
spcak, or stand, or move, or live: ‘‘what do you think of
our not starting from this court-yard? Another carriage
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having alroady gone from here ‘to-day, it might awaken
suspicion.””

“My opinion, miss,” returned Mr. Cruncher, “is as you're
vight. Likewise wot I'll stand by you,? right or wrong."

“I am so distracted with fear and hope for onr precious.
creatures,”” said Miss Fross, wldly crying, “that I am incapadle
of forming any plan. Are you capable of forming any plan, my
dear good Mr. Cruncher?”

“‘Respectin’ a future spear o' life, miss,” returned Mr.
Cruncher, “I hope so. Respectin’ any present use o’ thls here
blessed old head o’ mine, I think not. Would you do me the
favour, miss, to take not'ce o’ two promises and wows® wot it is
my wishes fur to record in this here crisis?®”

“Oh, for gracious sake/” cried Miss Pross, still wildly crying,
“record them at once, and gt them out of the way, like an
excellent man.””

““First,” sad Mr. Crancher, who was all in a tremble, and
who spoke with an as’y® and solemn visage, “them poor things
well out o’ this, never no more wil I do it, never no more!”?

“I am quite sure, M'r. Cruncher,” returned Miss Pross, ‘‘that
you never will d it again, whatever it is, and I beg ‘you not ta
thiuk it necessary to mention more particu'arly what it is.”’

~*No, miss,” returned Jerry, “it shall not be named to you.
Second: them poor things well out o’ th’s, and never no more
wilIinterlere with Mrs. Cruncher’s flopping, never no more!”
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““Whatever -housekeeping arrangement th1t may be,”” said
Miss Pross, striving to dry her eyes and compose herse'f, ‘I have
no doubt it is best that Mrs. Cruncher should have it entire’y*
under her own superintendence!—Oh, my poor dar.ings!”

“I go so far as 30 say, miss, morehovr,® procecded Mr.
Cruncher, with a most alarming tendeney (o hold forth* as from a
pulpi*—*and let my words be took down and tovk to Nrs.
Cruncher through yourself—that wot my op'nions respect:n’
flopping has undergone a change, and that wot I only hope with
all my heart at Mrs. Cranchor may be o flopping at the prasent
time.”

‘‘There, there, there! I hope she i3, my dear man,” er'ed the
d'stracted Miss Pross, “and I hope sha finds it answering her
expectations.®”

““Forbid it,”” proceeded Mr. Cruncher, with additional solemn.
ity additional slowness,® and additional tendency to hold fo-th
and hold out, “‘as anything wot I have ever said or done shouid
be wisited® on my carnest wishes for them poor crzefures* now!
Forbid it as we shouldn't all flop'* (if it wai anyways cone
wenien!)** to get ’em out o’ this here dismal risk! Forbid it,
miss! Wot Isay, for—bd it!” This was Mr. Cruncher’s con-
clusion after a protracted™ but vain endeavour to find a letter
one.

And still Nademe Defarge, pursuing her way alorg the strects,
came nearer and nearer.

“If we ever get back to our native land,” said Miss
Pross, “you may re'y upon my telling Mrs. Cruncher as
much as I may be alle to remember and under:tand of what
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you have so impressively® said: and at all even’s* you may be surc
that T shall beer witness to your Leng thoroughly in earnest at
this dreadful time. Now pray let us think! My esteemed Mr.
Cruncher, let us think!”

Still, Madame Defcrge, prrsuing her way along the strests,
eamo nesrer and nearar.

“If you wure to go kefore,” said Miss Pross, “‘and stop the
vehicle and horres from coming here, and were to wait somewhere
for me; wouldn’t that be Lest?””

¥r. Cruncher thought it might be test.

“Where could you wait for me?"’ asked Miss Pross,

Mr. Cruncher was so bewilder«d® that he could think of no
locality but Temple Bar. Alas! Temple Bar was hundreds of
miles away, and Madame Defarge was drawing very near indeed.

‘‘By the cathedral® door,” said Miss Pross. ‘“Would it be much
out of the way, to take me in near the great cathedral door,
Letween 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, “but
have no fear for me. Take me in at the cathedml, ‘at
Three o'Clock, or as near it as you can, and 1 am sure it
will be better than our going from here. I feel certuin of it.
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1010 A TALE OF TWO CITIES

There! Bless you, Mr. Cruncher! Think—not of mo, but of the
lives that may depend upon both of us!””

