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Chapter 1

The Street of Poverty

St. Antoine was a miserable street in Paris,
where children had sad pale faces and wretch-
ed clothes. Hunger seemed to be written on the
taces of these children. as well as on the faces
of every man and woman. Nothing was bright
and shiny in this street. except the shops which
sold tools and weapons. Those shops were full
of the sharpest and biggest bright knives, and
the most fatal guns. It seemed that those bright
weapons were waiting for the time when they
would be brought out to do some horrible ac-
tion.

A large wine barrel had been dropped and
broken in St. Antoine street as a cart was pas-
sing by. Red wine was poured over the rough
ground to form little poo!s in the gaps and
cracks among these stones.

Instantly, all the people nearby left what they
were doing and hurried to the place to get some
of the wine before the ground swallowed it.
Some knelt down to gather it in their hands, but
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most of it seeped through their fingers. Some
brought cups and tried to fill them; others dip-
ped their clothes in the wine and then sucked it
eagerly. Then a joyful sound of laughter pre-

vailed for a time in that street of poverty and
misery. But soon all the wine disappeared and
the joyful laughter died away. The wretched
people returned to whatever they had been
doing before.

A 1all man approached. He dipped his fin-
ger in some mud turned red with the wine and
wrote on the wall the word: «Blood» in big let-
ters. They all realized that time would come
when blood would flow in St. Antoine streets
and stain its stones red.

The wine barrel had been on its way to an
inn at the corner. The inn-keeper; Monsieur De-
farge, stood out side. He was a strongly - built
man of about thirty. His face was good-natured
on the whole, but that showed signs of strong
determination and the complete absence of
weakness, He was a man to be feared as an
enemy to be feared.

‘Monsieur Defarge stood watching the struggle
for the wine for some time. Then he thought.
«[t's not my problem. they must bring me
another barrel instead of *that vroken one».
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Tren his sight fell on the man who had written
that horrible word on the wall, and the called
mm. «Hey. Gaspard. are you crazy? Why do
you write such stupid words in the strect?».

Madame Defargc was at the inn when her
husband came in. She was of about his own
age. with a very keen eye. bold Ta¢e’. and of a
calm silent manner. As her husband entered,
she gave a little cough and looked at 4 certain
direction 50 as to call his attention to somé peo-
ple who had just come into the inn.

The inn-keeper. consequently, looked, around
to see an old gentleman and a young lhdgr who
were sitting in a corner, and whom he had nev-
er seen before. He noticed that the old -man

attracted the attention of his young friend as"if"

to say. «This is our man».

«What on earth are those two doing here?»
Defarge wondered.
«] don't know them».

He pretended not to notice the two strangers,
and started to talk with three men who were
drinking at the bar.

«What happened, Jacques?» said one of them
to Monsieur Defarge.

#
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«ls all the wine drunk from the broken bar-

rel’’»,

«Every drop of it», Delarge answered.

The second man said, «Rarely do these mis-
erable beasts know the taste of wine, or of any
thing, except black bread and horrible death.
Isn’t that true. Jacques?».

«Yes, it is true», Monsicur Delarge replied.

The third man said as he put down his glass,
«Ah! Such poor cattle always have a nasty bitter
taste in their empty mouths; they lead a hard
lite. Is not that so, Jacques?».

«It i1s so, Jacques», answered Monsieur De-
farge.

Madame Defarge made a movement to attract

his attention.

«Gentlemen», he said, «the room you wish to
see 15 at the top of the stairs. Go into the yard.
One of you has come here before and will
guide you through the way».

They paid for their wine and said good bye.
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The old gentleman approached Monsieur De-
farge and asked permission to speak to him.
Their conversation was brief. Almost at the first
word Monsieur Defarge seemed deeply atten-
tive. Then he nodded and went out. The old

gentleman made a sign to the young lady, and
then went out, too.

Mr. Defarge went on with her knitting and
did not notice any thing. Mr. Jarvis Lorry (the
old gentelman) and Miss Lucie Manette met De-
farge in the yard to which he had recently
directed the three men. There Defarge did an
astonishing thing. He got down on one knee and
touched the young lady's hand with his lips.

Defarge had once been a servant of Dr. Man-
ette, Lucie’s father, Lucie’'s mother died, and
her father, the doctor, disappeared; and nobody
knew what had happened to him since then. His
money was In Tellson’s Bank — an English
Bank. Lucie was brought to England as a baby,

and Mr. Jarvis Lorry was put in charge of her

money and took care of her education, since he
was an official of Tellson's Bank and an old
friend of her father.

Mr. Lorry took the child to Miss Pross, an.
English woman, to bring her up. She became

17

ey a2 gl OLS L ad] Sl Dby gl
n.L.i.q.ﬂ E_;,'ui.;.‘l e H_Lgt.ﬂ LJsdl

C_,J"_j ae! 5 {“:
Ll g sl ) S pmall U

b b0 of 8 e Weobear HE 2 olis Bl o pend
LoVl (Gamally $op) ot At WL B g8
o4 G e Ul al L B Cle e
o di) L e Jany polis B Slay B Ji ) 4
ikl a3 S, Jo

Uiy ele ,ySll o bsls oLl G poliss At OIS
S by ol Loty sty o ey S5l ...ti_, e
T B TR Lo Iy T W U Y R RO s PR S
BruL) [ENPSSY

el OSy ik ay LAS J] ) S8
..!‘.L'..! Lj il.l.'hf s J.i_g ;Lp._.l.-:.,-{.;»u LLI,-T J.Ev L:..ﬂ_; LfJJJ
) s lydsy O puds

LY e ddS il QL A o A ]

16



like a mother to Lucie, and was ready to give
her life willingly for the child.

Lucie was now a young woman. Strange
news had brought her with Mr. Lorry to
Paris — news that her father (whom all had
thought to be dead) was still living. He had
been a prisoner in the Bastille -sthe greatest
prison in paris. Now he had been set.free, and

his old servant, Defarge, was tak‘ing care of
him.

Defarge got up with a rema:kahlﬂ chmge

over his face. His good nature vamished, in its/™
place was a look of anger and hatred — hatred |~ #

for those who had done a dl‘ehdﬁﬂ 'r'v’rung
against some one he loved.

«The stairs are high», Defarge said. ﬂLEL’-fﬁJ
up slowly».

pered.

«Yes, he has been accustomed to loneliness
for so long that he cannot bear the presence of
any bodys».

«Is he greatly changed?»
«Changed! You will not recognize him».

As they approached the top of the stairs, De-
farge took out an old key from his pocket.

19
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«Do you keep his door locked?»
«Yes, I think, it is safer to do so».
«Why do you think so?»

«Because. he has lived so long locked up that
he would be frightened if his door was left
open».,

«ls that possible?» asked Mr. Lorry with sur-
prise».

«It is possible», answered Defarge bitterly.
«In this beautiful world, such things are possible.
They are not only possible, they are actually
done daily. Such is the state of France».

Their conversation was in so low a whisper

that none of it reached the young lady's ears.

But as they approached the door, she began to
tremble.

Deep anxiety was shown on her face.

«Courage, my dear, be brave! the worst thing
will be over in a minute. Think only of the
happiness you will bring him».

Suddenly, at a turn in the stairs, they came
upon three men who were looking into a room
through the cracks in a door. As they heard foot
steps, they jumped with fear: they were the
three men who had been drinking in the inp.
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«Leave us, you boys, We have business
here,» said Defarge.

The three went down without uttering a word.

Mr. Lorry was furious and whispered to De-

farge, «Do you make a show of Monsieur Man-
ette?».

«| show him to a few, to those whose sight is
likely to do good. You are English, so you do
not understand what 1 mean. Stay here for a
moment, please».

Defarge knocked with his keys on the door as
if to warn the person inside. Then he inserted
it in the lock and opened it slowly. He looked
into the room and uttered something. A faint
voice answered. He looked back and signed to
them to enter. Mr. Lorry held the daughter’s
hand and led her, saying, «Come in, come in».

«[ am excited», she answered, shaking with
fear

«Why are you shaking? Are you afraid?».

«I am afraid of him, my father».

He put her trembling arm around his neck,
lifted her a little and hurried into the rogm,
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where a white-haired man sat on a coach, bent oy Y - . g | g P

. alll agl Seme o LS o el G
forward, his back turned towards the door and L 5K, g Lt b el
his face towards the window. He was busy oSy il | agzsy U ] e Lr L
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Chapter 2

The Shoemaker

«Good day». said Monsieur Defarge, looking
down at the white head bent over the work.

The white head was raised for a moment,
Then a taint voice replied, «Good day».

«You are still hard at work, I see».

After a long silence the head was lifted again
for a moment, and the weak voice replied,
«Yes — | am still working».

The faintness of the voice was very pitiable.
[t seemed to be the result not only of bodily
weakness but also of lack of practice. The old
man was poorly dressed. He had a white beard,
a hollow face and extremely bright eyes that
appeared to be unnaturally large. He took no
notice of his visitors; he seemed hardly to know
that they were there. His mind had obviously
been affected by his long imprisonment.

#
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Mr. Lorry came silently forward, leaving
Lucie by the door.

«Come», said Defarge. «you have a visitor.
Show him the shoe that you are making. Tell
him what kind of a shoe it is».

The weak voice replied, «It is a lady’s shoe,
a young lady’s shoe. It is in the present fashion.
But I have never seen such a shoe. I have only
seen a pattern».

He looked at the shoe with a little pride, pride
in his own handiwork.

«And what is your name"’» asked Mr. Lorry.

«My name? One hundred and five, North
Tower».

«What? Is that all?».

«One hundred and Five, North Tower».

«But you are not a shoemaker by trade, are
you?» asked Mr. Lomry..

The old man paused for a while. «No», he
said, «I am not a shoemaker by trade. I learned
it in prison. They gave me permission to learn».
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Mr. Lorry looked steadily in his face.

«Dr. Manette, don’t you remember me7».

The shoe dropped to the ground. He looked
wonderingly at his gquestioner.

«Dr. Manette. don't you remember Mnnw:ur
Di:idrgc here? Don’t you n.memhcr Jarvis Lor-
. the old banker?».

The prisoner of many years looked 'from one
to the other. A look of intelligence’ seemed to
come over his face. Then it disappeared again.

Darkness came down on his mind. He ptchhﬂ:.

up the shoe and continued his wmsk

Slowly, very slowly, Lucie &@ near the ™

bench of the shoe-marker. She stood hﬁlde him
as he bent over his work. <

He dropped his knife, bent down to pickdit. o
up, and caught sight of her dress. He stared at,

her with a frightened look and breathed heavily.
The two men were afraid; he had the knife in
his hand and she was very near. But she
showed no sign of fear.

«Who are you? Are you the prison warder’s
daughter?»

«No», she sighed.

«Who are you?»
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She could not speak, but she sat down beside
him on the bench. He drew away from her, but
she laid her hand on his arm. He dropped his
knife and sat looking at her.

Her golden hair lay in curls on her shoulders.
Nervously he put out his hand to touch it. Then
he gave a deep sigh and went on with his
shoemaking.

Again the old man stopped; he touched
Lucie's hair again and looked closely at it.

«It is the same», he said. «But how can it
be7»,

He put his hand to his neck and took off a
blackened string that had a folded bit of cloth at
the end of it. He opened this, carefully, on his
knee. It contained a small quantity of hair —
just a few long golden hairs which he had long,
long ago wound upon his finger.

He took her hair into his hand again and looked
carefully atit,

«It is the same. But how can it be? She laid
her head upon my shoulder that night when I
was called out. And when [ was brought to the
North Tower I found these hairs upon my coat».

He turned on her with terrifying suddenness.
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But she sat perfectly still and, when Defarge
and Mr. Lorry would have come to her help,
only said, «l beg vou, gentlemen, do not come
near us, do not speak, do not move»,

«Whose -voice is that?» he cried. «What is
your name?7»

«Oh, sir, at another time you shall hear my
name, and who my mother was, and who was
my father. But I cannot tell you now, and I
cannot tell you here. All that I can tell you is
that I love you, and that I beg you to kiss me
and to give me your blessing».

She put her arm round his neck, held his
head to her breast as if he were a child.

«Thank God your long sorrow is over. From
here we are going to England to be at peace and
at rest. Give thanks to God who has brought

you through so much suffering into peace at
last».

For a long time he remained with her arm
around him. Then he slipped softly to the floor.
A great calm had followed the storm. He slept
as peacefully as a child.

Mr. Lorry bent over the sleeping man. «We
must take him away now, immediately».
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«But is he fit for the journey?» said Lucie.

«Fitter for the journey than to remain in this
city, so terrible to him».

«It 1s true», said Defarge. «And for many
reasons Monsieur Manette would be better out

of France. Say, shall 1 hire a carriage and
horses?»,

«That is business», said Mr. Lorry. «And if
business is to be done, I am the man to do it».

«Then please leave us here», said Miss Man-
ette. «You see how quiet he has become.
Lock the door when you go out. Leave us
together. Do not be afraid. He is quite safe with
me, and I am quite safe with him».

The two men went away to make arrange-
ments for the journey. When they had gone, the
daughter sat and watched her father. The dark-
ness deepened and deepened. He lay quiet until
a light shone through the cracks in the door.

The time for departure had come

As one long accustomed to being ordered, he
ate and drank what they gave him, readily put

-
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on the clothes they had brought for him, and
went with them. Lucie put her arm through his.
He took her hand in both of his own and kept
it. They began to go down the stairs.

There was no crowd about the inn to see
their departure. Only one person was to be
seen, and that was Madame &flarge, who

leaned against the door-post, '!tin , and
N

seemed to notice nothing.
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Chapter 3

Silence in the Court

Telleson's Bank in London was an old-
fashioned place even n 1780. It was very
small, very dark and very ugly, but the owners
were proud of its sinallness, its darkness and its
ugliness; they thought that if it looked better, it
would be less respectable. Inside its honourable
walls, the only men to be seen, solemnly car-
rying on its business, were very old;it was be-
lieved that if a young man joined the bank, they
hid him until he was old enough to be seen.

One March morning, one of the oldest of the
clerks in the bank sent for Jerry Cruncher, the

messenger, who usually spent his time sitting
just outside the door.

«Do you know the Court of Justice called the
Old Bailey?» said the old clerk.

«Yes, sir», said Jerry anxiously.
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«And you know Mr. Lorry?».

«Much better than | know the Old Bailey,
S1r,

«Very well. Go to the door-keeper of the
court and show him this note for Mr. Lorry. He
will then let you in. When you are inside, show
yoursell to Mr. Lorry and wait until he wants
youn»,

Jerry took the letter, bowed to the clerk and
set out for the Old Bailey. As he drew near, he
had to make his way through a crowd of dirty
people, all attracted to the place by the coming
trial and hoping to enjoy the pleasure of seeing
the accused man. All the doors were guarded,
but when Jerry showed the letter, one of the
doors was opened to let him in.

«What's the next case?» Jerry asked a man
near him,

«Charles Darnay — the man accused of help-
ing the king's enemies».

Mr. Cruncher saw the door-keeper go to Mr.
Lorry with the note in his hand. Mr. Lorry was
sitting among the lawyers at a table in the
court. One of these lawyers was Mr. Stryver; he
was appearing for Darney, and had a lot of pap-
ers in front of him. Nearly opposite was another
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gentleman whose whole attention seemed to be
fixed on the ceiling. When Mr. Lorry saw
Cruncher he nodded quietly to him.

The entrance of the judge stopped all the
talking. Then the prisoner was led in. Everyone
tried to see him — except one man, the
carelessly dressed man who sat looking at the

ceiling. Sydney Carton was his name.

The prisoner was a young man ﬁ about
twenty-five; he seemed to be a gentleman. He
was quite calm and bowed politely to the judge.

Silence in the court. Charles ‘Darnay h@ y
yesterday declared that he was not guilty. But! 4
he was accused of being a spy and.©of helping *

Louis, the French king, in his wars against the

he was accused of being a spy and of helping
between England and France, and informing the o
french of what armies king of England was pre< &

paring to send to Canada and North America.

The accused man listened to all this calmly;
but as he did so he looked about the court and
noticed two persons on his left. When his eyes
fell upon them, his appearance was so changed
that the attention of everyone in court was
directed towards them. They were a young lady
of little more than twenty, and a gentleman with
very white hair who was clearly her father, His
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daughter, Lucie, had one of her hands drawn
through the old man's arm and was looking at
the prisoner with great pity. From the crowd
around him, Jerry learned that they were witnes-
ses against the prisoner.

The Attorney-General rose to open the case
for the Government. «This prisoner», he said,
«1s in the habit of travelling between England
and France on business. What this business is
might not have been discovered, but fortunately
an honest mnn, John Barsad, who was at one
time the prisoner’s friend, found out, and Roger
Cly, the prisoner's servant, found papers in the
prisoner’'s pockets and in his room. On these
papers were lists of the English armies and their
positions. It cannot be proved that these lists are
written in the prisoner’s hand-writing; but, this
shows that the prisoner is a clever man who has
tried in this way to cover up his actions».

First John Barsad gave evidence of these
facts. He was then examined by Mr. Stryver,
who was defending Charles Darnay:

«Have you ever been a spy”»
«Certainly not».

«Have you ever been in prison?».
«No». )
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«Never In a debtor’s prison7».
«| don't see what that has to do with it».

«Have you ever been accused of dishones-
ty».

«It was only in a game of cards. They said
s0 —- but they were drunk».

«Are you sure you know the prisoner well?».

«Yes»,

«Do you expect to be paid for giving evi-
dence?».

«Certainly not!»

Roger Cly came next. He said that he had
often seen such lists when arranging the prison-
er's clothes; he had found them in his room. He
had seen the prisoner show the lists to a French-
man at Calais. Questioned by Mr. Stryver, Ro-
ger Cly admitted that he had once been a thief.

Then came Mr. Lorry. He was asked whether
he had seen the prisoner before, and replied that
he had seen him come on board the ship at
Calais.

«At what time did he come on board?».

«At a little after midnight».

«Were you travelling with any companion,
Mr. Lorry?»

Fl
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«With two companions. A gentleman and a

ala Ly Gl ) o lall e
lady. They are here».

Y PO PR
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«Miss Manette!».

The young lady to whom all eyes had been
turned before stood up.

«Miss Manette, look at the prisoners.

It had been difficult for Chaﬁcs Darnay to
stand before that crowd in the court, but till
now he had secemed calm and unmgl But
faced by the youth and beauty — and pf[y -— uf
Lucie Manette, his lips trembled.
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before?». > S el
«Yes, sir». W$ ol
«Where?» eyl LAl b e
«On board the ship just mentioneds». P e
«Did you speak to the prisoner?». b ’ 8 el ) SSag e

«When he came aboard, he noticed that my" &
father was very tired and in a weak state of *
health. He was kind enough to help me to shel-
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«Two French gentlemen». ) A0k 4 0N
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«Were any papers handed about among them,
like these lists7»,

«Some papers were, but I don’t know what
papers».

«What did the prisoner say to you?».

«He was kind and good, and useful to my

father». At this point the witness burst into,

tears. «I hope I may not repay him by doing
him harm today».

«Everyone understands, Miss Manette, that
you are appearing in court unwillingly, because
it is your duty. Please go on».

«He told me that he was travelling on busi-
ness of a delicate kind and was therefore using
a false name. He said that he might have to
travel between France and England quite often
in the future»,

«Did he say anything about America?».

«He ftried to explain how that quarrel had
started, and he thought that England was in the
wrong. He added jokingly that George
Washington might be as famous in history as
George the Third».

The judge looked up from his notes in asto-
nished anger at these words, and all the people
in court noticed the anxiety of the witness as
she said them. ,
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Dr. Manette was then called and asked if he
had seen the prisoner before.

«Once, when he came to see me in London».
«Did he travel with you in the ship?».
«l cannot say».

«Is there any special reason why you cannot?»
«There is».

«Has it been your misfortune to suffer a long
imprisonment, without trial or accusation, in
your own country7».

«A long imprisonment».

«Were you at that time newly set free?»

«They tell me so».

«But you remember nothing?».

«Nothing between the time when I used to
make shoes in prison, and the time when I

found myself living in London with my dear
daughter».

A witness was then called who said that he
had seen the prisoner in a hotel in a town where
here was a shipyard and a soldiers’ camp. The

awyers were trying to prove that he had gone
here to obtain valuable information.

Sydney Carton had all this time seemed to be
aking no notice: he had been just sitting there,
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looking at the ceiling. But now he wrote a few
words on a piece of paper and threw it to Mr.
Stryver. After examining it, Mr. Stryver said to
the witness:

«Are you quite sure that it was the prison-
er’»,

«Quite sure»,

«Have you ever seen anyone like the prison-
er?»

«Not so like him that I could be mistaken».

«Look well at that gentleman, my friend
there», said Stryver, pointing to the man who
had thrown him the paper. «Do you think he is
like the prisoner?».

Although his friend was dirty and careless in
his appearance, and was dressed as a lawyer,
everyone in the court could see the likeness and
was very surprised.

«If a man so like the prisoner could be found
by chance in this court, another man, just as
like him, might chance to be in that hotel», said
Mr. Stryver.

So this witness was valueless.

There were no more witnesses to be heard,
and the lawyers’ last speeches were made. The

judge made his remarks. The twelve jurymen
then left the court to consider their decision.
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Mr. Carton must have noticed more of what
was going on than he appeared to do; for, when
Miss Manette fainted, he was the first to cry
out.

«Officer, help the gentleman to take that

young lady out of the court! Don't you see thal
she will fall?».

asked Mr. Carton to tell her that he was s
to be the cause of her unhappiness.

The prisoner seemed to be much affec
the trouble he had caused Miss Manette, 1&
0 A%

The jury were absent an hour and a {
ing which time Jerry Cruncher fell asleep. B
when he was awakened by their return, he w

0 Mr. Lorry and received from him a piece of &
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Chapter 4

A Strange Look

Outside the court Mr. Charles Damay was
met by his friends. They were Dr. Manette,
Lucie Manette, Mr. Lorry, Mr. Stryver who had
defended him, and Mr. Carton, the assistant of
Mr. Stryver.