This ezordium,* and Miss Pross’s two hands in quite agonized
entreay® clasping bis, decided Mr. Cruncher. With an encour-
aging ncd’ or two, he immediately went out to alter the arrange-
ments, and left ker by herscif to follow as she had proposed.

The having originated a precaution which was already in course
of execution,® was a great relief to Miss Pross. The necessity of
composing her appearance so that it should attract no special
notice in the streots, 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 perturbafion,® of the loneliness® of the
deserted rooms, ard of half-imagined faces pecping from behind
every open door in them, 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 Lroken, and the water flowed to
the feet on Madame Defarge. By strange stern ways, and
through much staining blood, those feet had come to mest that
water.

Madamo Defarge looked coldly at her, and said, “Tho wifo of
vrémonde; where is sho?*’
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It flashed upon Miss Pross’s mind that the doors were all
standing open, and would sugjest® tho flight.? Her first act was
to shut them. There wera four in the room, and she shut them
all. She then piaced herself before the door of the chamber
which Lucie had occupied.

Madame Defarge’s dark eyes followed her through this rapid
movement, and rested on her when it was finished. Miss Pross
had nothing beautiful about her; years had not famed® the
wildness,* or softened the grimness,® of her appearance; but, she
too was a determined woman in her different way, and she
measured® Madame Defarge with her eyes, every inch.”

““You might, from your appearance, be the wife of Lucifer,*
said Miss Pross, in her breathing. “Nsver'ﬁheless, you shall not
get the better of me. Iam an English-woman.”

Madame Defarge looked at her acornfully,® but still with some-
thing of Miss Pross’s own perception that they two were af bay.1®
She saw a tight,'* hard, wiry'* woman before her, as Mr. Lorry
had seen in the same figure a woman with a strong hand, in the
years gone by. She knew full wel! that Miss Pross was the
family’s devoted friend: Miss Pross knew full well that Madame
Defarge was the family’s malevolent*® enemy.

“On my way yonder,” said Madame Defargs, with a slight
movement of her hand towards the fatal spot, “where they
reserve my chair and my knitting for me, I am come to make
my compliments to her in passing. I wish to see her.”
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I krow that your intentions are evil,”” said Miss Pross, “‘and
you may depend upon it, I'll hold my own against them.””

Each spoke in her own language; neither understood the-
other’s words; both were very watchfnl, and intent to deduce,®
from look ard manner, what the unintelligible® words meant.

““It will do her no good to keep herfelf concealed from me at
this moment,” said Madame Defargs. *Good patriots will know
what that means. Let me sce her. Go tell her that I wish to
soc her. Do you hear?”’

“If those eyes of yours wero bed-wincles,®” returned Miss Pross,
“‘and I was an English four-poster, they shouldn’t 1oose a splinlert
of me. No, you wicked foreign woman; I am your match.”

Madamoe Defarge was not Lkaly to folow these idiomatic®
remarks in defai’;” but, she so far undcrstood them as to precive

that sho was s:¢ af naught.”

“Woman imhecile® and pig-like!”’ said Madame Defarge, frown.
ing. “I take no answer from you. I demand to see her. Either
tell her that I demand to se2 her, or stand out of the way of the
door and let me go to her!" This, with an angry ezplantory
wave® of her r'ght arm.

“I littie thought,”” said Miss Pross, “that I should ever want
to understand your nonsensical' language; but 1 would give all I
have, excopt the clothes I wear, to know whether you su-pect‘
the truth, or any part of it.”

Ne'ther of them for & single moment releasad the other’s
eyes. Madame Defarge had not moved from the spot where
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she stood when Miss Pross first became aware of he: but, she
now advanced one step.

“I am a Briton,"” said Miss Prois, “I am desperate. 1don't
care an English Twopence for mysclf. 1 know that the .onger I
keep you here, the grearer hope there is for my Ladybird. I'll
not leave a handful of that dark hair upon your head, if you lay
a finger on me!”’

Thus Miss Pross, with a shake of her head and a flash of her
eyes between every rapid sentence, and every rap.d sentence a
whole breath. Thus Miss Pross, who had never struck a blow in
her life,

But, her courage was of that emotional® nature that it brought
the irrepressible tears into her eyes. This was a courage that
Madame Defarge so I'ttle comprehended as to mistake for weak-
ness® ““Ha, ha!’ she laughed, “you pcor wreich! What are
you worth! I address mys:lf to that Doctor.” Then she raised
her voice and ca'led out, ““Citizen Doctor! Wife of Evrémondel!
Child of Evrémonde! Any person but this miserable fool, answer
the Citizences Defarge!’’

Perhaps the following silence, perhaps some latens* disclogure
in the expression of Miss Pross’s face, perhaps a sudden misgiving
apart from either suggestion, whispered to Madame Defarge that
they were gone. Three of the dcors she opened swiftly, and
looked in.

“Those rooms are all in disorder, there has been hursied packs
ing, there are odds and ends® upon the ground. There is no one
in that room behind you? Lct me look.”

“Never!” said Miss Pross, who understood the request as
perfectly as Madame Defarge understood the answer.
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““I2 they are not in that room, they are gone, and can be
purated and Lrought back,” said Madame Pefarge to herself.

“As long as you dor’t know whether they are in that room or
not, you are uncertain what to do,”” said Miss Pross to herself;
““and you shall not know that, if I can prevent your knowing it;
and know that, or not know that, you shall not leave here while
1 can hold you.”

“I have been in the streets from ti:e first, nothing has stopped
me, I will tear you to pieces, tut I will have you from that
door,” said Madame Defarge.

‘‘We are alone at the top of a high house in a solitary court-
yard, 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.

Madame Defarge made a:* thetfoor.  Miss Pross, on the instinct
of the moment, seized her round the waist in both her arms, and
beld her tight? It was in vain for }adame Defarge to struggle
‘snd to strike; Miss Pross, with the vigorous fenacity® of love,
rways 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 buffetd* and {ore her face; but, Miss
Pross, with her head down, held her round the waist, and clung
to her with mcro than the hold of a drowning woman.

Scon, Madame Defarge’s hands ceased to strike, and
felt at her encircled waist. ‘It is under my arm,”’ said
Miss Pross, in emothered® tones, ‘‘you shall not draw it.
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1 am stronger than you, I bless Heaven for it, I'll hold you till
one or other of us faints or dies!””

Madame Defarge’s hands were at her bosom. Miss Pross
looked up, :aw what it was, struck at i, s'ruck out a flash and
a crash, 21.d stood alone—Dlinded w'th smoke.

All this was in a second. Asg the smoke cleared, 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 Lody as far from it as she could, and ran down the stairs to
call for fruitlesst help. Happily, she bethought® herself of the
consequences of what she did, in time to check herself and go
back. It was dreadful to go in at tho door again; but, she
did go in, and even went near it, to get the bonne:® and other
things that she must wear. These she put on, out on the
staircase, first shutting and locking the door and taking away
the 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
hardly have gono along the streets without Leing stopped. By
good fortune, too, she was naturally so peculiar in appearance as
not to show disfijurement® like any other woman. She need:d
both advantages, for the marks of griping® fingers were deep in
her face, and her hair was torn, and her dress (hastily composad
with unsteady hands) was clutehod and dragged a hundred ways.

In crossing the ULridge, she dropped the door key in
tho river. Arriving at the cathedral somos fess minutes
beforo her escor,” and waiting there, she thought, what if
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they key were already taken in a net, what if it were identified,
what if the door were opensd and the remains discovered, what
if she were stopped at the gate, sent to prison, and charged with
murd:r!* In the midst of these futtering® thoughts, the escort
appeared, took her in, and took her away.

“‘Is there any noise in the streets?’’ she asked him.

““The usual noises,”” Mr. Cruncher repl.ed; and looked surprised
by the question and by her aspect.

“T don't hear you,”” gaid Miss Pross. *“What do you say?"*

It was in vain for Mr. Cruncher to repeat what he said; Miss
Pross could not hear him. “So I'll nod my head,” thougot' Mr.
Cruncher, amazed, “at all events she’ll seo that.”’ And she did.

““Is there any noise in the streets now?" asked Miss Pross
again, presently.®

Again Mr. Cruncher nodded his head.

“I don't hear it.”

““Gone deaf in an hour?”’ said Mr. Cruncher, ruminating,* with
his mind much disturbed; ‘‘wot’s come to her?”