It would have been difficult to recognize in
Dr. Manette the shoemaker of Paris. He
appeared to have completely recovered from his
terrible experience; his face was cheerful; he
stood upright; he looked strong and well. Some-
times, when memories of his imprisonment
came over him, a black cloud seemed to settle
on him. At such times, only his beloved daugh-
ter, Lucie, had the power to drive the dark
cloud away.

Mr. Damay kissed Miss Manette’s hand
gratefully, and then warmly thanked Mr. Stryv-
er, who said, «I am glad to have saved your life
and honour, Mr. Damay. It was a wicked
charge against you, but a dangerous one».
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«You saved my life and I shall never forget
it», replied Damay.

«And now», said Mr.- Loy, «we have all
had a very tiring day. Miss Lucie looks ill; Mr.
Darnay has a terrible time and we are all worn
out. Let us all go home and sleep».

«You speak for yourself», said Mr. %\;er.
«| have a night's work in front of me». / E

>

> b
The Doctor gazed at Darnay and a strangf-"‘fﬁ.&

look came over his face as he did so.'Ilt was a = _

look of dislike and even of fear. .

«My father», said Lucie, laying her ﬁﬁ“éfm%
his, «shall we go home?». v Q;“"_%

He took a long breath and answered «Yes».™
Y g%

A carriage was called and the father and daugh-
ter departed in it. Mr. Stryver also went away,
to be followed by Mr. Lorry. Only Darnay and
Carton were left.

«You look faint, Mr. Darnay», said Carton.

«I feel rather faint», replied Damnay.
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«Then come and drink some wine with me. I
know an inn where the wine is gcod».

Soon the two men were seated opposite each
other. ,

«Do you feel that you belong to the world
again?» asked Cartton.

«Yes. | am still confused, but I think I do».

Carton filled a glass with wine and emptied
it.

«That must give you satisfaction», he said.
«As for myself, my great desire is to forget that
I 'belong to it. The world has no good in it for
me, and I am of no good to the world».

Charles Damey did not know how to answer.

Carton continued, «Miss Manette is a very
beautiful young lady, my friend. What does it
feel like to be pitied for by such a fair young
woman? She did pity you and weep for you; I
saw her myself».

Again Darnay did not answer, but he thanked
him for his assistance at the trial.

«I neither want your thanks nor deserve
them», replied the other. «Mr. Damay, let me

ask you a question, Do you think I like you?».
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«Really, Mr. Carton, I haven’t thought of it».
«Well, think of it now».

«You have acted as if you like me, but I
don’t think you do».

«And I don’t think 1 do, either».

«Yet», said Damay, «there is nuthing fﬁ';g:je:-

vent our parting in a friendly manner. L«."ékm

pay the bill».

«Certainly», said Carton. «Do you,wish td _ 4.

pay for both of us?». ' (@

«Yes, I do», answered Darnay.

«Then bring me some more wine, waiter
said Carton; «and come and wake me at ten '

o'clock».

The bill having been paid, Darnay wished
Carton good night. When he was alone, Carton
rose and looked at himself in a glass that hung
against the wall. He saw in himself a man who
had great powers of mind and a good heart, but
his powers had never been properly used. He
was angry with Darnay because Darnay was so
like him in appearance, but so much above him
in other ways.
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And there was Lucie; the thought of Lucie
filled his heart with hatred for the other man.
He drank more wine, put his head on his arms
and fell asleep. )

After some hours Carton was wakened by the
waiter and took himself to Mr. Stryver’s rooms
to assist him in the preparation of his cases for
the next day.

Sydney Carton did the work while Stryver sat
in an armchair and watched him. Both of them
made frequent use of a bottle of wine for those
were the days when nearly all men drank heavi-
ly. When Carton had prepared the papers he
passed them to Mr. Stryver. Then they discus-
sed the cases together and drank some more
wine.

«And now we have finished, Sydney», said
Mr. Stryver. «You prepared today's case very
well. You were very good. Every question had
its effect. You completely defeated those wit-
Nesses».

«I am always good, am | not?» replied Car-
ton.

«l don’t deny it. But what has roughened
your temper? You are always the same. The
same old Sydney Carton that was with me at
school. Now in high spirits, now in despair».
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«Yes, the same person and with the same bad
luck. Even when I was at school I did exercises
for the other boys instead of doing my ownn».

«It was always your own fault. There is nev-
er any energy or purpose in your efforts. Why
have I been so successful and you so unsuccess-

fl.l]. T, b

«Partly because you pay me to I'?é]ﬁv‘:gpu |

suppose. But you were always far in fmm I
was always far behind». -

«Yes», said Stryver, «you have- fallen mtﬁ-‘

your right place and I have fallen into/mi

«Even when we were students togetherjin

Paris», went on Carton, «you were ﬂhﬁ?s

somewhere and I was always no where».

«And whose fault was that?»

«Don’t let us talk about it».

«Well, then, let us drink a last glass to the
health of the pretty witness», said Stryver.

«She’s not pretty».
«But she is. She was the admiration of the
whole court».
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«That court is no judge of beauty».

«You suprise me. I thought at the time that
you were very much attracted to the young
woman. You were very quick to see what hap-
pened to her».

«Everybody saw what happened to her. And

now, I'll have no more to drink. I" I go to bed».

He left the house and went through the cold
sad streets. Reaching his own lodging, he threw
himself down on a neglected bed whose pillows
he had often wetted with wasted tears.

Here was a good man, a clever man; yet he
had never been able to do good to himself or to
find peace.
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Chapter 5

In the Midnight

One Sunday afternoon, four months after the
trial of Charles Damay, Mr. Jarvis Lorry
walked along the sunny streets. He was on his
way to have dinner with his friend, Dr. Man-
ette. The Doctor occupied two floors of a build-
ing in a quiet London street: there he was able
to earn as much as he needed by receiving the
patients who came to seek his medical advice.

On arriving at the house, Mr. Lorry rang the
door-bell.

«Is Dr. Manette at home?».

«Not yet, sir»,

«Is Miss Lucie at home?»

«Not yet, sir».

«Is Miss Pross at home?»

«I'm not sure, sir»,

«Well, I'll go upstairs and wait».
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The Doctor's daughter had made the house
comfortable and attractive, for she had clever
hands and good sense. There were three rooms
on each tloor, and the doors between them were
open so that the_air might pass freely through
them all. As he walked from one to another,
Mr. Lorry noticed that in the third room, in a
corner, stood the disused shoemaker's bench
and the tools that the Doctor once used in the
inn in Paris.

«l am surprised», said Mr. Lormry aloud, «that
he keeps anything to remind him of his suffer-
Ings».

«And why are you surprised at that?» said the
sharp voice of Miss Pross, making Mr. Lomy
jump. «How do you do7».

«l am quite well, thank you. And how are
you?»

«l am very anxious about my young lady».

«May I ask the cause?»

«All kinds of unsuitable people keep coming
to see her.

Mr. Lorry knew that Miss Pross was angry
when other people paid attention to Lucie. He
also knew that she was one of those unselfish
women who, through pure love are ready to
make themselves willing slaves to youth when
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they have lost it, to beauty which they have
never had, and to bright hopes that have never
shone upon their own dark lives. He knew that
there is nothing better in the world than the
faithful service of the heart, and he respected

Miss Pross far more than many rich ladies who
had money in Tellson’s Bank.

«Let me ask you a question», he sﬁi «Does

the Doctor, in talking to Lucie, never mﬁﬁ&m

the shoemaking time?»
«Never».

«Is that not rather strangﬂ*" We all Jﬁnu.w that

he is innocent of any crime. Why "sﬁm]i he
never mention it7», |

«I think he is afraid of losing his memm'y y
again. That would make the subject unpleasant®

to him»,

«True».

«Sometimes he gets up in the middle of the
night», went on Miss Pross, «and walks up and
down, up and down, in his room. Then my
young lady goes to him, and they walk up and
down together until he is less disturbed. But he
never says a word of the cause of his restless-
ness to her».

At this, the street began to echo with the
sound of feet.
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«Here they are!» said Miss Pross.

Miss Pross was a pleasant sight as she took
off her beloved Lucie’s coat and hat and
smoothed her rich hair. Lucie was a pleasant
sight, too, and'thanked her; and the Doctor
smiled as he said that Miss Pross spoilt his
daughter by being too kind to her.

After dinner they went out and sat in the gar-
den. While they were there, Mr. Damay armved
to see them and was kindly received by Dr.
Manette and Lucie, though Miss Pross looked
rather angry and left them.

As they sat and talked, the conversation
turned te the subject of the old buildings of
London.

«Have you seen much of the Tower of Lon-
don?» said Mr. Damay to the Doctor, in the
course of this conversation.

«Lucie and I have been there. We have seen
enough of it to know that it i1s very interesting».

«I have been there, as you know», said Dar-
nay, «I was there when I was being tried as an
enemy of the king; so I was not able to see
much of it. They told me a curious thing when
I was there».

«What was that?» Lucie asked.
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«In making some repairs, some workmen
found an old forgotten room. The walls of it
were covered with dates, names, prayers and
such things written by the old prisoners. One of
the words so written was DIG. As a result, the
floor underneath was examined carefully; and
there under a stone were found the ashes of
some paper and the remains of a leather bag.
What the unknown prisoner had written will
never be read, but he had written something».

«Father!» cried Lucie. «Are you ill?»

Dr. Manette had suddenly jumped up with his
hand to his head. His look frightened them all.

«No, my dear, not ill. There are large drops
of rain falling and they made me jump. We had
better go in».

He recovered almost immediately. Rain was
really falling and he showed the back of his
hand with drops on it. Mr. Lorry thought he
saw on the Doctor's face when his eyes rested
upon Darnay the same strange look that had
been upon i1t when he saw him outside the
court.

At tea-time, Mr. Carton called. He stood
leaning against the window, while the others sat
near it watching the rain falling outside.
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«A storm is coming», said Dr. Manette. «But
it comes slowly».

«It comes surely», said Carton.

It came at last, The rush and roar of the rain

and the storm of thunder and lightning were so
severe that no voice could be heard. It lasted

until after the moon rose at midnight.

As the guests left, the great bell of St. Paul’s
was striking one in the cleared air. «Good
night, Mr. Carton», said Mr. Lormry. «Good
night, Mr. Darnay. Shall we ever see such a
night again together?».
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Chapter 6

An Accident in Paris

The Marquis of Evremonde left the paﬂﬂa of
the king of France. He went down the /great

stairway into the court-yard, got into his car-
riage and was driven away. He was in a very,
bad temper. The king had taken no netice of )

him. Nobody in the palace had spoken toim.

In these circumstances, it was rather agreeahlt

for him to see the common peuplc scatter before

his horses, often hardly escaping from being run
over. His servant drove as if he were charging
an enemy, and his master made no attempt to
control him. There had been some complaints
that the fierce driving of the nobles through
these narrow streets endangered the common
people. But nothing had been done, and the

poor people were left to save themselves if they
could.

The carriage charged through the streets with
women screaming before it and dragging little
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children out of the way. At last. at a street cor-
ner by a fountain, one of the wheels passed
over a little child. There was & loud cry from a
number of voices, the horses were pulling up
and the carriage came to a stop.

«What has gone wrong?» said the Marquis
calmly, looking out of the window.

A tall man had caught up the little body, had
laid it down by the fountain and was crying
aloud over it,

«Pardon, Monsieur the Marquis», said one of
the bystanders. «It is a child».

«But why is he making such a horrible
noise? Is it his own child?».

«Excuse me, Monsieur the Marquis. It is».

The tall man got up suddenly from the
ground and came running towards the carriage.
The Marquis put his hand to his sword.

«Killed!» cried the man, raising his arms
above his head. «Dead!».

The people closed round and looked at the

Marquis. They said nothing, but watched him
with hatred in their eyes.

The Marquis looked at them all as if they
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were rats that had come out of their holes. He
took out a bag of money.

«It is extraordinary to me», said he, «that
you people cannot take care of yourselves and
your children. You are always getting in the
way. How do I know that you have not harmed
the horses? See, give him that».

He threw out a gold coin and all eyes looked
at it as it fell. The tall man cried again,
«Dead!».

The crowd parted and made way for another
man. On seeing him, the tall man fell on his
shoulders, weeping, and pointing to some
women who were bending over the little body

and moving gently about it. But they were si-
lent.

«l saw it happen. I know all», said the late-
comer. «Be brave, my Gaspard. It is perhaps
better for the poor little child to die so than to
live. He died in a moment, without pain. Could
he have lived without pain?».

«You, there!» called the Marquis. «You are a
wise man. What do they call you?».

«They call me Defarge».
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«Of what trade?»
«A wine-seller».

«Pick that up, wise-man and wine-seller»,
said the Marquis, throwing out another gold

coin, «and spend it as you wish. The horses
there, are they unhurt?».

Without troubling to look at the M}s again,
Monsieur leaned back in his seat and was about
to drive away. He had the air of a genﬂﬁ’;ﬂm

who had accidentally broken some commen.,

thing and had paid for it. But he was suddeﬁ]y“
disturbed by a gold coin flying into tl;w carnage
and ringing on the floor.

«Stop», said the Marquis. «Hold th:: m
Who threw that?».

"q.

He looked at the spot where Defarge h:-i'd‘; :.

stood, but he was no longer there. In his place
there stood the figure of a big dark woman,
knitting.

«You dogs», said the Marquis, calmly and
without raising his voice. «I would willingly
ride over any one of you. If I knew which one

of you threw that, I would crush him under my
carriage wheels».

They were like slaves — so frightened of the
nobles that not one of the men dared look him
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in the eyes. But the woman who stood there
knitting looked at him: she looked him steadily
in the face. He pretended not to notice her,
leaned back in his seat and gave the word, «Go
on»,

He was dnven quickly away, away through
the miserable streets of Paris and out into the
open country. The carriage rolled through a
beautiful countryside, but the crops in the fields
were poor, as poor as the labourers who tried
to cultivate them. Even the land seemed to
share the misery of the people.

Towards sunset, the carriage was drawn slow-
ly up a steep hill. A road-mender looked at it as
it passed him, looked with astonishment in his
eyes, then ran ahead of it to the top of the hill
and stared at it again as it passed. Then it rolled
quickly down the hill into a poor village. All
the villagers were poor, and many of them were
sitting at their doors preparing for supper what-
ever they had been able to gather. Few children
could be seen, and no dogs. Heavy taxes had
almost killed the village — the tax for the state,
the tax for the church, the tax for the land, the
local tax and the general tax — it was surpris-
ing that any people remained in the village at
all.
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The carriage drew up in the village. The peo-
ple stared at it and the Marquis looked at the
people.

«Bring that fellow here», said the Marquis to
his driver. The fellow was brought.
«I passed you on the road».

«Yes, Monsieur. I had the honour tg he pas-
sed by you»,

«l passed you on the hill and then ﬁ’gﬁr at

the top. Why were you looking at the camam;_--

so strangely7».

«Monsieur, I was looking at tht:.m There ¥

was a man under the carriage. He was. mgmg
on by the chain».

«Who was he? You know all the men m-'._

these parts. Who was he”».

«Pardon, Monsieur. He was not of these
parts. He was a stranger. I never saw him be-
fore».

«What was he like?»
«Monsieur, he was all covered with dust, as
white as a ghost, as tall as a ghost».

«What happened to him? Did he run away?»
«Monsieur, he ran away down the hill as if a
devil was after him».
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«What a fool you were!» said Monsieur. «He
was probably a thief and you said nothing. Go
away. Monsieur Gabelle!»

Gabelle was the agent of the Marquis. He
collected the tdxes for the Marquis, and the
rent.

«If this man comes to the village, arrest him,
Gabelle».

«Monsieur, I shall be happy to carry out your
orders».
«Go on», said the Marquis.

It was quite dark when the Marquis came to
his chateau. Servants with lights in their hands

came out to meet him. The great door was
opened for him.
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Chapter 7

The Honour of the Family

The Marquis went up the broad steps of his
chateau. A light was carried before him. He
crossed the great hall and went upstairs to his
private room, which a supper table was laid for
two.

«My nephew has not arrived, I hear», he
said. «I do not suppose he will come tonight

now, but leave the table as it is. I shall be
ready in a quarter of an hour».

As he was eating his supper, he heard the
sound of wheels; he sent orders that his nephew
was to be told that supper awaited him. In a
short time the nephew came: he had been
known in England as Charles Darnay.

«You left Paris yesterday, sir?» he said to the
Marquis as he took his seat at the table.

«Yesterday. And you?»
«I came direct from London».
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«You have been a long time away».
«I have been kept by various business mat-
ters».

«No doubt», said the uncle.

«I fell into great danger when I was there. I
wonder if you worked to give a more suspicious
appearance to the circumstances that surrounded
me».

«No, no», said the uncle pleasantly.

The nephew looked at the Marquis with deep
distrust. «I know that you would stop me if you
could. Indeed, I am very glad that you are not
in greater favour at Court, for if you had more
influence there, you would have me put in pris-
on».
«It is possible», said the uncle with great
calmness. «for the honour of the family, I
would even do that».

«I see that, happily for me, you were again
received coldly».

«I am sorry to say», replied the uncle, «that
small favours to great families are not easily

-
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obtained now. It used not to be so, but in all
such things France is changed for the worse.
Our fathers had the power of life and death over
the surrounding people, but we have lost many
rights. All very bad, very bad».

«We have behaved so badly, both in the past
and in the present», said the nephew sadly,
«that I believe our name to be more’ ﬁﬁd than

any name in France».
«Let us hope so. It shows respect».

«The only respect I see around us is the m-e':j_-a.
spect of fear and slavery. I hate the system thati {
my father, your brother, left me. Ifﬂn“,;part of ¢

it, but powerless in it, trying to obey' ‘my.dying
mother’s last request that I should have *ﬁergr
and repair the wrong which has been done».s

«If you ask me for assistance, you will af[ ;

ways ask in vain»,
«This property and France are lost to me»,
said Charles. «I give them up».

«It 1s not yet your property».

«If it passed to me tomorrow, I should not
accept it».

«I hope and believe that that is not prob-
able».

«It is built on misery and ruin. It is a tower
of waste and mismanagement!».
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«Ha!» said the Marquis in a well-satisfied
manner.

«If even becomes mine, I shall give it to
someone who can free it from the weight that
drags it down»,

«And you?» said the uncle. «How do you in-
tend to live?»

«I shall work».

«In England, I suppose?»

«Yes. The family name cannot suffer from
me there, for I do not bear it there».

«You know a Frenchman who has found safe-
ty there?» asked the Marquis.

«Yes».

«A doctor with a daughter?»

«Yes».

«Yes», said the Marquis. «You are tired.
Good night».

As he bent his head politely, there was a
secrecy in his looks which struck the nephew
forcibly; but he knew that it would be useless to
ask any questions.
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«Good night!» said the uncle. «Sleep well!
Light Monsieur my nephew his room ... and

burn him in his bed if you like», he added soft-
ly to himself.

After his nephew had gone, the Marquis him-
self went to his room. Darkness came down on
the great building, as it had come down on all
the country around. The hungry dreamt of good
food, and the weary of rest. Then came the be-
ginnings of the new day as the sun poured its
light on castle and tree, on field and village.
Men and women came out into the cold mom-
ing to their labour, some to dig in the fields,
some to lead the thin cows to the poor grass by
the roadside.

The castle awoke later;: windows were thrown
open; horses looked at the light pouring in at
the doorways; dogs pulled hard at their chains.
All these were the usual events of the return of
moming. But why did the great bell of the cas-
tle ring? Why did men run up and down the
stairs? Why did others saddle their horses and
ride quickly away? What was the meaning of all
this hurry and excitement?

The meaning was to be found in the bed of
the Marquis. Driven into the heart of the still fi-
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gure which lay in that bed was a knife; and ot el IS Sl Gade Jgy oyl e alll

round the handle of the knife was a piece of e g
paper bearing in rough writing the words: '_ i o i) il
«Drive him fast to his grave. This is from Sl e lda Ly ] b e dlrt

Jacques».
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Chapter 8

o.a\.':jl J..d.i-"

Love until Death Dbl g o

>
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One year had passed and Mr. Charles Ddrnay
was firmly settled as a teacher of the r@}
language and literature. Some of his time”he

passed at Cambridge, where he bec g@.kmwn
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passed in London. ¥
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He had loved Lucie Manette from the hﬂurﬁ
his danger. He had never heard a sound sm
sweet as the sound of her gentle voice, never
seen a face so sweet as her face. But he had not
spoken to heron this subject. It was a year since
he had left France; the memory of the chateau
and his murdered uncle was like a bad dream.

Now it was a summer day. He had arrived
back from Cambridge and had decided to speak
to Dr. Manette about his love for Lucie. He
was on his way to the Doctor’s house and he
knew Lucie to be out with Miss Pross
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He found the Doctor in his arm-chair at a
window. The energy that had supported him in
his terrible sufferings had largely returned to
him. Now he was strong both in mind and
body. He studied much and had restarted medic-
al work. When Darnay entered, he laid down
his book and held out his hand.

«Charles Darnay! 1 am delighted to see you»,
said Dr. Manette. «<We have been expecting you
for several days. Mr. Stryver and Mr. Carton
were here yesterday; they were both saying that
you were later than usual».

Darnay was not very pleased to hear that
these two had been in the house. He enquired
about Miss Manette’s health.

«She is well. She has gone out with Miss
Pross, but she will soon be back».

«Dr. Manette, I knew that she was away. I
have taken the opportunity of her being away
from home to beg to speak to you».

«Yes?» said the Doctor in a doubtful tone.
«Bring up your chair and speak on».

«] have had the happiness during the last
eighteen months of being a frequent visitor in
your house. I hope that the subject on which I
am about to speak will...»
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«Is Lucie the subject?»

«She is. Dear Dr. Manette, [ love your
daughter. You have loved yourself; let your old
love speak for me»,

The Doctor sat with his face turned away.
Darnay’s words had brought a look of deep pain
into his eyes.

«Not that, sir! Don’t speak of that, I beg
yYous,

His cry was like a cry of actual pain. He held
out his hand as if to beg Darnay to be silent.
Darnay said nothing for a time,

«I ask your pardon», said the Doctor in a low
tone. «I do not doubt your loving Lucie. Have
you spoken to her?»