*I foel,"” said Miss Pross, ‘“‘as if there had been a flash and a
crash, and that crash was the last thing I should ever hear in
this life.”’

“‘Blest if she ain’® in a queer® condition!”’ said Mr. Crancher,
more and more disturbed. ““Wot can she have been a takin’, ta
keep her courage up? Hark! Thero's the roll of them dreadful
carts! You can hear that, miss?”’
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“I can hear,” said Miss Pross, seoing that he spoke to her,
“nothing Oh, my good man, there was .-t a great crash, and
then a great stillness, and that stillness seems to be fixed and
unchangeuble, never to be broken any more as long as my life
lasts.”

+If she don't hear the roll of thoso dreadful carts, now very
nigh their journcy’s end,” said M. Cruncher, glancing over his
shoulder, ““it’s my opinion that indeed she never will hear
anything else in this world.”

And indeed she never did.

CHAPTER XV
THE FOOTSTEPS DIE OUT FOR EVER

ALoNe the Paris streets, the death-carts rumble, hollow and
harsh.  Six tumbrils! carry the diy’s wine to La Guillotine. Al
the devouring and insafia’e’ Monsters imagined since imagination
codld record itself, are fuscd® in the cne realization,* Guillotine.
And yeb there is not in France, with its rich variety of soil and
climate, & blade, a leaf, a root, a sprig, a p2ppercorn,® which will
grow to maturity’ under conditions more certain than those that
have produced this horror. Crush humanity out of shape once
more, under similiar hammers, and it will twist itself into the
same tortured forms. Sow® the sams sead of rapacious lic:nse®
and oppression over again, and it will surely yield the same fruit
acoording to its kind.

Six tumbrils roll along the strects. Chang> these back
again to what they were, thou powerful enclanten®® Time,
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end they shall be seen to bo the carriages of absolute monarches,
fae cquipagest of feulal nobes, the toifeltes® of flaring Jeashels,*
the churches that are mof my father's house® but dens® of thieves,
¢he huts of mil'ions of starving peasants! No; the great magician”
who majestical y* works out the appointed order of the Creator,
never reverses his trangforrations.® *1f thou be changed into this
shape by the will of God,” say the sers'’ to the enchanted, in
the wise drabian stories,'t “then remain so! But, if thou wear
¢h's form through mero passing conjuration,'* then resume thy
former aspeet!” Clangeless’ and hopeless, the tumbrils roll
along.

As the somtre wheels of the six carts go round, they seem to
plough up a long crooked furrow' among the populace in the
stroets. Ridges of faces are thrown to this side and to that, and
the ploughs go steadily onward. So used aro the regular inhabit-
ants of the houses to the spectacle, that in many windows there
are no people, and in some the cecupaticn of the hands is not so
much a3 suspanded, while the eyes survey the faces in the
tumbrls. Here and there, the inmate has visitors to see the
sight; then he points his finger, Wth something of the compla-
cency™ of a curafor'® or authorized expinent,'” to this cart and to
this, and seems to tell who sat here yesterday, and who there
the day before.

Of the riders in the tumbrils, some observe these things,
and all things on their last roadside, with an impassiv.*
stare; others, with a lngering interest in the ways of life
and men. Some, steated with drooping heads, are sunk in
silent despair; ogain, there are some so heedful of their
looks that they cast upon the multitude such glances as
they have scen in theatres, and in pictures. 'Several close
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their cyes, and think, or try to get their straying thoughts
together. Only one, and he a wmiserable creature, of a crazed!
aspect, is 50 shattercd and made drunk by horrer, that he sings,
and tries to dance. Not ono of the whole number appeals by
look or gesture to the pity of the people.

There is a guard of sundry horsemen riding abreast® of the
tumbrils, and faces are often turned up to some of them, and
they are asked some question. It would scem to be always the
same question, for, it is always followed by a press of people
towards the third cart. The horsemen abreas: of that cart,
frequently point out one man in it with their swords. The
leading curiosity is, to know which is he; he stands at the back
of the tumbril with his head Lent down, to converse with a mere
girl who sits on the side of the cart, and holds his hand. He has
1o curiosity or care for the sceno about him, and always speaks
to the girl. Hero and there in the long street of St. Honore, cries
are raised against him. If they move him at all, it is only to &
quiet smile, as he shakes his hair a little more loosely about his
face. He cannot easily touch his face, his arms being-bound.

On the steps of a church, awaiting the coming-up of the
tumbrlls, stands the Spy and prison-sheep. He looks into the
first of them: not there. He looks into the second: not there.
He already asks himself, *Hzs he sacrified me?” when his face
tlears, a8 he looks into the third.

*‘Which is Evrémonde?”” says a man tehind him.

“That. At the back there.”

““With his hand in the girl’s?"”

““Yes.”

LWE 2 EETE



BOOK III. THE TRACK OF A STORM 1029

A B AP PR TRRS 20, S ERALZ B R -0, 12
—IRARTT i A (LB IR i » RS U5, T A GO, R 1 e
B REEM T o~ R RSP R R TR —
Loz Taho

A R, 28 RN A ST Al PV IS EIIAZ AR, B ATR
P B RSN, A5 i 23 o Rk, MBIW=mA
BB b AR INSYATE, 4 TR A TIERE — AR
BRI L, TEREU O JE ST R 30 AN 7E IR i B 5, B T T, 1%
REFMARAFRZC, SEGIEB R R, W NE— Bk
AR ER B RA Y LT , S ARG BORRER AR, f M B)
s, SORRATIB I —5, AR SRR TSR S RA B AT REREB
SIS, EIS e o) F 2B IR .

ML L, SREEBHE LWNE, SEERPNER,
B R IA A LR, LB HEERAA:
AT E TR E SR RIS T IR e
L, BB =HE R,

IR B R S b e A — A

“BEAEIE ) TS

B F R~ B LN E R

g8y



1030 A TALE OF TWO CITIES

The man crics, “Down, Eirémonde! To tho Guillotine all
sristocrats! Down, Evrémonde!”

“Hush, hush!”” the Spy entreat, him, timdl:.

“And why not, citizen?”’

“He is going fo pay the forfeil;* it will be paid in five minutes
more. Let him te at peace.””

But the man continuing to exclaim, “Down, Evrémonde!” the
face of Evrémonde is for a momeont turned towards him. Evré-
monde then secs the Spy, and looks a.fentively? at him, and-goes
his way.

The clocks are on the stroke of three,* and the furrow ploughed
among the populases is turning round, to come on into the place
of oxecution, and end. The ridges thrown to this side and to
that, now crumble* in and close behind the last plough as it
passes on, for all are following to the Guillotine. In front of it,
seated in chairs, as in a garden of public diversion, are a number
of women, busily knitting. Cn one of the foremost chirs, stands
The Vengeance, looking alout for her friond.

““Thérése!” she cries, in her shrill tonss. ““Who has seen her?
Thérése Defarge!™

“‘She never missed before,
sisterhood.

says & knitting-woman of the

“No; nor will she miss now,”” cries The Vengeance, petulantly.®
““Thérése.’”

“‘Louder,” the woman recommends.

Ay! Louder, Vengeance, much louder, and still she
will scarcely hear thee. Louder yet, Vengeance with a
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little oath? or so added, and yet it will hardly bring her. Send
other women up and down to seck her, lingering somewhere; and
yet, although the messengers have done dread deeds, it is
questionable whether of their own wills they will go far enough
to find her!

“‘Bad Fortune!” cries The Vengeanee, stamping her foot in the
chair, “‘and here are the tumbrils’ And Evrémonde will be
despatched in a wink,* and she not here! See her knitting in my
hand, and her empty chair ready for her. I ery with vexation
and disappointment!”

As The V d ds from her el to do it, the
tumbrils begin to discharge theirloads. The ministers of Sainte
Guillotine are robed and ready. Crash!—A head is held up, and
the knitting-women who scarcely lifted their eyes to look at it a
moment ago when it could think and speak, count One.

"The sccond tumbril empties and moves on; tho third comes up.
Crash!—And the knitting-women, never fallering® or pausing in
their work, count Two.