«No, sir, nor have I wrtten to her. And you
know why. I know how much your daughter
means to you. I know that since you returned to
life, she has been more to you than a daughter
or a wife. I know that her love for you and
your love for her are the greatest things in both
your lives».

Dr. Manette sat silent with his face bent
down. He breathed rather quickly, but he
showed no other sign of his deep feelings.
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«Dear Dr. Manette, seeing how much you
mean to each other, I have controlled myself as

long as I could. But I love her; Heavens is my
witness that [ love her».

«I believe it», answered the father sadly.

«Do not fear that if ever ] am lucky enough
to win Lucie for my wife, there will be any
question of my putting any separation between
you and her. That is not my intention now: nor
will it ever be».

He put his hand on the Doctor’s arm. «No,
sir. Like you, 1 have been driven from France
by mis-government and misery. Like you, I am
earning my own living in a foreign land. I de-
sire only to share your fortunes, share your life
and hopes, and to be faithful to you until death.
I desire not to come between you and Lucie,
but to add my love to that which binds you
both»,

The father looked up. A struggle was going
on in his mind. There was something in Dar-
nay’'s face that brought back to him bitter

memories, memories that he tried to shut out of
his mind.

119

S a3 el Y ool Hpsl gm0
PSS LI T S S e L I
gl G e el agtdy (g

: 0 Y Ola

TG R P Jlo

N e U S TR NPT ST ol Bdl Gasls Of s
.IJ.:.i:.J.l&j ._:_,ﬂ._p L"!_j oyl

Py Sl p 13 e sy mdy

S pd L e cupa el BB g b Y
ol @ ool U 450 s J gy st s Ul (il
lale _al ofy (SlLTy Gl ST ¢ 8 ae oS, Lal
e s i GO G el Y Ul e 2l
Syl gl G ] o sy S

'H:i oS Lddas L_'.l s f;L,...ﬂ Hia ol o 0 gl -.__.Jm C-i"}
e Of dygle ol S5 i OS5 & doms Lo )ls 4y

.‘#IIJ I_r.

118

WWW.REWITY.COM



«You speak manfully and nobly, Charles Dar-
nay, and I thank you. I will speak freely with
you. Have you any reason to believe that Lucie
returns your love?»,

«None, as yet, none».

«Do you desire my permission to speak to
her?»

«No, sir, not yet».

«Then what do you want from me?»

«]l want a promise that if Lucie ever confes-
ses to you that she loves me, you will not say
anything against me, but that you will tell her
what I have said. I know that she would never
accept me if she thought that it would make any
difference to your happiness».

«I promise», said the Doctor. «If at any time
she declares that you are necessary to her happi-
ness, I will give her to you. Nothing shall pre-
vent it, not even the memory of my lost years
and my great wrongs».

«Thank you. Your confidence in me ought to
be returned with full confidence on my part. My
present name, though but slightly changed from
my mother’s is not, as I have previously told
you, my real name. I wish to tell you what my
real name is, and why I am in England».

«Stop!» said the Doctor.
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«l wish to tell you so that | may deserve your
confidence and have no secret from you».

«Stop! I do not wish to hear. Tell me when I
ask you, not now. If you should be successful,
if Lucie should-love you, you may tell me on
your marriage morning. Do you promise?».

«Willingly».

«Give me your hand. She will be fﬁme pre-
sently, It is better that she should rot see us
together tonight. Go! God bless you!». P

It was dark when Damay left h:m:_ Some ﬂmﬁ .
later Lucie come home. She hurried into the:

room alone, for Miss Pross had géne: upstairs,
and was surprised to find the arm-chair.empty.

«Father», she cried. «Where are you?»

Nothing was said in reply, but she heard«@&
low hammering coming from his bedroom. She

went towards it quietly and looked in, then
came away frightened, crying to herself in great
terror, «What shall I do? What shall I do?».

Her uncertainty lasted only for a minute. She
walked back to his room, tapped gently on his
door and called softly to him. The hammering
stopped at the sound of her voice. Presently, he
came out to her, and they walked up and down

together for a long time, she speaking calmly
and comfortingly to him.
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During the night she got up silently and
looked at him in his sleep. He was sleeping
heavily; all his shoemaking tools and his old un-
finished work were as usual. She breathed a
sigh of relief and returned thankfully to her
room. '
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Chapter 9

The Last Confession

«Sydney», said Mr. Stryver on the same
night «mix me another drink: | have something
to say to you».,

For several nights Sydney had been hard at
work clearing up Stryver’s papers, for the courts
were closed and there would be no more cases
until November. The work was done at last, but
it had left him tired out.

«Now, look here!» said Stryver. «l am going
to tell you something that will surprise you. I
am going to marry!»,

«Good heavens! Do I know her?»

«Guess!»

«l am not going to guess at five o'clock in
the morning. My brain won’t stand it».

«Well, then, I'll tell you, if I can make you
understand. You know, I am a tenderer sort of
fellow than you. I am a man who makes him-
self more agreeable in the presence of women.
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You've been at Dr. Manette's house as much as
I have, and I've been ashamed of your bad
manners. You are a disagreeable fellow, Syd-
ney!»
Sydney had a drink and laughed.

«Look at me», said Stryver. «Being a suc-
cessful man, | have less need to make.myself
pleasant than you have». ¥

«Well, who is the lady?»
«The young lady is Miss Manette. Do }r%

approve7» 7
«Why should I not approve?» said w

[ feel that it is a pleasant thing for a malk

have a home when he feels ready to go to Il'q

And I think Miss Manette would suit me. She is
an attractive creature and I have made up my
mind to please myself. Why don’t you get mar-
ried yourself? You'll be ill some day. You may
need someone to look after you».

«I'll think of it», said Sydney.

As Mr. Stryver had decided to get married,
he thought it would be a good thing to start his
holiday by going to Miss Manette’s to declare
his mind. His way led him past Tellson’s and as
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he knew that Mr. Lorry was a friend of the
Manettes, he went into the bank to tell him of
his bright future.

«Hallo!» said Stryver loudly. «How do you
do?» -

«What can I do for you?» asked Mr. Lorry in
a quiet voice, hoping that his caller would im-
itate it.

«Oh! It is a private matter», said Stryver,
leaning on the desk. «I am going to offer my-
self in marriage to your agreeable little friend,
Miss Manette».

«Oh! Dear me!» cried Mr. Lorry, rubbing his
nose and looking at his visitor doubtfully.

«Oh! Dear me, sir!» repeated Stryver. «What
do you mean7».
«My meaning is friendly, of course. But,

really, you know, Mr. Stryver —» Mr. Lorry
paused and shook his head.

«What do you mean, sir? Am I not suitable!
Am I not rich? Am I not getting on in the
world?»

«Oh! Nobody can doubt that!»
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«Then what do you mean?»
«Well! Are you going there now?»

«Straight». said Stryver, striking the desk.

«Then | think | wouldn't».

«Why? State your reason».
«l wouldn't go without having some cause (o
believe that I should succeed».

«I have just given you three good reasons for
success», said Stryver very angrily.

«When | say succeed, | mean succeed with
the young lady».

«Then you advise me not to go?» said Stryv-
er with an angry laugh.

«] was about to say that you might find it
painful if you were mistaken about her feelings;
and that Dr. Manette might also find it painful
to tell you the truth; and that Miss Manette
might also find the matter painful. Don’t you
think it would be better if I tried to find out
how she would feel about it, before you go?».

«Very welll» said Stryver. «Let me know
soon. Good morning». He burst out of the
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bank, deciding that he must find a way out of
this, without seeming to mind.

When Mr. Lorry called on him that evening,
Stryver seemed to have forgotten the matter.

«] have been to the house», said !
«and I have no doubt that I was rig

=k
A4

conversation this morning. I do not #
you would succeed with Miss Manettes».

«I am sorry for them», said Stryves:
forget the whole thing. If they have'nors
am well out of it. I never asked the young
to marry me, and to tell you the truth I &
sure that I ever would have done so.

Mr. Lorry was so astonished at these wm'dg &

that he found himself outside before he could
collect his thoughts, and he made his way home
wondering what in the world Mr. Stryver’s feel-
ings really were.

When Stryver next met Sydney Carton, he
told him that he had thought better of that mar-
rying matter, and soon after wards he went
down for a holiday to Devonshire.

Sydney remained in London, and one day
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went to call on Lucie Manette. She had never
felt quite comfortable with him. On looking at
his face, she said, «i fear you are not well, Mr.
Carton!». J

«No; but the.life I lead is not the kind to
make me healthy».

«Forgive me for mentioning it, but is it not a
pity to live no better life?».

Looking at him again, she was surprised and
saddened to see that there were tears in his
eyes. There were tears in his voice, too, as he
answered:

«It is too late for that. I shall never be better
than I am. I shall sink lower and lower». He
covered his face with his hands.

She had never seen him softened, and was
very sorry for him.

«Please forgive me, Miss Manette. I am trou-
bled by the knowledge of what I want to say to
you. Will you hear me?».

«If it would make you happier, Mr. Carton,
it would make me glad».

«God bless you, Miss Manette. Don’t be
afraid to hear me. I am like one who died

young. All my life might have been better, but
it 1s too late now».
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«No, Mr. Carton! I am sure that the future:

might still hold the best part of it!» She was
pale and trembling as she spoke.

«Even if it were possible, Miss Manette, for
you to return my love, I should only bring you
to misery and pull you down with me. But I
know very well that you can have no tenderness
for me; I ask for none; I am even thankful that
it cannot be».

«Without it, can I save you, Mr. Carton?»

«No. If you will listen to me a little longer,
all that you can ever do for me will be done. I
wish you to know that you have been the last
dream of my soul. The sight of you with your
father, and of this home made by you, has stir-
red old shadows that I thought had died out of
me. Since I knew you, I have been troubled by
sorrow for my terrible life. I have thought of
trying to start again. All a dream! But I wish
you to know that you caused it».

«Will nothing of it remain? Oh, Mr. Carton,
try again!»

«No, it is useless. only let me carry, through
the rest of my miserable life, the memory that I
opened my heart to you, last of all the world.
Will you let me believe, when I remember this
day, that my secret lies safely in your heart?»
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«If that will give you comfort, yes»..
«Thank you. And again, God bless you!»
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He put her hand to his lips and moved to-
wards the door. -

«I shall never mention this subject again», he
said. «When I die, I shall rememb at my

last confession of myself was made
N
"
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Chapter 10

The Destruction List

The people of St. Antoine had been waiting
for several days for news of the fate of one of
their friends, Gaspard. He had been seized by
the police and taken to the village where his
crime was commited. They were expecting
Monsieur Defarge to bring them the news.
Many of them waited long hours in the nn
where Madame Defarge sat, calm and silent,
knitting.

At last, about mid-day.two dusty figures pas-
sed through the streets: one was the owner of
the inn and the other a mender of roads
in a blue cap. Many eyes noticed them, but no
one followed them ag they passed, and no one
spoke as they entered the inn, though the eyes
ol everyone were turned upon them.

«Good day. gentlemen», said Monsieur De-
farge.

Immediately every tongue was loosened and
there came an answering cry of «Good day».
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«It is bad weather. gentlemen», said Defarge,
shaking his head. Upon which, every man
looked at his neighbour and then all cast their
eyes down and were silent. One man got up and
went out.

«Wife». said Defarge. addressing Madame
Defarge. «l have travelled a long way with this
mender of roads. he is a good fellow and is cal-
led Jacques. Give him something to drink».

A second man got up and went out. Madame
Defarge set wine before the mender of roads
called Jacques: he took off his cap to the com-
pany and drank. A third man got up and went
out.

Monsieur Defarge., too, refreshed himself
with some wine. He looked at no one present,
and no one looked at him, not even Madame
Defarge, who had again taken up her knitting
and was at work.

«Have you finished. my friend?» he asked at
length.

«Yes, thank you».
«Come along then. You shall see the room
that is ready for you. It will suit you excellent-

ly».
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They went out of the shop and into the court-
yard, then up steep stairs into a narrow room,
the same room where once a white-haired man
had sat making shoes.

There was no white-haired man there now;
but three men were there, the same ithree who
had once looked through a hole in/the (

the old man, the same three men who had g
out of the shop singly — the three J

this is the wuness that I, Jacquas .
ordered. He will tell you all. Speak, Ja ’q
Five».

The road-mender wiped his face with his blue
cap.

«Where shall I begin, Monsieur?»

«Begin right at the beginning».

«l saw Gaspard first about a year ago, under-
neath the carriage of the Marquis, hanging on
by the chain. The carriage was going up a steep
hill».

Jacques Three asked how he had afterwards
recognized him.
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«By his tall figure. When the Marquis asked
me what he was like, I answered «Tall as a
ghost!».

«You should have said that he was short»,
said Jacques Two.

«But at that time he had not done anything.
Well, he ran away. The deed was done. He dis-
appeared. They searched for him high and low.
How many months, ten, eleven?».

«Never mind how many», said Defarge. «Un-
luckily he was caught at last. Go on».

«Once again | was at work on the hillside. [
saw six soldiers coming. In the midst of them
was a tall man with his arms bound, tied to his
sides. They were all covered with dust, and as
they passed I recognized the tall man. But this
time he could not run away. «Come on», said
the leader of the soldiers. «Bring him fast to his
grave» Then they pushed him along down the
hill into the village. He fell, they picked him up
again and laughed when they saw his face all
covered with blood which he could not wipe
away. They brought him into the village, and
all the villagers came out to see. Through its
streets they went, past the mill, and up to the
prison. The prison gates opened and swallowed
him.
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«Go on, Jacques Five», said Defarge.

«All the villagers whispered by the fountain.
All the village went to sleep, and in their sleep
they dreamt of the unhappy man up there, never
to come down again except to his death. In the
morning he could be seen high up in a little
room, looking out from behind iron bars, look-
ing out at the countryside where he would never
walk again».

The four listeners looked darkly at one
another. The desire for revenge was clear on ev-
ery face. Yet they had the appearance of being
judges in a law court as they listened to the
road-mender.

«For seven days he remained up there», said
the road-mender. «All the village looked up at
him, but secretly, for they were afraid. During
the evening, when all the village gathered at the
fountain, all faces were turned towards the pris-
on. Some of them said that he would not be put
to death, that a petition had been sent to the
king showing that he was maddened by the
death of his child».

«Listen, you», said Jacques One. «A petition
was sent to the king. All here saw the king take
it, in his carriage, in the street, sitting beside
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the Queen. It was Defarge, here, who at the
risk of his own life, ran out in front of the
horses with the petition in his hand».

«And know, too», said Jacques Three, «that
the king's guards surrounded him and struck
him».

«Go on», said Defarge. ..-"'%-1;'4.

.—‘* ﬁ-;:r—

«On Monday morning, when the ;ﬁf
awoke, there was a gallows forty feet high
ing in the air by the fountain».

He pointed with his finger as if é&%‘ﬁiw the
height of the gallows.

took the cows out; everybody gathered toge

by the fountain. At midday there was a sound ¢

of drums, and down from the prison he came,
surrounded by a budy of soldiers. He was
bound as before, and in his mouth was a cloth
to prevent him from speaking. And so, without
speaking, he was hanged there, forty feet high,
and was left there, hanging by the fountain. It
was frightful. How could the women draw wa-
ter? How could the children play by the foun-

tain with that thing above them throwing its
shadow»?
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«It was frightful. I left the village on Monday
evening, and as [ left it I looked back and saw
the long shadow of the gallows lying across the
- mill and even across the prison. I met this gent-
leman as | had been warned I should. With
him, I came on, now walking, now riding, all

yesterday and all last night. And here you see
me».

After a long silence, the first Jacques said,
«Good,you have acted and spoken faithfully.
Will you wait for us a little, outside the door?s».

«Very willingly», said the mender of roads.

Defarge got up and accompanied him to the top
of the stairs, and then returned.

«What do you say, Jacques?» said Number
one. «Shall we put them on the list?».

«On the list for destruction — Yes», said De-
farge.

«The chateau and all the family of Evremonde?»
enquired the first.
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«The Chateau and all the family», replied
Defarge.

«Are you sure», said"Number One, «that the
list is quite safe? It is true that it is written in
secret writing, dnd nobody but ourselves can
read it. But what if we should be caught? Can
your wife read it when the time comes?».

«Jacques», replied Defarge with confidence,
«do not be afraid. The list is not necessary to
my wife. When a name is listed, that name is
written in the memory of my wife. She says the
name to herself as she knits, and she knits ev-
ery name into her memory. Not a letter of a
name will ever be lost from the knitted list of
Madame Defarge».

They all murmured words of approval, and
one asked, «What about the road-mender? Is he

to be sent back soon? He is very simple. Is he
not a little dangerous?».

«He knows nothing», said Defarge. «I will
look after him. He wishes to see the fine world,
the king, the Queen and the court. He'll see
them on Sunday and then I'll send him back».

«What! Is it wise to let him see the king and
nobles?».
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«Jacques», said Defarge, «if you show a cat
milk, it will want to drink it. If you show a dog
a rabbit, it will hunt and kill it some day».

Nothing more was said, and the men de-
parted.

For several days the road-mender stayed in
the inn. His life was new and jag
but Madame Defarge frightened him; /she,
always silent, always knitting and togk 'mo
notice of his presence; he shook in his wo0d
shoes when ever he looked at her. He was no

at all pleased on Sunday to learn lhal}.; was to , _

5 cleas LA Syl 2l el sl (lgalas
T‘- P T A A I P A

go with him and Defarge to Vers to see

the king. q&

As usual Madame Defarge took her knit!;l
with her, and went on with it even in the puhl
carriage that carried them.

«You work hard, Madame», said one of the
passengers.

«Yes», said Madame, «I have a great deal to

do»,
«What are you making Madame?».

«Many things».

«For example?»
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«For example», said Madame Defarge,
«grave clothes».

The man moved away from her as soon as he
could. The road-memder, too, was troubled by
her words, but he forgot everything when he
caught sight of the king and his fair- haired
Queen in their golden carriage, attended by all
the lords and ladies of the Court. Such a crowd
of laughing ladies and fine lords, such jewels,
such bright silk, such proud faces! The road-
mender forgot everything, took off his cap,
waved it and shouted, «Long live the king.
Long live the Queen», as loudly as anyone.

«Ha!» said Defarge when all was finished,
«you are a good fellow».

The road-mender now began to think if he
had not made a fool of himself; but no.

«You are just the fellow we want», said De-
farge in his ear. «You make these fools think
that it will last for ever. So our job will be
easier»,

The road-mender agreed.

Defarge went on, «These fools know nothing.
They scorn you and think far more of their
horses and dogs than of you. So let us deceive
them a little longer. Our day will come».
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Madame Defarge looked coldly at the road-
mender and said, «Listen you. If you were
shown some pretty birds that could not fly, and
were told to tear off their feathers for yourself,
you would start by tearing off the finest feath-
ers, would you not!».

«Indeed, Madame, yes».

«You have seen fine birds today», said
Madame Defarge, waving her hand in the direc-
tion the great ones had gone.

«Now, go home».
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Chapter 11

The Spy

As the Defarges were making their
through the black mud of the streets on their,
turn, Madame said to her husband, «What dic
Jacques of the police tell you?». A

«Oh, well! It is necessary to put hi n.
list. What is his name7».

«John Barsad. He is English».

«Good. Is anything known of his appear-
ance?».

«Age about forty years; height about five feet
nine inches, black hair; face thin and long; nose
bent to the left».

«Very clear», said Madame. «He shall be put
on the list».

They reached the inn at midnight and
Madame Defarge counted the money that had

165

e LI}5:»‘.::1"-‘ J-.aﬂl

gl

Eolstdl oy e gl b Oty wysy polis OIS
Dl il GG Leage s apuYl

A8oSla Sdyl oy 8l 13l

s oyl Sla O JG 5T ¢ ALUI o o At
ek ] gl

L I e andy oy all o NERS

| }’ S]] ol '-J.:Tl

Iqﬂ-lfiuﬁjft}l q,,{.'.....,:-].

b A

C@& U Gl D Y g SR IR
ks iy gy el ol (ol

I_:L_J'n_,:u

Cideed| 2JB
eyt ,J.ﬁ t.o_,._r I.Jt n.._....iE- {i-.l...'-_b C.."r_’ ]
g 3l Sl (Gudl U] Shey ¢ Sl iz e

164



been taken during their absence, while her hus-
band walked up and down smoking his pipe.
Although she was busy with the accounts, she
noticed that he seemed a little tired and sad.

«You are faint of heart tonight», said she.

«A little» he replied. «It is a long time».

«Yes, it is a long time», she said quietly.
«But revenge takes a long time to prepare. We
must wait patiently. Remember that each day
that passes brings it nearer. Look around at the
evil and discontent of the world. Do you think
they can last?».

«You are right. But it is possible that the end
may not come in our lives».

«Even if that happens, we shall have helped
it to come. Nothing that we do is done in vain.
I myself believe that we shall live to see the
victory».

At noon the next day Madame was knitting in
her usual place when a stranger entered the
inn. She pinned a rose in her hair as she
noticed him, and most of the talking stopped.
Gradually the people began to leave the inn.
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«Good day, Madame», said he stranger.

«Good day, Monsieur», she said aloud, but to
herself she added, «Ha! Age about forty; height
about five feet nine; black hair; face long and
thin; nose bent to the left! Good day!».

«You knit with great skill, Madame!» said
the newcomer, after ordering some wine.

«l am accustomed to it».

«What is it for?»

«To pass the time».

«Is business good?».
«Business' is very bad. The people are so

poor».

«Ah, the unfortunate people. So badly tre-

ated, as you say».

«As you say», corrected Madame.

«Pardon me. It was I who said so, but of
course you think so».

«I think?» replied Madame in a loud voice.
«I and my husband have enough to do keeping
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the inn open, without thinking. All we think
about is how to live».

The spy, who was there to pick up any in-
formation he could find or make, did not let his
disappointment show in his face, but continued:

«A bad business, this, about poor Gaspard!».

«If people use knives for such purposes»,
said Madame calmly, «they have to pay for it».

«[ believe», said the spy, lowering his voice,
«that there is much pity for the poor fellow in
this neighbourhood, and much anger at his
death».

«Is there? Ah! Here is my husband!».

«Good day, Jacques!» said the spy, touching
his hat.

Defarge stopped suddenly and looked hard at

him

«Good day, Jacques!» repeated the spy.

«You are mistaken», said the keeper of the
wine-shop. «That is not my name. I am Emnest
Defarge».
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«It is all the same», said the spy, dis-
appointed again. «Good day!».

«Good day!» answered Defarge calmly.

«] was just saying to Madame that there was
much pity and anger in St. Antoine ; pour
Gaspard». .

i =
«No one has told me so. I know nuthmﬁp ﬁ‘
it».

more. __
«Your name, Monsieur Defarge, ren me

of your old master, Dr. Manette. When he m

set free, I believe he came to you».
«That is true».

«I have known Dr. Manette and his daughter

in England. Do you hear much of them now?»

«No».

«She is going to be married. But not to an
Englishman. Remembering Gaspard, poor Gas-
pard, it is a curious thing that she is going to be
married to the nephew of the Marquis whom
Gaspard killed. Her future husband is, of
course, the present Marquis. But he lives un-
known in England. He is no Marquis there. He
is Mr. Charles Darnay.
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This piece of news did not seem to affect
Madame Defarge in any way, but it affected her
husband. Although he tried to appear perfectly
calm, he was unable to pn:vcn! his hand from
trembling as he lit his pipe. The spy would
have been no spy, if he had failed to notice it.

Having had, at least, one little success, Bar-
sad paid for his drink and left. For some mi-
nutes afterwards husband and wife remained ex-
actly as he had left them, fearing that he might
come back.

«Can 1t be true?» said Defarge in a low
voice.

«As he has said it», replied Madame, «it is
probably false. But it may be true».

«If it is, and if the end comes while we live,’
I hope fate will keep her husband out of
France». ;

«Fate will take him where he is to go and
will lead him to the end which is to end him.
That 1s all I know»,

In the evening Madame Defarge used to pass
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from place to place in St. Antoine. visiting the
women who Kknitted like herself. They knitted
useless things. but the mechanical work served

them in place of eating and drinking; the hands
moved instead of the mouth.
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Chapter 12

Joy and Sorrow

It was the day of Lucie Manette’s
Charles Darnay. The morning sun was shi

brightly. Mr. Lorry, Lucie and Miss Pross we

outside the Doctor’s door. Inside, -th

and Charles were talking together

The bride looked very beautiful.

«And so, my dear»,

brought you safely across the English Channel,
a baby in my arms, so many years ago. Mr

Charles ought to be grateful to me, don’t you
think so, Miss Pross?».

«Nonsense», sais Miss Pross. «You didn’t do

it for his sake, so he has nothing to be grateful
to you for».

«Perhaps you are right», said Mr. Lorry.
«But why are you crying?».
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«I'm not crying». said Miss Pross. «But I can
see tears in your eyes».

«In my eyes? Nonsense». said Mr. Lorry.
«And now. my dear Lucie, let me give you a
kiss and my blessing before Charles comes out
and claims you for his own».

The door of the Doctor’s room opened and he
came out with Charles Darnay. His face was so
deathly pale that there was no trace of colour in
it. But his manner was calm and he appeared
cheerful. The keen eye of Mr. Lorry was not
deceived; he knew that something had happened
inside the room that had given him a great
shock.

The Doctor gave his arm to his daughter and
took her downstairs to the carriage that Mr.
Lorry had hired for the occasion. The others
followed in another carriage, and soon, In a
neighbouring hall, with no strangers present,
Lucie Manette and Charles Damay became man
and wife.

They returned to the house for breakfast, and
all went well. Some diamonds, a present from
Mr. Lorry, shone brightly on Lucie’s arm. Very
soon Lucie was saying good-bye to her father.
For him it was a hard parting, the first since he
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had come to England from France. But it was
not going to be a long one; for in two weeks he
would join them, and they would all three finish
the holiday and return home together. At last,
he unwound her arms from around his neck and
said, «Taker her, Charles, she is yours».

Soon her hand was waving to them from the
carriage window and she was gone. The Doctor,
Mr. Lorry and Miss Pross waved their hands till
the carriage was out of sight.

The Doctor had been very cheerful and had
tried hard, and successfully, not to spoil his
daughter’s happiness; but something was troubl-
ing him. As he put his hand to his head and
wandered wearily about his room, Mr. Lormry
was reminded of the old shoemaker in the house
of Monsizur Defarge.

«] think», he said to Miss Pross, «that we
had better not talk to him now, or disturb him.
I must go to Tellson’s, but I will soon be back.

Then we will take him out into the country for
dinner, and all will be well».

It was two hours before he came back. As he
walked up the stairs towards the Doctor’s room,
he was stopped by a loud sound of knocking.

«Good God!» he said, with a start. «What is
that?».
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Miss Pross, with a terrified face, appeared.
«All is lost!» she cried. «All is lost! What shall
we say to my darling Lucie? He doesn’t know
me and he is making shoes».

Mr. Lorry said-what he could to calm Miss
Pross and went inside the Doctor’s room. The
bench was turned towards the light as it had
been in the room in Paris, his head was bent
over his work, and he was very busy.

«Dr. Manette. My dear friend. Dr. Manette»,

The Doctor looked up for a moment half
enquiringly, half as if he were angry at being
spoken to — and bent over his work again. Mr.
Lorry noticed that he was busy making a shoe.
He took up another that was lying beside him
and asked what it was.

«A young lady’s walking shoe. It ought to
have been finished a long time ago».

«But, Dr. Manette. Look at me».

He obeyed as if he were accustomed to re-
ceiving orders and obeying them.

«Don’t you remember me, my dear friend?
Think again. This is not your proper occupa-
tion. Think, my friend, think!».

But it was no good. He went on with his
work and refused to say a word.
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Mr. Lorry decided that this must be kept a
secret from Lucie and all who knew him. With
the help of Miss Pross, the Doctor’s friends
were told that he was unwell and needed a few
days’ rest. As for Lucie, Miss Pross was to
write and tell her that he had been called away
for a few days to attend a sick patient.

Hoping that he would recover, Mr. Lwde-

cided to watch him attentively without appear-
ing to do so. He therefore made arrangements to,"
take a holiday for several days from the bank =
for the first time in his life, and to come and .

live in the house. &)
The next day he spent in a room Irmﬂ mh

he could see the Doctor at his work. He did not .
attempt to speak to him, for he found that tl‘i‘fs__ &
only made him worse. The Doctor took what

was given to him to eat and drink, and worked
steadily all day until it was too dark for him to
see. When he had put his tools aside as useless,
Mr. Lorry rose and said to him in a natural
voice, «Will you go out?».

The Doctor looked up at him and repeated in
a low voice, «Out?».

The Doctor made no attempt to give a reason
for not wanting to go out. He just sat with his
hands to his head, and his face looked puzzled.'
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He seemed to be trying to find an answer to the
question, «Why not?» But he said nothing
more.

The next evening, when it fell dark, Mr. Lor-
ry asked him as before, «Dear Doctor, will you
go out?»,

As before he repeated, «Out?».

«Yes, for a walk with me. Why not7».

This time, when he refused to answer, Mr.
Lorry got up and pretended to go out by him-
self. But he only went into the next room from
where he could see what happened. The Doctor
got up and went to the window far a time and
looked out. When he heard Mr. Lorry returning
he went back to his bench.

For nine days Mr. Lorry remained in the
house. It was an anxious time for him; for soon
it would be impossible to keep the secret from
Lucie any longer, and she would never forgive
herself. The Doctor’s hands were becoming terr-
ibly skilful at his old work as they became
accustomed to it again. On the ninth evening,
Mr. Lorry worn out with watching, fell asleep
in his chair and slept all the night.
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He was awakened by the sun shining in at the
window. Suprised at finding himself not in bed,
he got up. went to the Doctor’s room, and
looked in. To his astonishment, he saw the
Doctor reading by the window. He was dressed
as usual: the bench and tools had been pushed
aside.

Mr. Lorry silently went away and talked with
Miss Pross. They decided that they would say
nothing to the Doctor, but would wait till break-
fast-time and would then greet him as if nothing
had happened.

This they did. The Doctor was called in the
usual way and came in to breakfast. They talked
about nothing in particular, but when they hap-
pened to mention the day of the week, and the
date, they saw him begin to count and become
uneasy. Then Mr. Lorry decided to seek medic-
al advice, and the person from whom he de-
cided to seek it was the Doctor himself.

So when the breakfast things had been
cleared away, Mr. Lorry began sympathetically,
«My dear Doctor, I am anxious to have your
advice on a very serious case in which 1 am in-
terested. It is the case of a very dear friend of
mine, so advise me well for his sake, and for
his daughter’s sake».
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«Give me all the details», said the Doctor in
a low tone,

«A long time ago». smid Mr. Lomry, «my
friend had a great shock, and it affected his
mind. He does not know for how long he re-
mained like this, but in time he recovered. He
does not know what actually caused his®
ery. Unfortunately, he has recently had/a
of his illness».

«For how long?» asked the Doctor.

«For nine days».

«Does his daughter know of it?»

«No, and | hope that she never will
kept a secret from her. It is known only to m
self and to one other who may be trusted».

The Doctor grasped his hand and murmured.

Mr. Lorry grasped his hand in return and
neither spoke for a time.

«Now, my dear Doctor, | am a man of busi-
ness and am unable to deal with such matters as
this properly. I want some good advice. And I
trust you to guide me. Tell me, how did it hap-
pen? Is there danger of a retum? And how
should it be treated if it returns?».
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The Doctor sat thinking for a time.

«I think it is possible», he said, «that your
friend feared such a return might happen. He
feared it very much. He feared it so much that
he was quite unable to speak of it to any other
person».

«Now», said Mr. Lorry. «What do you think
was the cause of its return?».

«l believe», said the other, «that its cause
was a sudden remembrance of the thing which
caused his first 1llness».

«Now as to the future?».

«As to the future», went on the Doctor firm-
ly, «l should have great hope. As he recovered
so quickly, there is great hope. It will not affect
him again, because what he feared has hap-
pened. The worst is over».

«Well, we.... That’'s a great comfort. I am
thankful».

«I, too, am thankful», repeated the Doctor,
bowing his head in thanks to God.

So the matter ended. They went out into the
country and spent a pleasant day. The Doctor
was quite recovered; on the three following days
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he remained perfectly well. On the fourteenth
day he went away to join Lucie and her hus-
band.

On the night of the day when he left the
house, Mr. Lorry went into the Doctor’s room
with some workmen's tools. Soon the noise of
sawing and hammering came out of the room,
and the sound of someone dragging big pieces
of wood to the fireplace. The wood was thrown
into the fire and the flames began to rise high.
Some half-finished shoes and pieces of leather
followed the wood, and they, too, were soon
burning merrily. Then Mr. Lorry dug a hole in

the garden and Miss Pross threw into it various
tools.

There was now no sign of the shoemaker of
Paris.
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Chapter 13

To the Bastille!

When Lucie and her husband returned home,
one of the first visitors was Sydney Carton

infrequent one, coming about six times a

As time passed, too, the house echned to the ﬁ»‘*‘
happy sound of a child’s laughter, al

noticed that httle Lucie seemed to li
Carton whenever he came to see his fri -5;

Another and more frequent visitor was
Lorry. One night in mid-July, 1789, he came m{”h

late from Tellson's and sat down by Lucie and ﬁ,q%

her husband in the dark window.

«| began to think», he said, «that | should
have to pass the night at Tellson’s. We have had
so much business all day that we have not
known what to do first. There is such anxiety in
Paris that the people there are putting their
property in our hands and sending it to England
as fast as they can».

«That looks bad», said Darnay.
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«Yes, but we don't know the reason for it.
Where is Manette?».

«Here he is». said the Doctor, entering the
room at that moment. «Will you have a game
of cards with me?».

«l don’t think I will tonight. I am too tired.
But | will have some tea, if Lucie will give me
some».,

«Of course», said Lucie.

«Thank you, my dear. Is the child safely in
bed?».

«Yes, and fast asleep».

«That's right; all safe and well. I don't know
why anything should not be safe and well here.
I have been so troubled all day that 1 am not
my usual self. I am not so young as [ was! My
tea, my dear! Thank you. Now let us sit quietly
and talk».

That same day, far away in St. Antoine, a
great roar arose from the throats of the people
and a forest of bare arms struggled in the air
like the branches of trees in a winter wind. All
the fingers were holding weapons: guns. bars of
wood and of iron, knives. axes, and any other
thing that would serve. People who could find
nothing else set themselves with bleeding fin-
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gers to force stones and bricks out of their
places in walls. The centre of this roaring crowd
was Defarge’s inn. . There Defarge him-
self, already dirty with gun powder and sweat,
was giving out arms and orders.

«Keep near to me. Jacques Three». he cried.
«And you. Jacques One and Two, separate, and
put yourselves at the head of as man @f these
patriots as you can. Where is my wife?», ._;_m;. .

«Here I am», said Madame, as calm as ev@;
«l am going with you at present. But soon you
will see me at the head of the wumf:m ¢ ,.?

.-"

«Come then. friends and patriots! :wigm De-
», kf-.' A
=

farge. «We are ready. To the Bastille!» L

With a roar the living sea arose, wave ﬁtqc;ﬁ
wave. and over-flowed the city to that point.. &
Fire and smoke soon covered the thick stone *’_f
walls. and the eight great towers. In the middle
of the fire and smoke worked Defarge:

«Work, friends,work!» he cried . «Work, Jacques,
One, Jacques Two, Jacques One thousand».

«Come to me'» cried Madame, his wife. «We
can kill as well as the men when the place is

FJ
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taken». And to her came the women, differently
armed, but all armed alike in hunger and re-
venge.

Suddenly a white flag was raised inside the
Bastille, and Defarge was swept by the crowd
through the gates of the prison. He had no time
to draw his breath or to turn his head until he
found himself in the outer courtyard. Every-
where was noise, shouting and cheering.

«The priosners!»
«The records!»
«The secret part!»

The crowd seized the prison officers and
threatened them with immediate death if they
did not take them at once to every secret part of
the prison. Defarge seized one of them himself.

«Show 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 is the meaning of One hundred and
Five, North Tower?».

«It 1s a cell».
«Show it to me!»
«Come this way then».
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Through dark stone halls where the light of
day had never shone, past the ugly doors of
small dark rooms and cages, down wet stone
steps, Defarge and Jacques Three, who went
with him, were led by the prison officer. Owing
to the thickness of the walls, the noise of the
shouting crowd soon died away.

«One Hundred and Five, North Tower!».

There was a small window, with bars across
it, but without glass, high up in the wall. There
was a small chimney, also heavily barred. There
was a small wooden seat, a table and a straw
bed. There were the four blackened walls, and a
rusty iron ring in one of them.

«Pass the light along these walls, so that I
may see them», said Defarge.

The man obeyed.
«Stop! Look here, Jacques!».

«A. M.» read Jacques.

«Alexandre Manette», said Defarge in his
ear. «And here he wrote «A poor doctor». Give
me that iron bar!».
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Turning to the wooden seat and the table, he
beat them to pieces with a few blows.

«Look carefully among the pieces, Jacques.
And see! Here is my knife. Cut open that bed

an search the straw. Hold the light higher,
you!».

Defarge himself exammed the

old wood ashes that lay below.
«Nothing in the wood and straw, Jacques?»

«Nothing». m @@? :
«Let us collect them and burn ight _'

them, you!» ,f‘

The man set fire to the little pile and, leavi wﬁ?

it burning, they went out again through the low’ :g :

door. So they came back to the courtyard and
the shouting.

The crowd had seized the governor of the
prison and were marching him away to judg-
ment. Near him was Madame Defarge, and
when her husband appeared, she called him.
She stayed near the unhappy governor as they
went along and, when he was struck from be-
hind and fell dead, she put her foot on his neck
and cut off his head.
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So the Revolution began and so it continued.
St. Antoine’s day had come and St. Antoine
was angry. They hanged men on lamp-posts in
the street. They set free the prisoners from the
Bastille and carried the astonished men on their
shoulders through the streets. In all they were
merciless. for they had been hardened in the
fires of suffering and the touch of pity could
make no mark in them.
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Chapter 14

The Chﬁteauﬁ is on Fire

The village where Gaspard had been put to
death was a poor village. Around it lay a ruined
countryside. Everything seemed womn out —
houses, fences, animals, men women and chil-
dren, and even the land that gave them their liv-
ing. For very many years, the family of the late
Marquis had extracted money from it by means
of such people as Monsieur Gabelle, the tax-
collector. Now there was nothing left to be ex-
tracted and hardly enough to support the miser-
able people who lived in it. The people were
the same, though the Marquis had gone.There
were in addition some strangers living in the
village, strangers whose work lay in teaching
the simple people new ideas and in leading
them when the new ideas were put into opera-
tion.

The prison on the hill from which Gaspard
had been led to death was just the same. There
were still soldiers in it, and officers over the
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soldiers. But not one of the officers knew what
his men would do, except that they would prob-
ably not do what they were ordered. The new
ideas had spread from Paris to the towns, and
from the towns to the villages, and were now
spreading to the soldiers.

The road-mender still continued his old work,
though in return for his labour he received hard-
ly enough to keep him alive. Often, as he work-
ed, he was passed by strangers, orf foot, in
wooden shoes, armed. These strangers were
spreading the new ideas through the whole
country and were carrying out orders given
to them by the revolutionary leaders in Paris.

Such a stranger approached the road-mender
one day in July on the road that ran over the
hill outside the village. The man looked at the
road-mender, at the village and at the prison.
He appeared to have found what he was looking
for.

«How goes it, Jacques?» he said.
«All well, Jacques».

The man sat down on a heap of stones.
«No dinner?».

«Nothing but supper now», replied the road-
mender.
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«It is the same everywhere», said the man. «l
meet people who have had no dinner any-
where».

He took out a blackened pipe, filled it, light-
ed it, and then.smoked it till the tobacco
glowed red. Then he took it from his mouth and
dropped something in it that burst into a little
flame and went out.

The road-mender recognized a signal which
he had been expecting.

«Tonight?» said the road-mender.

«Tonight. The others will meet me here.
Where is the place?».

«Along the road about five miles through the
village».

«Good. When do you stop work?».

«At sunset».

«Will you wake me before you leave? I have
been walking two nights without resting. Let me
finish my pipe and I shall sleep like a child.
Don’t forget to wake me».

The stranger finished his pipe, put it away,
took off his great wooden shoes and lay down
on his back against the heap of stones. He fell
asleep immediately.

He slept all the afternoon. Then when the sun
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was low in the west and the sky was red, the

road-mender collected his tools together and
woke him.

«Good», said the sleeper, rising on his
elbow. «About five miles beyond the village?».

«About that»,

The road-mender went down into ﬂ‘t&‘iﬂllage
and was soon at the fountain where the/poor

cattle had been brought to drink. He whispered,
to several of the villagers, and they whispered
to others. Later, when the villagers had taken

their poor supper, they did not, gna;m bed as
usual, but came out of doors again and re-

mained there whispering round the fountaif. As

they whispered, all eyes were turned to the sky, -
but in one direction only. W 5

Monsieur Gabelle became uneasy. He went to

the top of his house and looked in that direction
also.

The darkness deepened. The wind ros¢. The
trees that kept guard round the old chateau

moved in the nising wind and bent their heads
towards the huge building. Four figures made
their way through the trees and came into the
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courtyard. Four lights appeared and then sepa-
rated, each one going in a different direction.
Then all was dark again.

But not for long. Soon the chateau seemed
to make itself wisible through the night by
means of some strange light of its own. The
windows glowed; smoke rose and flames
climbed high and grew broader and bnghter.
Soon the whole of the front of the chateau was
visible in the midst of roaring fire.

The brightness was seen in the village. Soon
a horseman came riding through the darkness
and pulled up at Monsieur Gabelle’s door.

«Help, Gabelle! Help, everyone!».

The mender of roads, with two hundred par-
“ticular friends, stood with folded arms by the
fountain looking at the fire in the sky over the
chateau.

«It must be forty feet high», one said -and
laughed, and nobody moved.

The rider from the chateau rode away
through the village and up the hill to the prison.
At the gate, a group of officers were looking at
the fire; a short distance away a large group of
soldiers were doing the same thing.
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«Help, gentlemen! The chateau is on fire.
Valuable things may still be saved from the
flames. Help! Help!».

The officers looked towards the soldiers, who
looked towards the fire. They gave no orders,
knowing that they would not be obeyed. They
answered, «It must burn».

The chateau was left to the flames. The
wind fanned the fire, and soon great masses of
stone and wood fell. The nearest trees grew hot,
dropped their leaves and began to smoke. Num-
bers of birds flew around, and, overcome by the
heat and the smoke, dropped into the flames.
Four men walked away into the night, north,
south, east and west, each to another chateau.
Down in the village the bells were ringing
again. But not, this time, to give the alarm;
they were being rung for joy.

The villagers, excited by the fire, by the bell-
ringing and by hunger, remembered that it was
Monsieur Gabelle who used to collect the rent
and the taxes, though little rent and very few
taxes had been collected in recent times. They
surrounded his house and shouted to him to
come out. Upon this, Gabelle heavily barred his
door and retired to the top of his house, where
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he hid behind the chimneys. There, being a
brave man, he decided that if they burst in his
door. he would throw himself off the roof into
the middle of them and thus take perhaps one or
two of them with him to the next world.

But the excitement nf the \rlllagers dled

other vﬂlages were not so ﬁ::tunate s M
Gabelle. Moming found them hanging-@
in once-peaceful forests. In some villag
soldiers attacked the people and hanged
of them in their turn. But wherever the

out, and terror walked the night.

men went, north south, east or west, fires bmke; s |
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Chapter 15

A Message From the Prison of
Horror

The meeting place in London for all the
noblemen who had fled from France was Tell-
son's Bank. Those who had had the good sense
to send their money to England before the Re-
volution went to the bank for business purposes;
and those who had not, went there hoping to
meet old friends who might be able to help
them out of their difficulties. Thus Tellson’s be-
come at that time a centre where one might
learn the latest news from France. The news was
sometimes written out and put in the bank win-
dow for all to see.

One afternoon, half an hour before the time
of closing, Mr. Lorry was sitting at his desk
and Charles Darnay stood leaning on it and talk-
ing to him in a low voice.