The supposed E de d ds, and the is lifted
out next after him. He has not relinquished her patient hand in
getting out, but still holds it as he promis:d. He gently places
her with her back to the crashing engine that constantly whirrs*
up and falls, and she looks into his face and thanks him,

““But for you, dear stranger, I should not be so composed, for I
am naturally a poor little thing, faint of heart,® nor should I have
been able to raise my thoughts to Him who was put to death
that we might have hope and comfort here to-day. I think yeu
‘were sent, to me by Heaven.**
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“Or yov to me,” says Sydney Carton. ‘‘Keep your eyes apon
me, dear child, and mind no other object.”

“I mind nothing while I hold your hand. I shall mind no-
thing when I let it go, if they aro rapid.”

“They will Le rapid. Fear not!”’

Tho two stand in the fast-thinning® throng® of victims, but they
speak as if they were alone. Eye to eye, voice to voice, hand to
hand, heart to heart, these two children of the Universal Mother,
else so wide apart and differing, have come together on the dark
highway, to repair home together, and to rest in her bosom.

““Erave and generous friend, will you let me ask you one last
question? Iam very ignorant, and it troubles me—just a little."”

““Tell me what it is.”

““I have a cousin, an only relative and an orphan, like myself,
whom 1 love very dearly. She is five years younger than I, and
she lives in a farmer’s houss in the south coun'ry. Poverty
parted us, and she knows nothing of my fate—for I cannot
write—and if I could, how should I tell her! It is better as it is.*

“'Yes, yes: better as it is.”

““What I have been thinking as we came along, and what I am
still thinking now, as I look into ycur k'nd strong face which
gives me 80 much support, is this.—1f the Republic really does
good to the poor, and they come to be less hungry, and in all
ways to suffer less, sho may live a long time; she may even live
to te old.”

*“What then, my gentle sistor?"*

L 22X
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“Do you think:” the uncemplaining’ eyes in which these is so
wuch endurance® fill with tears, and the lips part a little more
and tremble: ““that it will seem long to me, while I wait for her
in the better land where I trust both you and I will be mercifully
cheltered?””

““It cannot be, my child; there is no Time there, and no
trouble thera.”

““You comfort me so much! Iam so ignorant. Am I to kiss
you now? Is the moment come?’”

“Yes.””

She kisses his lips; he kisses hers; they solemnly bless each
other. The spare hand does not tremble as he releases it;
nothing worse than a sweet, Lright constancy is in the patient
face. She goes next before him—is gone; the knitting-women
count Twenty-Two.

“I am the Resurrection and the Life, saith the Lord; he that
believeth in me, though he were dead, yet shall he live: and
whosoever liveth and believeth in me shall never die.””

The murmuring of many voices, the uplurning® 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 heare® of water,
all flashes away. Twenty-Three,

They said ‘of him, about the city that night, that it was the
peacefullest® man’s faco ever Leheld there. Many added that he
looked sublime’ and proptetic.®

One of the most remarkable sufferers by the same axe—a
woman—had asked at the foot of the same scaffold,’ not
long before, to be allowed to write down the thoughts that
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were inspiring* her. If he had given any utterance to his, and
they were prophetic, they would have been thes:—

+1 see Barsad, and Cly, Defarge, The Vengeance, the Juryman,
the Judgs, long ranks of the new oppressors who have risen ¢&
the destruction of the old, perishing by this refributive’ instrue
ment, before it shall cease out of its present use.® 1 see a beautiful
city and a brilliant* people rising fom the abyss,® and, in their
struggles to be truly free, in their triumphs® and defea’s,’ through
long, long years to come, I see the evil of this time and of the
previous time of which this is the natural birth, gradually making
expiation® for itself and wearing out®

“I gee the lives for which I lay down my life, peaceful, useful,
prosperous, and happy, in that England which I shall see no
more. I see Her with a child upon her bosom, who bears my
name.!® I see her father, aged and bent,* but otherwise restored,
and faithful to all men in his kea'ing officz,** and at peace. Isee
the good old man, so long their friend, in ten years’ time enrich-
ing them with all he has, and passing tranguilly®® to his reward.

“1 see that I hold a sanctuary in their hearts** and in the hearts
of their descendants, generations hence. I see her, an old
woman, weeping for me on the arniversary® of this day. Isee
her and her husband, their course done, lying side by side in
their last earthly bed, and I know that each was not more
honoured and Leld sacred in the other’s souls, than I was in the
souls of both.

“I see that child who lay wupon her bosom and who
bore my name, a man winning his way wp' in that path of
life which once was mine. I see him winning it so well thas
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