«You think I am too old to go?» said Mr.
Lorry.
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«Unsettled weather, a long journey, uncertain
means of travelling, a city that may not be
safe....»

«My dear Charles, it’is safe enough for me.
Nobody will trouble an old man of nearly eigh-
ty. Besides, it i1s necessary for someone fo go
from our bank here to our bank there, some-
body who knows the city and the business. For
the sake of Tellson’s, after all these years, I
ought to go»,

«l wish | were going myself», said Darnay.

«Indeed! You wish you were going yourself’
But you are a Frenchman!».

«My dear Mr. Lormry, it is because I am a
Frenchman that the thought has often passed
through my mind. I sometimes think that I
might be able to persuade the people not to be
SO violent».

«And what about Lucie? I wonder you are
not ashamed of yourself, wishing you were
going to France!»,

«Well, I am not going», said Damnay with a
smile. «But you say that you are».

«Yes, I am really going. You can have no
idea, Charles, of the difficulty of doing business
at present, or of the danger to our books and
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papers in France. They may be seized or des-
troyed at any moment. If I go, I may be able to
save some of the more important ones, or bury
them, or otherwise get them out of harm’s way.
Scarcely anyone but myself can do it. Shall I
hesitate?».

«How I admire you! So you are r@]ly going
tonight?»
«Tonight. We must not wait any lnﬁ%eﬁﬁ

«Will you take anyone with you?».

«I intend to take Jerry. He will look after mgf_::-
Then,when I have done this little piece of busi-,

ness, perhaps I shall accept Tellson’s ¢ aﬁr tu let
me retire and live at my ease», oLl

This conversation took place at Mr. LW’S

business. Among these men was also Stryver,
who was explaining how he would blow up all
the people of France, and remove them from the
face of the earth. Darnay heard all that he said
with particular displeasure. Just then, the presi-
dent of the bank approached and laid a dirty
and un- opened letter before Mr. Lorry, asking
whether he had yet found any trace of the man
to whom it was addressed. The letter was
placed so close to Damay that he saw the
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address, which ran: «Very urgent. To the for-

mer Marquis St. Evremonde, of France, Tellson
& Co., London, England».

On the mamage moming, Dr. Manette had
begged Darnay -not to tell anyone else his real
name, unless the Doctor first agreed. So no one
else, not even his wife or Mr. Lorry, knew his
real name.

«No», said Mr. Lormry, in reply to the direc-
tor. «I have-asked everyone here, but no one

can tell me where this gentleman may be
found».

He held out the letter so that those standing
near might see it.

Nephew, I believe, of the Marquis who was
murdered», said one. «I am happy to say that |
never knew him».

«A coward who left his post», said another.

«A man who has come under the influence of
the new ideas», said a third. «He opposed the
last Marquis and then left the property to the
mercy of the people».
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«What?» shouted Stryver. «Is that the sort of
fellow? Let me see the coward’s name».

Darnay was unable to keep silent any longer.
«I know the fellow», he said.

«Do you?» said Stryver. «I am sorry to hear
it. It is better not to know such a man. He is a
coward. If he is a gentleman, I don’t understand
him. You may tell him so from me. You may
also tell him from me that, as he left his proper-
ty to the revolutionaries, I am surprised that he
is not at the head of them. But no; of course
not. Such a man would not trust himself to
them. He would always run away».

With these words, Stryver, with a last wave
of his arm, walked out, followed by most of
those who had been listening. Mr. Lorry and
Darnay were left alone at the desk.

«Will you take charge of the letter?» said Mr.
Lorry. «Do you know where to deliver it?».
«l do»,

«Will you explain why it has been here for
some time?7»

«I will do so. Do you start your journey to
Paris from here?».
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«From here at eight».
«I will come back to see you before you go».

Very disturbed in mind, Darnay took the let-

ter and left. As soon as he reached a quiet place,
he opened it and read it. It was as follows:

Prison of the Abbaye,
Panis
June 21, 1792

Monsieur,

After having long been in danger of my life
at the hands of the villagers, I have been sized
and brought on foot to Paris. Nor is that all; my
house has been completely destroyed.

The crime for which I am imprisoned, and
for which I shall be tried, and shall lose my life
(without your help), is that I have acted for one
who has left his country. It is in vain that I say
that I acted for the people and not against them.
It is in vain that I say that I did not collect the
taxes, and that I did not ask for the rent, that I
did not go to law. I ask «Of what am I ac-
cused?» The only answer that I receive is that I
acted for an émigré .

Ah, Monsieur! Where is he? I ask in my
sleep where he is. I ask heaven whether he will
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come to set me free. No answer. Ah, Monsieur!
I send my sad cry across the sea, hoping that it
may reach your ears through the great Bank of
Tellson, known at Paris. For the love of
Heaven, I beg you, Monsieur, to help me and
to set me free. My Fault is that]l have been true
to you. I pray you to be true to me.

From this prison of horror, where death
draws nearer and nearer, I send you, Monsieur,
this letter.

Sincerely yours
Gabelle

Darnay’s mind was very disturbed by this let-
ter. He had told Gabelle to spare the people, to
do his best for them and to give them what little
was to give. Now his faithful servant was in
prison and his only crime was that he had car-
ried out orders.

It seemed quite clear to Darnay that he must
go to Paris. He saw no danger. He thought the
people of France would remember gratefully
what he had done, even though it had been
done imperfectly. Thus he might be able to save
his old servant from the death that now awaited
him.
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As he walked to and fro, thinking what ought
to be done, he decided that neither Lucie nor
her father must know that he was going until af-
ter he had actually gone. It would be best to
keep his intentions entirely to himself in order
lo spare others as much anxiety as possible.

With these thoughts in his mind he returned to
say good-bye to Mr. Lorry. é

«[ have delivered the letter», he said.

a spoken one?»,

is no written answer, but perhaps you will& 5

«Certainly», said Mr. Lorry. o

«lt is to a prisoner in the Abbaye; hi name
Gabelle».
«Gabelle».

letter and will come».

«Is any time mentioned7»

«He will start on his journey tomorrow
night».

«Very well», said Mr. Lorry. «And now I
must go. Give my love to Lucie, and to little
Lucie, and take care of them until I come
back».

Charles Dammay shook his head and smiled
doubtfully as the carriage moved away.
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That night — it was the fourteenth of
August — he sat up late and wrote two letters,
to be delivered after he had gone, one to Lucie
and one to the Doctor. explaining the matter to
both of them and saying that he would write to
them from France.

The next day was a hard one, for he had to
spend it with them without telling them of his
plans. Early in the evening he kissed his wife
and daughter and went out, pretending that he
would soon return. And thus with a heavy heart
he began his journey, encouraged by the
thought that he was going to the help of a poor
prisoner anxiously awaiting him acroos the sea.
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Chapter 16

A Bird in éi Cage

In the year 1792 it took a long time to travel
from England to Paris. Even when king Louis
was on his throne the roads in France were bad,
the carriages were bad, and the horses were
bad. But now there were additional difficulties.
Every town and village had its band of «pat-
riots», all armed with loaded guns, who stopped
all comers and all goers, questioned them, ex-
amined their papers, looked for their names in
lists of their own, turned them back, sent them
on, or arrested them, just as they liked, all in
the name of «Freedom, Equality and Brother-
hood» and of the new Republic of France.

Charles Darnay had not gone very far along
the country roads when he began to realize that
he would never be permitted to return until he
had been declared a good citizen at Paris. What-
ever might happen, he must go on to his jour-
ney's end. Every gate that closed behind him,
he knew to be another gate that shut him away
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from his loved ones in England. He felt like an
animal in a net, like a bird in a cage, so com-
plete was his loss of liberty.

Twenty times in a single day he was stopped,
questioned, taken béck or sent forward. He had
been three days on the roads of France and was
still a long way from Paris. He went to
tired out, in a small inn. It was only by $he
Gabelle's letter he had been able to cu’ﬁleg&

far. He was not art all surprised when he 'wﬁ':'_'-"-t;__.
awakened in the middle of the night by an offi-~ | »

cial and three armed patriots.

« Emigré », said the official, «I am %& to
send you on to Paris with a guard of sol n',%ﬂn

[
v

see that you get there».

«Citizen, I desire nothing more than to get to

Paris; but I do not need the soldiers».

«Silence», said one of the armed men, strik-
ing the bed with the end of his gun. «Be quiet!
Aristocrat!»,

«It is as the good patriot says», remarked the
official «You are an aristocrat. You must have a
guard, and must pay for it. Rise and dress your-
self, émigré »,
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Damay could do nothing but obey. He was
taken to a guard-house where other rough pat-
riots were smoking, drinking and sleeping
around a fire. Here he had to pay a heavy price
for his guard, and set out on the wet roads at
three o’clock in the morning.

The guard consisted of two patriots with red
caps, both armed, who rode on either side of
him. One of them fastened a rope to Darnay's
horse and kept the other end tied to his arm.
Thus they travelled on. Many fears filled Dar-
nay's breast, but he hoped that all would be
well when Gabelle told why he had come back.

At the town of Beauvais he found himself in
real danger. An angry crowd surrounded him
shouting. «Down with the émigré ».

«Emigre, my friends! I am here of my own
free will».

«You are a cursed émigré», shouted a man,
coming towards him with a hammer in his
hand. «And you are a cursed aristocrat.

Placing himself between the man and Damay,
an official said. «Leave him alone. Leave him
alone. He will be judged in Paris»,

«Yes!» cried another. «He'll be judged! Yes!
Judged and punished as an enemy of France».
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«Friend», said Darnay, «I am not an enemy».

«He lies», the man shouted. «Under the new
law his life and property belong to the govern-
ment».

But Darnay did not feel safe until his guards
1ad managed to get him into the courtyard of an
nn and had closed the door on the angry peo-
ole.

«What is this new law?» he asked.

«It is a new law punishing with death all
émigrés who return. It was passed on the four-
teenth of this month».

«The day I left England!».

After a short rest, and many hours of miser-
able travel, they found themselves at last at the
barrier outside the walls of Paris. The barrier

was closed and strongly guarded as they rode up
to it and stopped. A determined-looking man

came out of the guard-house; he seemed to be
in charge there.

«Where are the papers of this prisoner?» he

demanded.
«Prisoner! » said Darnay angrily. «I am a free
traveller. I am a French citizen. I have come
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Darnay was taken into the guard-house. A
number of soldiers and patriots, smelling strong-
ly of wine and tobacco, were standing or lying
about. Some big books were lying open on a
desk, and an officer of a coarse, dark appear-
ance, was looking into them.

«Citizen Defarge», said the officer to the man
who had brought Darnay in, «is this the émigré,

Evremonde?».
«This is the man», answered Defarge.

«Your age, Evremonde?».
ﬂThlll't}'-SE?E ne».

«Married, Evremonde7».
«Yes»,

«Where is your wife7».

«In England».

«No doubt! You are to be taken, Evremonde,
to the prison of La Force».

«Just Heaven!» exclaimed Darnay. «Under
what law, and for what crime?».

«We have new laws, Evremonde, since the
last time you were here». He said the words
with a hard smile and went on writing.
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«l beg you to observe that I came here wil-
lingly, in answer to that letter that lies before
you, a letter from a fellow citizen. Have I no
rights7».

«Emigrés have no rights, Evremonde», was
the reply.

The officer read over to himself what he had
written and handed it to Defarge with the
words, «ln secret».

Defarge told the prisoner to accompany him.
A guard of two patriots attended them.

«Is it you», said Defarge as they went down
the steps of the guard-house and turned into
Paris, «is it you who married the daughter of
Dr. Manette?».

«Yes», said Damnay, looking at him in sur-
prise.

«My name is Defarge, and I keep an inn in St.
Antoine. Perhaps you have heard of me7».

«Yes. My wife came to your house to re-
claim her father».

«And what has brought you back to
France?». *
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«You heard me say the reason a minute ago.
Don’t you believe that it is the truth?»,

«A bad truth for you», said Defarge.

«Indeed, I feel I am lost here. All is so unex-
pected, so changed, so unfair. I feel entirely
lost. Will you do something for me?».
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«You will see. But suppose you ar other 4
people have been sent to worse pri ?ﬁ)efnre
now». d{ﬁ? .

«It is of the greatest importance to me {héléb
should be able to send a message to Mr. LGM
of Tellson’s Bank who is now in Paris. Will ©
you please do me a favour? Just tell Mr. Lorry

that I have been thrown into the prison of La -
Force».

«I will do nothing for you. My duty is to my
country and my people. I am your enemy. I'll
do you no favours».
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Darnay felt that it was hopeless to ask again;
they walked on in silence. Their passing
through the streets attracted no attention. A
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well-dressed person going to prison had become
as common a sight as a labourer going to his
work. Even the children hardly noticed them. A
few people turned their heads to look, and a
few cursed him as an aristocrat, but otherwise
no notice was taken. At a street cormer a man
was addressing a small crowd and Damay heard
his words as he passed. He learned that the king
had been taken to prison and that the foreign
governments’ representatives had all left Paris.

The prison of La Force was a dark and ugly
place. An evil smell seemed to fill it. Defarge
handed over his prisoner to the head warder of
the prison with the words, «The émigre
Evremonde».

«What the devil! How many more of them?»
said the warder.

He gave Defarge a receipt for his prisoner.

«What the devil, 1 say again», he said to his
wife. «How many more?».

His wife replied, «We must have patience,
my dear, for the love of freedom».

«In secret, too», he continued. «And almost
every place full».
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He rang a bell and three men came in. They
all looked at Darnay, looked at him fixedly and
for a long time so that his appearance should be
printed in their memory.

«Come!» said the man, taking up his keys.
«Come with me, émigre ».

Down passages and up stone staircases they
went, through doors that were unlocked to let
them through and locked again behind them,
until they came to a large, low room, crowded
with prisoners, both men and women. The
women were all seated round a large table the
men were standing behind them or were walk-
ing slowly up and down the room. Here were
some of the noblest families of France. Even in
misfortune and misery, they still kept their fine
manners and behaved in prison, as far as they
could, just as they used to behave in their great
castles.

A gentleman of noble appearance and manner
came forward, bowed and said, «I have the
honour of welcoming you to La Force, and of
sympathizing with you on your armrival among
us. May your stay here end soon, and happily!
Will you please tell us your name?».

Darmnay gave the information.
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«l hope», said the gentleman, following the
prison warder with hiseyes, «that you are not
«in Secret»».

«l do not understand the meaning of it exact-
ly, but I have heard them say so».

«Ah, what a pity. We deeply regret it. But
take courage. Several members of ﬂ%iﬁt}'
have been in secret, but it lasted only rt
time».

Then he added, raising his voice, «l regret @

inform the company «in secret». ,
There was a murmur of sympathydas Damay
crossed the room to where the officer of the

prison was waiting for him. They pas

through a door which he locked behind him: d

then climbed some stone stairs. He opened
low black door and they passed into a small
empty cell. It was cold and damp.

«Yours», said the man.

«Why am I imprisoned alone?».
«How do 1 Know?».

«Can I buy pens, ink and paper?».

«Such are not my orders. You will be visited
and may ask then. At present you may buy your
food, and nothing else».
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There were in the cell a chair, a table and a

straw bed which the warder examined before he
went out.

Darnay heard the key turning in the lock. He
was alone, alone in.la force.

267

i A gy Wgly S LA G ONS

TE of J ol

3 Iy (ldey OIS, (Al g gl el Gl e

266

oY




Chapter 17

Fierce Faces

When Mr. Lorry reached Paris, he occupied a
room in Tellson's Bank in that city, so as to be
able to carry out his business with the greatest
convenience. One night he was sitting by the
fire when the door of the room was suddenly
thrown open, and two figures rushed in. Their
appearance was so unexpected that he was filled
with astonishment.

«Lucie! Manette! What is the matter? What
has happened?».

«Oh, my dear husband!» cried Lucie. «My
husband!»

«Your husband, Lucie?»

«He 1s here in Paris! He has been here for

three or four days. He came to help someone.

He has been put in prison».

The old man gave a cry. Almost at the same
moment, the bell of the great gate outside rang,
and the noise of feet and voices came pouring
into the courtyard.
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«What is that noise?» said the Doctor, turning
towards the window.

«Don't look out!» cried Mr. Lorry. «For your
life, do not let them see you!».

&
«My dear friend», said Mr. Manette@qve
been a prisoner in the Bastille. I am sa

Anyone who knows of my imprisonment w:;%' {.;n
anything for me. My sufferings have given me” .

power now. They brought us into the bg g and ':h

v

gained us news of Charles. I knew I ¢
Charles. What is that noise?».

«Don’t look!» repeated Mr. Lorry. «Nor you,
Lucie, my dear. Where is Charles?».

«In the prison of La Force!».

«La Force! Lucie, you must do just what I
tell you. You can do nothing tonight. You must
stay quietly in a room at the back here, and
leave your father and me alone for a few mi-
nutes».

«I will do what you say. I can trust you».,

The old man kissed her, then he hurned her
into the room and turned the key. Then he re-
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turned to the Doctor and the two looked careful-
ly out of the window into the courtyard. They
saw forty or fifty people sharpening knives,
swords and other weapons on a big grind-stone.
The faces of these men and women were wild
and fierce, and marked with blood.

«They are murdering the prisoners», whis-
pered Mr. Lorry. «If you are sure of your pow-
er, tell these people who you are and go to La

Force. It may be too late now, but let it not be
a minute later!».

Dr. Manette pressed Mr. Lorry’s hand and
hurried out. He was in the courtyard when Mr.
Lorry went back to the window. Then Mr. Lor-
ry saw him hurry out, surrounded by all the
people shouting, «Long live the Bastille prison-
er! Help for his friend in La Force! Save the
prisoner Evremonde in La Force!».

Mr. Lorry left the window and, hastening to
Lucie, told her what had happened. He found
her child and Miss Pross in the entrance hall.
Through the long night they waited for news but
none came. By noon of the next day there was
still no message, and Mr. Lorry began to feel
anxious that Lucie should not stay longer in the
bank; for his duty was to Tellson’s and he had
no right to bring any difficulties in the way of
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the bank, even to help his friends. When he
mentioned the matter to Lucie, she said that her
father had intended to hire a lodge near the
bank.

To that lodge he‘at once removed Lucie, her
child and Miss Pross, giving them what comfort
he could and much more than he had himself.
He left Jerry with them to take care of them,
and returned to the bank where he worked until
it closed at the end of the day. When he was
once more alone in his room, he heard a foot
upon the stairs. In a few moments a man stood
before him who addressed him by his name.

«Do you know me?» said Mr. Lorry.

«Do you know me7» answered the man.
«I have seen you somewhere».
«Perhaps at my inn7».

«Do you come from Dr. Manette?» asked
Mr. Lorry, interested and disturbed in mind.
«Yes».

Defarge gave him a piece of paper being
some words in the Doctor’s writing:

«Charles is safe but I cannot leave this place
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yet. The man who brings this has a short note

Aol o i peee Dl Al Jl ot gdll Jor I 3y o )
from Charles to his wife. Let him see his wife». j
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«Will you come with me», said Mr. Lorry
joyfully, «to where his wife lives?».

«Yes», answered Defarge. &
Mr. Lorry hardly noticed that Defarge s@ ‘;i

coldly. They went down into the qﬁuurtyard
where they found two women, one knitting, o @
«Madame Defarge, surely!» said ' ;
«Is she coming with us?».
«Yes, so she may be able to recognize u}‘“
persons. It is for their safety». q S

Mr. Lorry looked doubtfully at Defarge, and
led the way. Both the women followed. The
second woman was called the Revenge.
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Jerry let them in and they found Lucie alone.
She was full of joy to hear the news and press-
ed the hand that delivered the note.

Gy ey Ddond (g eglts]
.HL{AFG4451H§|4J1uhicJﬁhi;LLﬂlHﬁLwJ

«Dearest, — Take courage. | am well and
your father has influence here. You cannot
answer this note. Kiss our child for me».
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That was all the writing, but it was much to
her who received it. She kissed the hand of
Madame Defarge, but it felt cold and heavy and
began knitting again. There was something in
its touch that made Lucie pause and look at the
woman in terror.

«My dear», explained Mr. Lorry, «there are
many fights in the streets, and Madame Defarge
wants to see you so that she may know you in
future and be able to help you if necessary. Is
that right, Citizen Defarge?».

The three heard these words in stony silence.

«You had better ask Miss Pross to bring the
child here», continued Mr. Lorry, «so that she
may see them, too».

When Miss Pross brought little Lucie in,
Madame Defarge asked:
«lIs that his child?»

«Yes, Madame», said Mr. Lorry.

«It is enough, husband», said Madame De-
farge. «We may go».
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«You will be good to my husband? You will
let me see him if you can?» said Lucie.

«Your husband is not my business here»,
answered Madame.

«As a wife and mother, 1 beg you to have pity

on me, and to do your best for my innocent
husband».

«What about all the wives and mothers we
have seen since we were children? We have
known their husbands and fathers put in prison
often enough. All our lives we have seen them
suffer in poverty, hunger, sickness and misery».

«We have seen nothing else», said The Re-
venge.

«We have borne this a long time», said
Madame Defarge. «Do you think it likely that
the trouble of one wife and mother would be
much to us now?».

She started knitting again and and went out,
followed by the other two.

«Courage, my dear», said Mr. Lomry. «We
are better off than many other poor souls. Be
thankful».
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«I am not thankless, I hope», said Lucie.
«But that terrible woman seems to throw a sha-
dow on me and on all my hopes».

Although Mr. Lorry did his best to be cheer-
ful, he also was greatly troubled in his secret
mind.

Four days had passed since Dr. Manette went
to La Force. Then the Doctor returned. He did
not tell Lucie that, during that time, eleven hun-
dred defenceless men and women, prisoners of
all ages, had been killed by the people. She
only knew that there had been an attack on the
prisons and that some of the prisoners had been
murdered. He told Mr. Lorry, however, under a
promise of secrecy, what had happened.

Dr. Manette found a kind of court sitting at
the prison. He declared himself to be a Bastille
prisoner. Defarge recognized him. Then the
Doctor asked that Darnay should be examined at
once, and the court had agreed. For some
reason (which the Doctor could not understand)
they refused to set Damnay free, but they agreed
that he should be kept safe in prison and not put
to death. The Doctor remained to watch over
him until the people became calmer and the
danger was over.
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As the Doctor described the terrible sights he
had seen in the prison, Mr. Lorry began to fear
that such experiences might bring back the old
illness. But as the days passed, it became clear
that the Doctor had received strength and power
from his suffering. «My time in prison», he
said, «was not mere waste and ruin, my friend.
As my dear child helped me to get betigr, I will
now bring back her husband to her sﬂ% W1ﬂ1
the help of God I will do it!»

The Doctor used his influence so )
he soon became the medical officer ¢
prisons, including La Force. He thus was M to

see Damnay every week and to bring Lucie news =~ _
of him. But though he tried hard to get him set«

free, or at least to get him brought to trial, the
events of the time were too strong for him. The
new age began; the king was tried and put to
death; the black flags waved from the great tow-
ers of Notre-Dame; the prisons were filled with
people who had done no wrong; and the guillo-
tine struck down the powerful and killed the
beautiful and the good. Among all these terrors
walked the Doctor with a steady head, never
doubting that he would save Lucie’s husband in
the end.
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Chapter 18

The Trial of Darnay

One year and three months passed. During all
that time Lucie was never sure that the guillotine
would not strike off her husband’s head. Every
day, through the stony streets, rolled the carts
filled with people on their way to die under the
cruel knife of the guillotine. Lovely girls, gentle
women, black-haired, brown-haired and grey;
young men and old, poor men and nobles, all
were daily brought to light from terrible prisons
and carried through the streets to feed the guil-
lotine. The hunger of the guillotine could not be
satisfied. Freedom, Equality, Brother-hood —-
or Death: and of these four, death was by far
the commonest and the most easily got.

This was a hard time for Lucie. If she had
given way to despair, she could not have lived.
But she was faithful to her duties. She looked
after her father and her daughter as she had
done in England. She taught little Lucie her les-
sons just as regularly as if they were all safe at
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home in England. Indeed, she had good reason
for hope; for Dr. Manette was a loved and re-
spected figure among the revolutionaries.
Whenever she expressed her fears and anxieties
to him, he always answered firmly:

«Nothing can happen to Charles without my
knowledge, and I know that I can save him,
Lucie».

One day her father said to her, on coming
home, «My dear, there 1s an upper window in
the prison, which Charles can sometimes get to.
When he gets to it, he might see you in the
street if you stand in a certain place which I can
show you. But you will not be able to see him,
my poor child. And even if you could, it would
be dangerous for you to make any sign of rec-
ognition»,

«Oh, show me the place, Father, and 1 will
go there every day».

The place was the corner of a dark and dirty
street, near the hut of a wood-cutter. From that
time, in all weathers, she waited for two hours
at that place. When the clock struck two, she
was there; and at four she turned sadly away. In
fine weather she took little Lucie with her: in
bad weather she waited alone: but she never
missed a single day.
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The wood-cutter had formerly been a mender
of roads, but was now earning his living by cut-
ting wood into lengths for burning. After sceing
her several times always in the same place, he
greeted her.

«Good day, citizeness».
«Good day, citizen». she replied.

He guessed why she came. He pointed at the
prison, put his fingers in front of his face to
represent bars and looked through them to im-
itate a prisoner looking out of a barred window.

«But it's not my business». he said. and went on
cutting wood.

The next day Lucie brought her daughter to
the spot, and the wood-cutter saw her again. He
showed the child his axe. which he called his
Little Guillotine. and showed her how it cut off
pieces of wood just as the real guillotine cut off
people’s heads. Lucie was filled with horror,
but she dared not quarrel with him. Instead, she
gave him money, for she could not wait in any
other place and she was rather afraid of him.
Sometimes she saw him watching her, and
when she looked at him, he used to repeat, «It’s
not my business», and go on cutting wood.
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In all weathers. in the snow of winter. in the
bitter winds of spring, in the hot sushine of
summer, and in the rains of autumn. Lucie
spent two hours every day at the spot. Her hus-
band saw her (so she learned from her father)
about once every five times. Sometimes he saw
her one day after an- other: at other times he
did not see her for a whole week or more.

One day in December, as she was waiting in
her usual place. her father came to her.

«Lucie, [ have just left Charles. He is going
to the window. There is no one here to see you,
so you may kiss your hand to him and he will
see you»,

Lucie kissed her hand several times in the
direction of the prison.

«You cannot see him, can you, my dear?»

«No, Father; | cannot».

There was a footstep in the snow. They
turned and found a woman passing close to
them. It was Madame Dcfarge.

«| greet you, citizeness», said the Doctor.

«l greet you, citizen», replied Madame De-
farge, and passed, passed like a dark shadow
along the white road.
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«Glve me your arm, Lucie, and let us go in
from here with an air of cheerfulness and cour-
age. Good! That was well done. You held your
head up bravely. He will be proud of you. Now
listen. I've important news. Charles will be cal-
led for trial tomorrow: he will be tried at the
Conciergerie».

«Tomorrow!» %
«Are you afraid?» %

«I trust in you», she replied, trembling %

brought back to you in a few hours. No
must see Lorry».

«Trust in me», said the Doctor. aYuu??
waiting is nearly ended, my darling. He sh %

Old Mr. Lorry was still at his bank. Indeed,
he had never left it, His books were often ex-
amined by officials searching for the property of
émigrés . What he could save for the owners, he
saved. He was the most suitable man that Tell-
son’s could have sent to France during these
difficult times.
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There was a visitor with Mr. Lormry, a visitor
who did not want to be seen. This visitor, hear-
ing the approach of the Doctor and Lucie, hasti-

ly got up and hid himself in another room: it
was Sydney Carton. He heard Mr. Lorry wel-

come Lucie and her father, and heard him re-
peat the words, «Removed to the Conciergenie
and called for to-morrow».

Every evening, a list of names was read out
in the prison They were the names of those who
were to be removed to the Conciergerie to await
trial the next morning.

Charles Darnay, who was no longer «in sec-
ret», had heard the list read out many times. He
had heard hundreds of names read out and seen
hundreds pass away, never to return. Then at
last he heard his own name.

«Charles Evremonde, called Damnay».

There were twenty-three names, but only
twenty replied; for one of the persons named
had died in prison and been forgotten, and two
had already gone to the guillotine.

Darnay stepped forward to the place kept for
those whose names had been called. He spoke a
few words to some of the others, but the parting
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was soon over. In fact. such partings was so
common that no one paid much attention to it
It was just part of prison life.

The passage to the Conciergerie was short
and dark. The night in its damp cells was long
and cold. The next day filteen prisoners were
taken out and tried before Charles Darnay was
called. The trials of the whole fifteen occupied
one hour and a half. All fifteen were sent to the
guillotine.

At last his turn came: Charles Evremonde.
called Darnay, faced the judge and jury. The
jurymen sat with the judge (the President); they
wore feathered hats. The judgement hall was
crowded with both men and women, the rough-
est, the cruellest, the lowest people of Paris.
These people followed every trial very closely.
Their loud cries of approval or of disapproval
often stopped the work of the court. They
greeted every sentence of death with the wildest
shouts of joy. The men were armed in various
ways and all wore red caps. Even many of the
women carried knives; some ate and drank as
they looked on; many of them knitted. Among
those who knitted was a determined-looking
woman who sat next to the man whom Darnay
recognized as Defarge. From time to time she
whispered in his ear: she seemed to be his wife.

299

o Jeab 3,2 &) alst Set ol Yy TaLE 1S G Lia
el il

3OSy ey Tl g S ) G O
PR C-:-?"'f cJul {._,:JI 3 .F;JL,_, QLJL b I ULy
LSl o pand L gols Fs pazy OF 45 1aS ey b
Jl p=ed Jost 8l ALl Ry Sal s Gaaadel
il

pSUH g Gals sedll e sal L 4 el 151,
lpmd Ly () (W e Ol ol | LaSll 22
ooty o WSl BB o)) L) o Slas
S5 Il U N By L b AW ol il s
Gl i) oyt e Sl LIS e dSle
ol oS Oyt 158 LSl Jor Giig Le UL
bt L)l Bl Gy Jo )l 2l S
¢ oSl sl WLl e adl O e el Slad
O S DS Gl Ay s SU S ppeam
I gl sl ] cds (K2 o5 gl eyl oy
S LI TS BIEICE R JF IR T R E

gy ey UL e e G G ey cOS

298

WWW.REWITY.COM



Charles Evremonde, called Darmmay, was ac-
cused as an émigré ; as an émigré he should be
condemned under the law which forbade the re-
turn of all émigrés to France. It was of no im-
portance that the law had been passed since his
return. He was an émigré and should be sen-
tenced to death.

«Take off his head!» shouted the audience.
«An enemy to the Republic!».

The President rang the bell to silence these
cries. Then he asked the accused, «Is it true
that you have lived many years in England?».

«Certainly it is true», answered Darnay.

«Then you are not an émigré?»

«I am not an émigré within the meaning of
the law. I gave up the rank of Marquis because
I hated it. I wen to live in England and earn my
own living there because I did not wish to live
by the work of the ill-treated people of France.
All that was before the name «émigré» was
thought of».

«What proof have you of this?».

He gave the names of two witnesses,
Theophile Gabelle and Alexandre Manette.

«You married in England?»
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«True; but she was not an Englishwoman.
She 1s a French womans».

«A citizeness of France? What is her name
and family?» ;

«Her name is Lucie Manette only daughter of
Dr. Manette, well know to all as a friend.of the

Republic, and an old prisoner of the Bastillex.
=~ ’lf'

i ]

This answer and the name of Dr. Man
had a happy effect on the people. Cries of joy /
at the mention of the good Doctor filled the
hall. People who a few minutes before;
looked with hatred at the accused now began
smile at him. <J

sooner?»,

«I did not return to France sooner because I
had no means of living in France; but in Eng-
land I lived by teaching the French language
and literature. I returned when I did as a result
of a letter from a French citizen whose life was
endangered by my absence. I came back to try
save a citizen’s life, to bear witness for him at
whatever danger to myself. Is that a crime in
the eyes of the Republic?».
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The crowd shouted, «No!» and the president
rang his bell again. But they continued crying
«No», until they grew tired.

«What is the name of that citizen?» asked the
President.

«He is my first witness, Citizen Gabelle.
Monsieur Gabelle's letter is no doubt among the
papers in front of the President».

The Doctor had made sure that the letter
should be there. It was produced and read.

Citizen Gabelle was called.

«Is this your letter, Citizen Gabelle?»

«It is. I was kept for many months in the
Abbaye prison without trial. I was set free only
after Citizen Evremonde had been imprisoned».

Dr. Manette was then questioned. His great
popularity and his clear answers produced a
good effect. «Citizen Evremonde, called Dar-
nay, was my first friend in England. He has al-
ways been faithful to me and to my daughter.
He was not in favour with the government of
England. In fact, that government once put him
on trial for his life as an enemy of England.
Mr. Lomry, an Englishman, now present in the
court was at that trial and could bear witness to
the truth of this».
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After -hearing all this, the jury decided that
they had heard enough, and that they were
ready to give their votes if the President was
willing to receive them. The President said he
was willing.

The jurymen voted aloud, one after the other.
At every vote, the crowd set up a shout. All the

votes were in the prisoner’'s favour, and the
President declared him a free man.

There was a great shout of joy in the hall.
Tears were freely shed, and hundreds crowded
round Darnay. It was only with great difficulty
that he was freed from them. Yet these same
people would have been just as ready to tear
him from his guards and murder him in the
street.

As soon as Darnay was taken away, five
others took his place. They were to be tried as
enemies of the Republic, for they had not
assisted it by word or deed. Their trials did not
take long. They were all ordered to be put to
death before Darnay had managed to get clear
of the court.

Many of those’ who had been present at the
trial of Darnay went with him into the street.
There they were joined by hundreds of others,
all cheering and laughing. But Defarge and his
wife were not among them,
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The people forced Damnay into a chair and
lifted it on their shoulders. Then in a wild pro-
cession, followed by hundreds of happy
citizens, Charles was carried through the streets
until he came to the courtyard of the house of
Dr. Manette. There they put him down and he
rushed up the steps to where his wife was wait-
ing. When the people saw him hold out his
arms and saw her fall fainting into them, n:gpu
and women kissed one another for joy, and all+

began dancing in the courtyard. When they had S0
enough of this, they put a young woman in the /

she was the Goddess of Liberty. Then
parted, still cheering and shouting,
back to where they had come from.

chair, lifted her on their shoulders, c%that

ing at each other for a long time.

«Lucie, my own! Safe at last!» said Darnay
softly to his wife.

«Dearest Charles! Let us thank God who has
brought you safely through so many dangers».

They bowed their heads and gave their
thanks. Little Lucie was held up by Miss Pross
to be kissed. She put her arms round her
father’s neck and would not let go.
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Then, breathless, but proud and happy, came
Dr. Manette, followed shortly afterwards by

Mr. Lorry They both congratulated Darnay
warmly on his escape.

«And now, my dear», said Darnay to Lucie,
«we must thank your father. No other man in
the whole of France could have done what he
has done for me».

Lucie laid her head on her father’s breast
without speaking, as she had laid his head on
her breast in Paris, long, long ago.

«You must not be weak, my dearest», he
said. «Do not tremble. Did I not tell you that I
should save him? Well, I have saved him».
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Chapter 19

A Knock at the Door

Although Darnay had been saved, Lucie
could not feel entirely happy, and her heart was
full of fear. The innocent were so often put to
death. Many as blameless as her husband, many
as dear to others as he was to her, every day
shared the fate from which he had been saved.

Her father felt differently, he had carried out
the work that he had set himself and has kept
his promise to set Charles free. Having proved
his power, he wanted the others to depend upon
him in this difficult time.

Miss Pross and Jerry Cruncher were getting
ready to go out to buy food at the little shops
near the lodging. Miss Pross stopped to ask the
Doctor a question:

«ls there any hope yet of our leaving this
place?».

«I fear not», he answered. It would be
dangerous for Charles if he tried to go away».
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«Well, we must have patience and wait», said
Miss Pross. «Now, Mr. Cruncher!».

They went out, leaving Lucie, her husband,
her father and her child by a bright fire. Mr.
orry was expected back soon from the bank.

All was quiet: Lucie was more at ease than she
had ever been.

«What is that?» she cried suddenly.

«My dear!» said her father, laying his hands.

n hers. «Be calm!».

«] thought I heard strange feet upon the
stairs!»,

«My dear, the stairs are perfectly quiet».

As he said this, a blow was struck upon the
door.

The Doctor picked up the lamp and went to
open it, while Lucie sat waiting in terror. He
found outside four rough men in red caps armed
with swords and pistols.

«The citizen Evremonde, called Darnay»,
said the first man, as they all walked in.

answered Darnay,

«Who seeks him?»
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«|l seek him. We seek him. I know you,
Evrémonde; I saw you in the court today. You
are again the prisoner of the Republic»,

The four surrounded hi}n, where he stood
with his wife and child holding to him.

«Tell me why I am again a prisoner».

«It is enough that you return with ug.+
will know tomorrow. You will be tried to
rows.

Dr. Manette seemed turned into stone: he
stood with the lamp in his hand as if he were i
a dream. After these words were spokeny heiput
the lamp down and faced the speaker.  *

«Do you know who I am?» said the Doctor. gp

«Yes, I know you, Citizen Doctor».

«Will you answer his question? How has this
happened?».

«Citizen Doctor», said the first of the men
unwillingly, «he has been accused by people in
the Quarter of St. Antoine. This citizen», he
added, pointing to the second of the men who
had entered, «comes from St. Antoine».

The second man nodded. «He is accused by
St. Antoine».
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«Of what?» asked the Doctor.

«Citizen Doctor», said the first man, «ask no
more. Evrémonde. we are in a hurry».

«One moment», begged the Doctor. «Will
you tell me who accused him?».

«It is against the rule. But — well — he is
accused by Citizen and Citizeness Defarge. And
by one other».

«What other?».

«You will be answered tomorrow», said the
man from St. Antoine.
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Chapter 20

The Dangerous Game

Knowing nothing whatever of the events at
home, Miss Pross made her way through the
narrow streets. She was thinking about the
things she had to buy for the family. Mr. Crun-
cher walked at her side, carrying the basket.
They looked into all the shops as they passed,
but were careful to avoid all excited groups of

people.

Miss Pross bought some food and some oil
for the lamp; then she remembered that she had
to buy some wine. She looked into several
shops but did not enter, because they were
crowded and noisy. After a time she found one
that was quieter and not quite so crowded. This
she entered.

A number of people were inside; most of
them armed. Some were playing cards; one was
reading a newspaper aloud and others were
listening to him. One had fallen asleep in the
chair. Miss Pross and Jerry approached the
shopman and asked for what they wanted.
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As the wine was being measured, a man
parted from another in a corner and rose to his
feet to go out. In going he had to face Miss
Pross. No sooner did he face her, than Miss
Pross screamed.

Everybody looked up to see what was hap-
pening. They saw only a man and a woman
looking fixedly at each other.

«Oh, Solomon, dear Solomon», cried Miss
Pross. «After not setting eyes on you for so
many years. have [ found you at last?».

«Don't call me Solomon! Do you want to be
the death of me?» asked the man in a frightened
and angry manner.

«Brother, brother!» cried Miss Pross. «How
can you ask me such a cruel question?».

«Then hold your tongue», said Solomon,
«and come outside, if you want to speak to me.
Pay for your wine and come out. Who is this
man?»,

Miss Pross, shaking her head sadly at her un-
loving brother, said, «Mr. Cruncher».

«Let him come out, too», said Solomon.
«Does he think I am a ghost?»
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Mr. Cruncher looked as if he had seen a
ghost, so great was the look of surprise on his
face. However, he said nothing and followed
Miss Pross out of the shop.”

As they were going out, Solomon turned to
the people and said a few words in French that
caused them to continue their former upa-
tions. ﬁﬁ |

«Now, said Solomon,
street comer, «what do you want?».

«How unkind you are to speak to meﬁ,in such
a manner!» said poor Miss Pross.

Solomon bent down his
one short kiss.
«There! Now are you satisfied?».

Miss Pross shook her head and wept in si-
lence.

«If you expect me to be surprised», said Rher
brother, «I'm not. I knew you were here. It is
my business to know most of the strangers who
are here. If you don’t want to endanger my life,

go your way as soon as possible, and let me gc
mine. I am busy. I am an official».

«Just say one loving word to me before you
go», said Miss Pross.
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«Wait a minute! Don't go yet», said Mr.
Cruncher. «I want to ask you a favour. Is your
name John Solomon or Solomon John?» Solomon
turned to him with great distrust,

«Come'» said Mr. Cruncher. «Speak out,
John Solomon or Solomon John? She calls you
Solomon, and she ought to know, being your
sister. And I know you are John. Which name
comes first? And what about the name of Pross?
That wasn’t your name in England».

«What do you mean’».

«| know that Pross wasn't your name, but I
can't remember what you called yourself. And
the other fellow, your friend, had a very short
name. Now what did you call yourself at that
time7».

«Barsad!» said another voice, breaking in.

«That’s the name! Barsad!» cried Jerry.

«Yes, Barsad», said Sydney Carton. «Don’t
be alarmed, my dear Miss Pross, I arrived at
Mr. Lorry's office yesterday evening. We
agreed that I should not show myself to the
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family till all was well, or until could be useful.
I came here to have a little talk with your
brother. 1 wish your brother had better employ-
ment. 1 wish, for your sake, that he was not a

police spy».

The spy. who was pale, turned paler. «How
do you dare!?».

«I'll tell you», said Sydney. «l saw you come
out of the Conciergeric an hour or more ago.
You have a face that is easily remembered, and
I remember faces well. I was surprised to see
you coming out of the prison. I remembered
that you were connected with Mr. Darnay’s for-
mer misfortune in England; so I followed you. I
was just behind you when you entered the
shop. I sat near you and listened to your con-
versation and to what others said about you. In
this way I discovered the nature of your em-
ployment. And gradually I made a decision,
Mr. Barsad».

«What decision?».

«It would be troublesome, it might be danger-
ous to talk about it in the street. Will you
please come with me for a few minutes to the
office of Mr. Lomry?».
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«What if I refuse to come?».
«I think you had better come. You will be
sorry if you don't».

«This is all your fault», said the spy, looking
angrily at his sister.

«Not at all», said Sydney. «Only my great
respect for your sister forces me to be so polite
to you. Will you come?»

«I'll hear what you have got to say. Yes, I'll
come».,

«I suggest that we first take your sister safely
to the corner of the street. Let me take your
arm, Miss Pross. Paris is a bad city to be out
in, unprotected. And as Jerry seems to know
something about Mr. Barsad, too, I'll invite him
to come also. Are we ready? Come, then!».

As they walked along, Miss Pross looked up
in Carton’s face and begged him not to do any
harm to her brother. She noticed that he had a
very determined look, as if he had come to a
great decision that entirely changed him. They
left her at the comer of the street and Carton
led the way to Mr. Lomry’s office which was
within a few minutes’ walk. John Barsad
(whose real name was Solomon Pross) walked
at his side.
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Mr. Lorry had just finished his dinner and
was sitting before a cheerful fire, looking into
the flames and thinking of his past life. He
turned his head when they entered and showed
surprise at the sight-of a stranger.

«Miss Pross’s brother, sir», said Sydney. «He
calls himself Mr. Barsad». i@

£ is_,‘:i:::-

cﬁ
«Barsad?» repeated the old gentleman. «Bi{r

sad? I seem to know the name and the face».

&,
v
7]

«I told you that your face was easily reme
bered, Mr. Barsad», said Sydney n-c-"f"
«Please sit down».

As he took a chair himself, he helped Mr
Lorry to remember by saying.

«Barsad was a witness at that trial in London».

4w

Mr. Lorry remembered immediately, and cast
a look of deep dislike at his new visitor.

«Mr. Barsad was recognized by Miss Pross as
her long-lost, much-loved brother», said Syd-
ney. «And he has admitted the relationship. 1
pass to worse news. Darnay has been arrested
again!».
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«What do you say? I left him safe and free
only two hours ago, and was just about to re-
turn to himo.

«He has been re-arrested. When was it done,
Mr. Barsad?»
«A short time ago».

«No one knows better than Mr. Barsad. I
heard him mention it recently in the shop.
He saw Darnay taken into the Conciergerie.
There is no doubt about it».

Mr. Lorry remained silent. He was deeply
worried.

«Now», said Sydney, «I hope that the name
and influence of Dr. Manette may be as useful
tomorrow as it was today. The trial will be
tomorrow, Mr. Barsad?7»

«I believe so».

«But this time things may be different. It 1s
bad sign that the Doctor was unable to prevent
the arrest».

«He may not have known of it before hand».

said Mr. Lorry.

«But that, too, would be a bad sign. In short,
this is a very dangerous time, and a dangerous
game must be played. Let the Doctor play his
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game and I'll play mine. No man’s life here is
worth anything. Anyone carried home by the
people today may be sent back to prison or to
the guillotine tomorrow. Now, if the worst hap-
pens, I shall need the help of a friend in the
Conciergerie where Darnay will be tried again. |
shall use Mr. Barsad's help. It is like a game of
cards between him and me. If | win the game
of cards, I get his help».

«You'll need very good cards to win that!»
said the spy.

«I'll show you my cards. Mr. Lorry, you
know my weakness; I wish you'd give me some
wine»,

It was put before him. He drank a glass and
pushed the bottle away, thoughtfully. Then he
went on, speaking slowly as if he were a card-
player looking at the cards which he held in his
hand. «Mr. Barsad», he said, «You are a police
spy, a messenger of the Republican committees,
a secret informer — but you are using a false
name! That's a good card, a useful card to me.
Mr. Barsad, now in the service of the Republi-
can government of France, was once in the ser-
vice of the English government. That’s a very
useful card to me. Why? Because everyone will

think that Mr. Barsad is still in the service of -
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the English government. is a spy for them. is an
enemy right in the heart of France. That's a

card that cannot be beaten. You see my cards,
Mr. Barsad?». :

«How do you propose to play those cards?»
said Barsad.

«l play my best card first. I tell nearest Re-
publican committee that Mr. Barsad is an
enemy of the Republic, an enemy of France.
Look over your cards, Mr. Barsad, and see
what you have. Don’t hurry».

He drew the bottle nearer, poured out a glass-
ful and drank it off.

«Look over your cards carefully, Mr, Barsad.
Take time!».

The spy looked over his cards. It was a poor
set of cards indeed. There were bad cards that
even Sydney Carton knew nothing of Barsad
was thrown out of his employment in England
as a police spy for being unsuccessful; he cros-
sed to France to do the same dishonourable:
work there, for the French government. First he
was a spy on his own countrymen in France;
then he was a spy on Frenchmen. The French
royal government had employed him as a spy
on St. Antoine and the Defarges. The royal
government had given Barsad information about
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Dr. Manette so that he might get into coversa-
tion with the Defarges. He had tried to do so
but had failed. He remembered how that terrible
woman knitted as he spoke to her. He had seen
her since then give information against many
people out of her knitted list, and all of them had
very soon been sent to the guillotine. He knew
that a spy had many enemies and was never
sate: and that even the least suspicion was
cnough to put an end to a man’s life. He held
no winning cards, only losing ones.

«You don’'t seem to like your cards», said
Sydney calmly.

Barsad turned to Mr. Lorry. «I beg you to
persuade him not to speak. I admit that [ am a
spy and that it is considered a dishonourable
kind of work. But somebody must do it. Surely
the gentleman would not act as a spy and infor-
mer himself».

«Do I get your help, Mr. Barsad? Or shall I
go to the nearest Republican committee?» He
took out his watch. «You have only a few mi-
nutes in which to decide».

«But, sir, surely your respect for my sister
will prevent you from....».

«The best way I can show my respect for your
sister is by relieving her of her brother».
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«You think so7».

...'?dl]&- Lda J.h ]
«l am sure of it»,

cpdes JSka ‘-.-’i M
The spy remained silent.” All his confidence Gl oad ey w5 ool bile el &
had gone. He felt completely at the others
mercy. ‘

«Indeed», said Sydney, «I think I,
another card. That man you were speaki
the shop; that other spy. I seem to know ‘him_.
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«Perhaps», said Sydney. «Yet I knuwﬁ
face. He spoke French, but like a foreigner. I’ m
sure I've seen him before».
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«l know something about that», he said. «I
know that he was not buried. That funeral was
not a real one. There was no dead body in the
grave. The coffin contained stones. That false
funeral was arranged so that everybody would
think that he was dead and would stop looking
for him».

«Jerry», said Mr. Lorry, «how did you, a
trusted employee of Tellson’s, become mixed
up in such dreadful things, and how did you
learn that the coffin contained stones?».

«I can’t tell you, sir, at least, not now. But I
do know, Look at the man's face. He knows
that I am telling the truth. 1 should like to kill
the pair of them».

Indeed, Mr. Barsad’s face had gone very
white.

«I see one thing», said Carton. «Mr. Barsad
is the friend of a man about whom there is a
mystery, a man who was dead and came to life
again. That is a strange thing. Perhaps I shall
say that there are two foreign spies, both work-
ing in the prisons, both enemies of the Repub-
lic. That seems to be another good card. Will
you play, Mr. Barsad?».
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«No», said Barsad. «l give up. | admit that
the people in London hated Cly and myself so
much that we had to escape. 1 got away with
difficulty. And Cly would never have escaped if
that false funeral had not been arranged. But it
is a mystery to me how this man knows about
it»,

«Never mind about that», said Jerry. «I do
know and that’s enough. The next funeral you
and Cly attend will be real ones, and your own,
I hl‘.}pe:n.

The spy turned from him to Sydney Carton.

«What do you want me to do? I go on duty
soon and must not be late. Remember, you
must not ask too much of me. If you ask me to
put my head in great danger. I shall refuse and
give information against you. It might be more
dangerous for me to agree than to refuse. We
are all in danger. What do you want?».

«Not much. You work at the Conciergerie
and can get in?».

«I tell you that an escape is impossible».

«Who spoke of an escape? Do you work at
the Conciergerie?».

«] do sometimes».
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«You can go there when you choose?»
«I can pass in and out when I choose».

Carton filled another glass with wine,
changed his mind about drinking it, and poured
it slowly out on to the floor.

«Now, Mr. Barsad, come with me into the
next room, and let us have a last word alone».
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Chapter 21

The Story of Dr Manette

When carton and Barsad had entered the next
room, Mr. Lorry looked at Jerry with doubt and
mistrust.

«Jerry», he said. «come here».
Mr. Cruncher came forward. with one of his
shoulders in advance of the other.

«What have you been. besides a messenger? |
suspect, Jerry, that you have been using the
great bank of Tellson's to hide another unlawful
occupation. If you have, don't expect me to
keep your secret»,

«l hope, sir». said Jerry, «that you will never
bring harm to a poor man like me. Doctors
need bodies so that they may study. Somebody
has to get them»,

«Ugh!» cried Mr. Lorry. «l am shocked at
the sight of you».
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«Sir, don't be too hard on me. | did not need
to tell you. I could have kept it back. 1 only
said it in a good cause».

«That 1s true», said Mr. Lorry. «Say no more

now. I may yet be your friend if you behave
better in the future».

At that moment Sydney Carton and %‘py
returned «Good-bye, Mr. Barsad», said

nothing to fear from me». %
As Barsad left, Mr. Lorry asked wh&a ‘l '

had done.

«Not much. I have arranged that [ may
able to reach Darnay in prison, if necessary».

«That alone will not help him», said Mr.
Lorry.

«] never said it would».

Mr. Lorry sat looking into the fire. He was
an old man now, filled with sympathy for Lucie

and with anxietv for her husband, and his tears
fell.

«Don't tell Lucie of this arrangement», said
Carton. «She might imagine a thousand reasons
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*

for it and any of them would only add to her
trouble. I had better not see her at all. You are
going to see her. She must be very unhappy
tonight». .

«I am going now, at once».
«I am glad of that. She depends so much on
you. How does she look?».

«She has been anxious and unhappy, but very
beautiful».

«Ah!» said Carton, with a long sigh. Then
after a pause he continued:

«Your duties here have come to an end, sir?»

«Yes. I have done all I can here. I hoped to
leave the others in perfect safety. [ have got my
permission to leave. I was ready to go».

They were both silent.

«Yours is a long life to look back upon, sir?»
said Carton.

«I am in my seventy-eighth year».

«All your life, vou have been useful, trusted
and respected?».

«I have been busy since I was a boy. I am
not married, and now I am rather lonely. There
is nobody to weep for me».

«Wouldn't Lucie weep for you? And her
child?».
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«Yes, yes, thank God. | didn't mean what I
said».

«If you had not earned the love and respect
of others in your life, if you had done nothing
good to be remembered by, your seventy-eight
years would be seventy-eight curses, would they
not?».

«Yes, | think so,» said Mr. Lorry.

Carton ended the conversation here by stand-
ing up to help Mr. Lorry to put on his overcoat.

& 'l walk with you to her gate, Mr. Lorry. I
will see you in the court tomorrow. Take my
arm, Sir».

They went downstairs and out into the streets.
When they reached Lucie's gate, Mr. Lorry
went in. Carton waited a little and then turned
back to the gate and touched it.

«She came out here», he said, «as she went
daily to the prison. She walked often on these
stones. Let me follow in her steps».

It was ten o’clock at night when he stood be-
fore the prison of La Force. He stopped under a
lamp and wrote with his pencil on a small piece
of paper. Then, going through some dark and
dirty streets, he stopped at a shop where medi-
cines were sold. He laid the paper before the
shopkeeper.
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«You will be careful with it, citizen?» said
the man as he handed over a small packet.
«You know its effects?».

«Perfectly».
He put it in his pocket carefully and left the
shop.

All night Carton wandered through the streets
of the city, but as the sun rose, he fell asleep
on the bank of the river Seine. When he awoke,
he stook watching the water for a little while
and then made his way back to Mr. Lorry’s
rooms. The good old man had already left for
the court. Carton drank a little coffee, ate some
bread, then he washed and changed his clothes
and went out to the place of the trial. Mr. Lorry
was there. Dr. Manette was there. Lucie was
there, sitting beside her father.

When her husband was brought in, she gave
him such an encouraging look, so full of love
and tenderness, that it brought the blood into his
face and brightened his eyes. Before that unjust

court, no accused person could be sure of a
reasonable trial. It was clear from the fierce
looks of the five judges and of the jury that no
mercy could be expected from them on that
day.
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The main points of the case were read out to
the court.

«Charles Evremonde, called Darnay. Set free
yesterday. Re-accused and brought back yester-
day. Accused as an enemy of the Republic, a
nobleman, member of a family guilty of horri-
ble cruelty to the people».

«Is he accused openly or secretly?» asked the
president.

«Openly, Monsieur president».
«By whom?».

«By three. Emest Defarge, Thérése Defarge,
his wife, and Alexandre Manette, doctor».

A roar arose in the court, in the middle of
which Dr. Manette, was seen, pale and tremb-
ling, standing where he had been seated.

«President, I declare to you that this is false.
You know the accused to be the husband of my
daughter. Who says that I accuse the husband of
my child?»,

«Citizen Manette, be calm. Listen to what
is to follow. Meanwhile, be silent!».

Loud cheers again broke out as the Doctor sat
down, his lips trembling.
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When the court was quiet again, Defarge
stood up and described the story of Dr. Man-
ette’s imprisonment and the state of the prisoner
when he was set free and delivered to him.

«You did good service at the taking of the
Bastille, Citizen Defarge?».

«I believe so». Y
«Tell us what you did on that day, citi: zﬂﬁ

«I knew», said Defarge, looking down aﬁ!ﬁ-_
wife, «I knew that the prisoner had been kept'in /.
a room called One Hundred and Five, North™ =

Tower. [ leamned it from himself. He knfﬁyi him-
self by no other name than One Hundred and
Five, North Tower. When the Bastille  fell, I

went to that cell, led by one of the guards. T'ex- ..

amined the room very carefully. In a hole in the

chimney, I found a written paper. This is that .

written paper. It is in the handwriting of Dr.
Manette. I pass this paper, in the handwriting of
Dr. Manette, to the president»,

«Let it be read!».

In the dead silence the paper was read as fol-
lows:

I, Alexandre Manette, write this paper in the
Bastille Prison in the year 1767. I intend to hide

it in a hole in the chimney where someone may
find it after I am dead. I am in my right mind
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now. I am not mad (though I fear that very
soon I may become so). What 1 write is the
truth; I write it with a rusty nail for a pen, and
for ink I use my own blood mixed with dirt
from the chimney.

I was walking by the river Seine one cloudy,
moonlit night in December 1757. A carriage
came along from behind me. As it came near a
head was put out of the window and a man
ordered the carriage to stop. Then the voice cal-
led me by name. Two gentlemen got out; I
noticed that they were very much alike — like
each other in height, manner, voice and face.

«You are Dr. Manette?» said one of them.
«Gentlemen», I replied, «I am».

«We have been to your house», they said,
«and were told where we might find you. Please
get into the carriage».

I answered: «I usually ask what is the nature
of the case to which I am called, and the name
of those who seek my assistance».

«We are men of good family, and as to the
nature of the case, you will see that for your-
self», they said, standing one on each side of
me. So I had to obey.
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The carriage went out from the north gate,
left the main road about two miles beyond it
and came to a lonely house.

I heard cries coming from an upper room. I
was taken there and found a young woman in
high fever, and wandering in her mind. She was
very beautiful and quite young. Her hair was
torn, and her arms were bound to her side by a
silken cloth. Her eyes were wild and she kept
crying out, «My husband, my father, and my
brother!» and then counted, «One, two,
three...» up to twelve. Then she seemed to lis-
ten. Then she began again, over and over.

«How long has she been like this?» I asked.

«Since about this time last night», said the
elder of the two brothers.

I gave the girl some medicine to send her to
sleep and sat down by the bed to watch the
effect. After about half an hour she became
quieter. The elder brother then said, «There is
another».

367

of Je 05 10 oo &g | iy oty sy U3 YU
.GLF

ot Lj.!",“! poley ALt Gl gl o L all e
Y PRCI | FET PR SO

ded) st QW B e G e e e
S5 el Ay Gl bl Glas il cusg
Al Oy on Walslydy Bada s b5 . alsy fas dha
A e Bl SIS Ly Aled Lo
-l IR i RS | ) RPN E ke 1"': '!;._F"'FJ ‘l.-ii ¢ I
dadg cole o Laad elsy oy O FY
B LY

<l

S e e g ze dee

SY FNJG

eyl i e sl AL dy

2N o oy o5 S AW aey sl el
Nl faal oo Lisle Cial e da gl 1Y
:ASY A UG

ce la

366

WWW.REWITY.COM



He took up a lamp and led me to another
room a place used for storing hay and firewood.

Lying on the floor there was a boy aged ab-
out seventeen. His right hand was grasping his
breast. His eyes were wild. I could see at once
that he was dying. When he let me take his
hand away | saw that the wound was from a
sword, made about twenty-four hours earlier.

«How did this happen?» I asked.

«He is just a village lad; he forced my
brother to draw his sword». There was no pity
or sorrow in his voice.

The boy’s eyes turned to me. «She... have
you seen her, Doctor?» he asked.

«I have seen her».

«She is my sister. She loved a young man in
the village. He was ill at the time and my sister
married him so that she might take care of him.
Then the younger of the brothers saw her —
and wanted her. They made the man work all
night; in the morning they made him pull a cart.
One day at noon, just as the clock struck
twelve, he gave a cry —a cry for each stroke of
the clock; then he died. They took her away.
When my father heard it he died of grief. I took
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my younger sister away to a place of safety.
Then I followed the brother here. Last night I
climbed into the house with a sword in my
hand. She heard me and ran in. Then he came.
I struck at him with my sword so that he was
forced to draw his sword to save his life. And

this is the result. Lift me up, Doctor. Where is
he?»,

I lifted him, and suddenly gathering all his
remaining strength, he stood up.

Twice he put his hand to the wound in his
breast. Then his hand fell. As I laid him down I
knew he was dead.

I went back to the young woman. She was
still crying out. I knew that this would last for
some hours and end only in death.

The elder brother came and sat near me.

«Doctor», he said, «you are a young man and
have your future to make. It would be better for
you not to say anything about what you have
seen and heard here».

I did not answer.

The girl died two hours later. The brothers
were sitting downstairs. The elder brother took
a bag of gold from his pocket and offered it to
me.
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«Please excuse me», I said. «In the circumst-
ances, no».

They looked at each other. I bowed to them
and we parted without another word.

Early next mnming the bag of gold was left
at my house. I had decided to write to the
Minister telling him about this matter. ﬁﬂ as I

lady wished to see me. In some way she’

had finished my letter I was told that aj?'ﬁ?é

discovered the main facts of the story. Her hus-
band was the younger brother, but she was not /|

happy in her marriage. She did not that
the girl was dead but hoped to hﬁlp’il Eq;ne
way, secretly. She knew of the younger si f
the dead girl and hoped to help her too. old

her all I knew; and said that I did not knuﬁr

where the younger sister was. When I went with

her to the door I saw in her carriage a boy aged
about three.

«For my child’s sake, Doctor», she said, «l
- want to do all I can for this cruelly-wronged
family. If I do not, this will become a curse to
him. I have a feeling that he may be forced to
pay for these wrongs one day, if nothing is
done. I have some jewels: I shall order him on
my death-bed to give them to this family which
his father has wronged».
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She kissed the boy and said, «You will be
faithful little Charles?».

The child answered bravely, «Yes».

She had mentioned her husband’s name, but I
made no change in the letter. I closed it and de-
livered it myself that day.

That night, a man dressed in black rang the
bell and demanded to see me. My servant, a
youth named Emest Defarge, opened the door.
He followed Defarge upstairs to where I was
sitting with my dear wife.

«There is an urgent case in the Rue St. Hon-
oré», said the man. «I have a carriage waiting».

As soon as | was outside the house a black
cloth was thrown over my mouth from behind
and my arms were tied. The two brothers came
out of the darkness on the other side of the
road. The elder brother (the Marquis) took from
his pocket the letter which I had written to the
minister, burned it in the flame of the carriage
lamp and ground the ashes into the mud. Not a
word was said. Then the carriage brought me to
this prison.
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In all these years, these men have sent me no
news of my wife. I do not know if she is alive
or dead. There is no mercy in their hearts, and
God will show them no mercy.

And I,Alexandre Manette, lav my curse upon
the two brothers and upon their descendants to
the last of their evil race.....

A terrible sound rose up from the people in
the court when the reading of this paper was
finished.

There was no need now to wonder why the
Defarges had kept the paper secret. They had
kept it till the time when it would have its
greatest effect. There was no need now to won-
der why the people of St. Antoine hated the
Evrémonde family with an undying hatred.

«The Doctor has much influence around him,
has he?» murmured Madame Defarge with a
smile to the woman sitting next to her (the
woman called The revenge). «Save him, my
Doctor, save him if you can».

At every juryman’s vote there was a roar,
Another and another. Roar and roar.

All agreed! Evrémonde, called Darnay, must
go back to the prison and death within twenty-
four hours!.
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Chapter. 22

The Last Chance

Lucie stretched out her arms to her husband.

«Let me touch him once! Let me kiss him!
Oh, good citizens, have pity on us!».

Most of the «good citizens» had gone outside
to shout their hatred against the prisoner.
Among those left in the courtroom was Barsad.

«Let her kiss her husband», he said. «It is
but a moment».

They silently agreed, and she went to where
Charles was standing. Her father followed her
and would have fallen on his knees to both of
them, but Darnay seized him, crying:

«No, no! What have you done that you
should kneel to us? We know now what you
suffered when you knew who I was. We know
how you overcame your feelings for her dear

sake. We thank you with all our hearts. God be
with you!».
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As he was drawn away, his wife stood look-
ing after him, and a look of love on her face.
As he disappeared, she turned and fell at her
father's feet.

Then, coming from the dark comer where he
had been waiting, Sydney Carton picked her up
and carried her to the carriage. When they ar-
rived home, he carried her into the house where
her child and Miss Pross wept over her.

«Before I go», said Carton, «may I kiss
her?» He bent down and touched her face with
his lips, and then went into the next room fol-
lowed by Mr. Lorry and the Doctor.

«You had great influence yesterday. Dr.
Manette», said Carton. «You must do your best

between now and tomorrow afternoon to save
him».

«I Intend to try. I will not rest a moment».

«Good. There is little hope and I expect no-
thing. But I should like to know how you get
on. When will you have seen those who are in
power7».

«In an hour or two».

«If I go to Mr. Lorry’s at nine, shall I hear
what you have done?».
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«Yes»,
«Good Luck!».

Mr. Lorry followed Carton to the outer door.
He touched Sydney on the shoulder as he was
going away and caused him to turn.

«l have no hope», said Mr. Lorry i SOr-
rowful voice.

«Nor have I».

their feelings, no one dare spare him».

«Yes, he will die. There is no real ho :#ﬂ
answered Carton, and walked with a determin q

step down the stairs.

In the street he paused, not quite decided
where to go. «I shall do well», he thought «to
show myself. It is well that these people should
know there is a man like me here. It may be a

necessary preparation». And the turned his face
towards St. Antoine.

He had his dinner, and for the first time in
many years he had no strong drink with it.
Then he went to the shop of Monsieur Defarge.
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As he walked in, took his seat and asked
(in bad French) for a small amount of wine,
Madame Defarge took a careless look at him
and then a sharper look, and then a sharper.

Madame Defarge advanced to Carton himself
and asked what he had ordered.

He repeated what he had already said.
«English?» asked Madame.

«Yes, Madame, I am English».

She left him to get the wine and said to her
husband, «I swear to you, he i1s very like
Evrémonde !».

«Certainly, he is a little like».

«Evrémonde is so much in your mind», said
Jacques Three, who was standing near.

A silence fell on them as they looked at Car-
ton, who was pretending to read a peper with
difficulty, following the words with his finger.

«What Madame says in true», said Jaques
Three. «Why stop at Evrémonde?».

«One must stop somewhere», said Defarge.
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r

«l shall stop when they are all dead», said
Madame.

«A good idea», said Defarge, rather troubled.
«But the Doctor has suffered much. You saw
his face when the paper was read. And you saw
his daughter».

«l saw his face. And [ saw his daughter»,
said Madame Defarge. «I have seen her today
and on other days. I have seen her in the street
by the prison. Let her take care. But you —
you would save this man even now, if you
could».

«No», said Defarge.

«Listen», said Madame. «This family has
long been on my list for their cruelty. When my
husband brought home the paper which he
found in the Bastille, we read it here, by the
light of this lamp. When we had finished it, I
told him a secret. That family, treated so badly
by the Evrémonde brothers, was my family.
That boy they killed was my brother. His sister
was my sister».

«It is true», said Defarge.
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«Then tell others where to stop, but don’t tell
me!».

Other people entered the shop and the group
was broken up. The Englishman paid for his
wine and went his way.

When he arrived at Mr. Lomry’s room again,
he found the old gentleman walking to and fro
in restless anxiety. Dr. Manette had not been
seen since he left the bank at four o’clock.
They waited in vain until ten o’clock; then Mr.
Lorry went to Lucie, and Carton sat down by
the fire in Mr. Lorry’s room alone.

At about twelve o’clock Mr. Lorry returned;
soon afterwards they heard the Doctor’s feet

upon the stairs. As soon as he entered the
room, it was plain that all was lost.

Whether he had really been to anyone, or
whether he had been all that time walking the
streets, was never known. They asked him no
question, for his face told them everything.

«l cannot find it», he said. «Where is it?
Where is my bench?».

They looked at one another, and their hearts
died within them.

«Come, come», cried the Doctor. «Let me
get to work. Give me my work».
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It was so clearly useless to reason with him
that they each put a hand on his shoulder and
persuaded him to sit down before the fire, with
a promise that he should soon have his work.
He sank into the chair and looked into the fire
with tears in his eyes.

Again they looked at aone another.

«The last chance is gone», said Carton. «He
had better be taken to her. But before you go,
will you listen to me for a moment? Don’t ask
why I demand a promise from you. I have a
good reason».

«Il do not doubt it», said Mr. Lomry. «Go
on».

Carton bent down to pick up the Doctor’s
coat, which had fallen to the floor. As he did
so, a small case fell out of the Doctor’s pocket.
Carton took it up. There was a folded paper in
it. He opened it, and exclaimed, «Thank God».

«What is it?» asked Mr. Lorry.

«A moment! Let me speak of it in its place.
First» — he put his hand in his coat and took
another paper from it — «this is the paper
which will let me pass out of this city. Look at
it. You see — Sydney Carton, an English-
man?».
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Mr. Lorry held it in his hand, gazing at Car-
ton's face.

«keep it for me until tomorrow. I shall see
Charles tomorrow, you remember, and I had
better not take it into the prison. Now take this
paper that Dr. Manette has carried about with
him: it will let him and his daughter and her
child leave the city at any time, you see‘ﬁ.

«Yes».,

«Now listen», said Carton. «I have reasmﬁ»‘%
believe that this paper may be taken away fm[#
Dr. Manette. They are in great danger. I heard ~
Madame Defarge talking about thegrf\’tgnghl
Don’t look so frightened. You will sﬁe .ihcm

all», Yy B
«I hope I may. But how7». V o
«I am going to tell you how. It will dcpcndf‘

on you, and it could depend on no better man.
They are probably safe for a few days».

«Yes».

«You have money and can buy the means of
travelling to the sea-coast quickly. Early tomor-
row arrange to have your horses ready to start
at two o’clock tomorrow afternoon».

«It shall be done!».
«You are a noble heart. Tell her tonight what
you know of the danger to herself, her father
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and her child. Tell her she must leave Paris.
Tell her that it was her husband’s last wish.
Have all the arrangements made in the courtyard
here. Even take your place in the carriage. Wait
for nothing but to have my place occupied.
Then, take the road for England!».

«l understand that 1 must wait for you under
all circumstances?».

«You have my paper in your hand. Only wait
to have my place occupied».

«Then I shall have a young man at my side?»
«Indeed you shall! Promise me that you will
follow my advice exactly».

«I promise!»

«Do your part, and I will do mine! Now,
good-bye!»

Carton helped Mr. Lorry to take the Doctor
to his daughter. He left them at the gate and re-
mained there for a few minutes alone, looking
up at the light in the window of Lucie’s room:
before he went away, he breathed a last blessing
towards it.
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Chapter 23

The Precious Moments

Charles Darmnay, alone in his prison, had no
hope. After listening to the reading of the Doc-
tor’s paper and hearing the shouts of the crowd,
he knew that no personal influence could poss-
ibly save him. He knew that he must die, not
for any crime of his own, but for numberless
crimes committed by members of his own and
of other noble families against millions of com-

mon people.

But it was hard to die, hard to leave again,
and for ever, the beloved wife and child whom
he had held in his arms after so long a separa-
tion. It was some comfort to remember that
there was no shame in the fate that he must
~meet; numbers of others, guiltless of any crime,
went the same road every day and followed it
firmly to the end. So when he had become
calm, he sat down to wnte his last letter to
those he loved.
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He wrote to Lucie:

«... I never knew of your father's imprison-
ment, until you told me of it. I did not know
that it was my own uncle and my father who
wronged him cruelly. I told your father my real
name, Evrémonde; and he asked me not to tell
you what it was, but he permitted the marriage.
No doubt he thought that the paper hidden in
the Bastille was destroyed when the Bastille was
taken — or perhaps he had forgotten it. Com-
fort your father. Do not let him blame himself
in any way. Forget your sorrow and give your
life to him and to the care of our child. Some
day, in that happier word beyond death, we
shall all meet again».

He wrote another letter to the Doctor himself,
giving his wife and child into his care and
urging him to look after them.

The last letter he wrote was to Mr. Lorry, ex-
plaining all his worldly affairs and thanking him
for his lasting friendship. He never thought of
Sydney Carton at all; his mind was so full of
the others that he never gave him a single
thought.
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Charles Darnay finished these letters before
the lights were put out. When the room became
dark, he lay down and thought that he had
finished with the world. But the world, the
bright world that he had loved, came back to
him in his troubled sleep. He dreamed he was
back in the house at Soho, in London, free and
happy, and Lucie was telling him that/ ad
had a bad dream and had never left her. / Lo

At last, as the first light of moming canmﬂfaﬁ
the shadows left his mind, he realized that the” =
last day of his life had come. He and fifty-one *

others would never see another mnmmggfﬁ;
He knew how he would die, but he haﬁ%

seen the machine that would put an end to his =

life. He began to wonder about it, what it

would be like, which way his face would be 1

tumed, and whether he would be one of the
first or one of the last. These and many other
thoughts came into his mind as the moming
hours rolled slowly by.

He walked up anddown and the clocks struck
the numbers that he would never hear again.
Nine gone for ever; ten gone for ever; eleven
gone for ever.

His mind was now at peace. He softly repe-
ated the names of his loved ones.
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Twelve gone for ever.

He had been told that the last hour was three,
but he knew that they would come for him
some time before then; for the carts took a long
time to roll heavily through the streets. He de-
cided that he had only about two more hours to
wait.

Calmly, with his arms folded on his breast,
he walked to and fro. He heard the clocks strike
one without surprise. Thanking Heaven for his
peace of mind, he thought, «Only one more
hour to wait», and turned to walk again.

He stopped. He heard footsteps outside his
door. The key was put in the lock and turned.
As the door was opened, a man said in a low
voice, «He has never seen me here; I have kept
out of his way. Go in alone. I will wait here.
Lose no time».

Then the door was opened quickly and
closed, and there before him, face to face, a
bright smile on his lips, and one finger raised,
stood Sydney Carton.

There was something so bright and remark-
able about Sydney that for a moment Charles
thought that he was seeing a ghost. But he
spoke, and it was Carton's voice: the hand that
grasped his was really Carton’s.
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«Of all the people upon earth, you didn’t ex-
pect to see me here, did you?» said Carton.

«I could not believe it to be you. I can hardly
believe it now. You are not a prisoner?» he
asked anxiously.

«No. By accident I possess some power over
one of the officers here, and by reason of that

power I stand before you. I come from her —
your wife, dear Darnay»,

The prisoner grasped his hand. Carton con-
tinued:

«I bring a most urgent request from her. She
begs you, as you love her, to do exactly as I
say. You are not to ask me questions; for I have
no time to answer them. You must just do as I
say: she orders it. Take off those boots you are
wearing and put on these of mine».

There was a chair against the wall of the cell,
behind the prisoner. Carton, with the speed of
lightning, stood over it, barefoot.

«Now put on these. Quick».

«Carton, there is no escaping from this place.
It has never been done. It is madness to try to
escape from here».

405

0l JU

S5 O wiss | (pa¥l e o U JS e 040
Afalis s

-dagh JL

Ja - Y Gpmay Gol S st &l Gael Y sisty
S, (T

el Jeds 3pill e 2 e DAl S Adl N
el aa) . bl oY it 3pad) e campry (L LA
gy g b otk L e -k oo

L OP)S ald L ey e 2l

Ob e Y (P el e s
CAURCETID VD TS K gl Pl ¥ Jyil b Juts
g ol s L] L Jgl b Jais Of g G0
Ll dsty (el g el

el cils Ul M U S Sba 06
el - 098 wde iy O 48 s

Cade ey o L ]« OV

a3 Jads 4 O8NS L OSU Ma o DAl S Y
lda oo bl dals OF Oydl 0 e 4] L Jd Aol

S0l

404

WWW.REWITY.COM



«Am I asking you to escape? When I ask you
to pass that door, say it is madness and remain

here. Off with that coat. Put on this coat of
mines».

Darnay was like a child in Sydney’s hands.
Sydney had the determination, the will: Charles
was confused and scarcely knew whether he
was asleep or awake,

«But, Carton, dear Carton! I don’t under-
stand».

«I don’t want you to understand. This is what
your wife wants. You must obey her in this her
last request.

«You are doing no good. You will only add
your own death to mine. There is no escape».

«Have I asked you, my dear Darnay, to pass
the door? When I ask that, refuse. There are

pen and paper on the table. Is your hand steady
enough to write?».
«It was, before you came in»,

«Steady your hand again, and write what I
say. Quick, friend, quick! Do as I say».

Pressing his hand to his head, Damay sat
down at the table.
«Write exactly as I speak».
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The prisoner again took up the pen. He
seemed to have some difficulty in fixing his
attention. He looked at Carton with clouded
eyes, but bent once over the paper.

Carton repeated, «for regret or sorrow». His
hand was stealing down again, slowly, silently.
He looked at the pen, and saw that it was mak-
ing meaningless marks on the paper.

The pen fell from Darnay’s hand. He tried to
stand up, but he had no control over his limbs.
Carton caught him swiftly around the waist. and
with his other hand, pressed the cloth over his
nose and mouth. For a few seconds Darnay
fought against the man who had come to give
his life for him: then he lay senseless on the
ground.

Quickly, but calmly, carton dressed himself
in the clothes the prisoner had laid aside. Then
he softly called. «You can come in now. Come
in».

Barsad, the spy, presented himself.
«You see?» said Carton. «Is your danger very
great?»

Carton knelt down by his friend and put the
written paper inside the coat where it would be
found.
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«Mr. Carton», said the spy anxiously, «my
danger will not be great if you are true to your
word».

«Don’t fear me. I will be true to the death».

«You must be, Mr. Carton, if the number is
to be right. Fifty-two must die today. If you, in
that dress, make the number right. I shall have

no fear».

«Have no fear! 1 shall soon be out of the way
of harming you, or anyone else; and the others,
may it please God, will soon be far away from
here. Now, call help, and carry me to the car-
riage»,

«You?» asked the spy.

«Him, of course, with whom I have ex-
changed. You can go out by the gate by which
you brought me in?7».

«Of course».

«I was weak and faint when you brought me
in. The last meeting with my friend was too
much for me. Such things have often happened
before. It isn’t the first time that a friend has
fainted while trying to say a last good-bye, is
it? Your life is in your own hands. Quick! Call
assistance!».

«you swear to keep our secret?».
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«Man, man! Have | not sworn it already?
Why do you waste precious moments now?
Take him yourself to the courtyard you know
of. place him yourself in the carriage, show him
yourself to Mr. Lorry and tell him to give him

nothing but fresh air. Tell Mr. Lorry to remem-
ber my words of last night, and to remember
his own promise, and to drive away».

The spy Barsad went out. Carton seated him-
self at the table, resting his head in his hands.

The spy returned immediately, with two men.

«Hullo!» said one of the men, looking at the
fallen figure. «Saying his last good-byes has
been too much for him, has it? He didn’t like
the idea of his friend’s saying good-day to the
guillotine»,

They raised the unconscious man between
them and moved to the door.

«The time 1s short, Evrémonde», said the spy
in a warning voice.

«I know it well», answered Carton. «Be care-
ful with my friend, I beg you, and leave me
alone».
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«Come then, good fellows», said Barsad.
«Let us leave him»,

The door closed, the key was turned in the
lock and Carton was alone. He listened for any
sound that might show alarm, but nothing hap-
pened beyond the usual noises of a prison. No
cry was raised. He began to breathe more free-
ly, but still listened till the clock struck M

Then there were sounds, sounds

ing he understood: he was ready for them.”

b

Several doors were opened one after another,
and then his own. A prison guard, with,a list in
his hand, looked in and said, «Follew, me,
Evrémonde». Sydney got up and followed

till he came to a large, rather dark room. %: _
half-filled with people, brought there to \;}*’

¢ . =
their arms bound. Some were standing: some .«

were seated: some were weeping and a few
were walking restlessly about. But most of them
were silent and still, looking fixedly at the
ground.

Sydney stood by the wall in a dark comer.
One man stopped in passing as if to greet him,
but then went on. A few moments later, a
young woman rose from the place where she
had been sitting and came to speak to him. She
had a slight girlish form, and a sweet thin face
in which there was no sign of colour.
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«Citizen Evrémonde». she said, touching him
with her cold hand, «I am a poor little dress-
maker who was with you in La Force».

«True», he murmured. «I forget what you
were accused of».

«Plots. But Heaven knows that I am inno-
cent. Who would think of plotting with a poor,
weak creature like me?».

She smiled so sadly as she spoke that tears
came into Sydney’s eyes.

«l am not afraid to die, for I have done no-
thing wrong. If the Republic, which is going to
do so much good to the poor, will profit by my
death, I am willing to die. But how can my
death be of use?.

Great pity filled Sydney’s heart as he looked
at her and listened to her.

«I heard that you were set free, Citizen
Evrémonde. I hoped it was true».

«It was. But I was taken again».

«If they let us ride together, Citizen
Evrémonde, will you let me hold your hand? I
am not afraid, but I am little and weak. and it
will give me courage».
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As she lifted her patient eyes to his, he saw a
sudden doubt in them, and then astonishment.
He pressed her hands and touched them with his
lips.

«Are you dying for him?» she whispered.
«Hush! Yes. And for his wife and child».

«Oh, will you let me hold your hand, brave
stranger?».,
«Hush! Yes, my poor sister; to the last».
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Chapter 24

In the Fresh Air

Shadows were falling on the gates of the pris-
on. Shadows were falling on the gates of the
city. A carriage, going out of Paris, drove up to
the gate to be examined.

«Who goes there? Your papers!».

The papers were handed out and read.

«Alexandre Manette. Doctor. French. Which
is he?».

«This is he; this weak and helpless old man
is he».

«It seems that the Doctor is not in his right
mind. Perhaps the revolution fever has been
more than he can bear?».

«Much more than he can bear».
«Ha! Many suffer from it! Lucie, his daugh-
ter. French. Which is she7».

«This is she».
«Lucie, the wife of Evrémonde, is it not?»
«It 1s».
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«Ha! Evrémonde has an appointment else-
where! Little Lucie, her child, English. This is
she?».

«Yes».

«Kiss me, child of Evrémonde. Now you
have kissed a good citizen of the Republic.
Something new in the family! Sydney Carton,
lawyer. English. Which is he?». i

«He lies there». |

«Has he fainted?»

«We hope he will recover in the fresh air. %

has just separated sadly from a friend 1{(’[10 i 0
his way to the guillotine»,

«Is that all? That is not a great dcﬂ
are many like that. Jarvis Lorry. Banke?’;

glish. Which is he?». t’:?f
«I am he. Necessarily, being the last». ﬁ P

It was Jarvis Lorry who replied to all the
questions. He was standing by the door of the
carriage talking to a group of officials. They

slowly examined the carriage, and the luggage

on its roof.

«Here are your papers, Jarvis Lorry, signed».

«May we depart, citizen?».

«You may depart. Forward! A good jour-
ney!».

The first danger was past.
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There was fear in the carriage. There was
weeping, and the heavy breathing of the
traveller in the corner.

«Can we not go faster”?» asked Lucie.

«It would look as if we were running away»,
replied Mr. Lorry. «So far, no one is following
Uus».

Soon they were out of the city, and in the
country. They passed by poor cottages. They
went through avenues of leafless trees, past
farms and ruined buildings. Suddenly there was

a cry.

«Ho! You, in the carriage there! Speak!».

«What is it?» asked Mr. Lorry, looking out
of the window.

«How many today7»

«] do not understand you».
«How many for the guillotine today?»

«Fifty-two».

«l said so! A good number. My fellow-citizen
here thought it was forty-two. Ten more heads!
[ love it! I love the guillotine!».

The night fell. The traveller in the corner be-
gan to come to himself and to speak. «Look
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out, look out, and see if we are followed!»...
The wind was rushing after them and the clouds
were flying after them. But, so far, they were
followed by nothing else!.

% % W

While the fifty-two men and women were
spending their last hours on earth, Madame De-
farge was talking to her friend The Vengeance,
and Jacques Three in the wood-cutter’s hut. Jac-
ques Three was a member of the jury. The
wood-cutter (who had once been a road-mender)
sat a little apart from the others and did not
speak till he was spoken to.

«But our Defarge», said Jacques Three, «is
surely a good Republican, isn't he?».

«There is none better in France», cried the
Vengeance.

«Quite,» said Madame Defarge, «My husband
is a good Republican and a brave man. He has
deserved the Republic’s thanks. But he has one

weakness. His weakness is that he is sorry for
the Doctor».
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«It is a great pity», said Jacques Three. «A
good Republican shoud not be sorry for such
people».

«Listen», said Madame Defarge. «l care no-
thing about this Doctor. He may keep his head

or lose it — 1t i1s all the same to me. But the

Evrémonde family must be destroyed. The wife
and child must follow the father».

«She has a fine head for the guillotine», re-
marked Jacques Three. «l have seen blue eyes
and fair hair there, and they looked charming
when held up and shown to the people».

Madame Defarge cast down her eyes and was
lost in thought.

«The child, too», remarked Jacques Three,
enjoying the sound of his own voice, «has gol-
den hair and blue eyes. We don’t often have a
child there. It will be a pretty sight».

Madame Defarge lifted her head. She had
come to a decision.

«The truth is that I have lost confidence in
my husband. I cannot trust him in this matter. I
dare not tell him the details of my plan. ‘1 fear
that if I delay, he may give them waming and
they may escape».
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«That must never be», exclaimed- Jacques
Three. «No one must escape. We have not

enough heads as it is. We ought to have at least
a hundred a day».

«In a word», went on Madame Defarge, «my
husband has not the same reason as I have for
hunting this family till not one remai we
And I have not the same reason to feel

the Doctor as he has. I must act for m é‘
therefore. Come here, little citizen!»,

The wood-cutter had a great respect for . “

Madame Defarge and feared her. He

ward with his hand to his red cap. ”

«As regards those signals that she ma
the prisoners. Are you ready to give ewden&
about them this very day?”».

«Yes, certainly. Why not? Every day, in all
weathers, from two to four o’clock, she was al-
ways there. Sometimes she was with the child
and sometimes without. 1 saw her with my own
eyes».

«Some secret plan, of course», said Jacques
Three.

«You are sure of the other members of the
jury?» asked Madame Defarge.
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«You can depend on them, dear citizeness. I
can answer for them all».

«Now let me see», said Madame Defarge.
«Can I spare this Doctor for my husband’s
sake?

«He would count as one head», said Jacques
Three. «We really have not enough heads. It
would be a pity, I think».

«He was signalling with her when 1 saw
them», she went on. «I cannot speak about one
without the other. No! He must take his chance.
I cannot spare him. You are going at three
o'clock to see these fifty-two people guillotined.
And I, too, shall be there. After it is all over,
come with me. We will go to St. Antoine and
give information against them together».

The wood-cutter said that he would be proud
and happy to go with Madame Defarge. She
looked at him coldly, and, like a nervous dog,
he avoided her eyes and retreated to his seat.

Madame Defarge told the others of her plans.

435

o 5 il I Ll e dla¥l LS
At e o]

:E_;Li.!:. R | |

seSadl 1da L,_F—-I ol (.___.!.;_.[ bl &5 oYy y
€ e US|

(&I Sl Ji

PR (N WA R P PR SR PR i P [
SIS o DR TR 1 9

e ¥

S c,1.:..[ Y ozl o SLLEYL Sy OIS ualy
Y o J O g Y =Y O o W] e
Yl &) W el ke cald ] szl adan
B oyt (Ul L Alaill Opedn by baind Gl
Sho I s s Qs B e T
Mgt Slaglas  aaiy ¢ Ol phas

il pa a oy Db 38 G catinbt G
leoe o ol SISy cinyym o] o ol
Ladaie )] aley

cghlaiy o Y s sl o

434

WWW.REWITY.COM



«Lucie Manette will be at home now, await-
1g the moment of her husband’s death. She
1ll be weeping and grieving. She will be in
ich a state of mind that she will say hard
1ings about the justice of the Republic. She

11l be full of sympathy with its enemies. I will
0 to her!».

«What a noble woman! A true Republican.
h! my dear!» cried The Revenge.

«Please take my knitting», said Madame De-
irge, placing it in the hands of The Revenge,
and have it ready for me in my usual seat.

eep my usual chair for me. Go now, for there
ill be a big crowd».

«l willingly obey the orders of my chief»,
iid the Revenge, kissing her on the cheek.
You will not be late?».

«I shall be there before they begin».

«Be there before the carts arrive. Be sure that
ou are there, my dear», said The Revenge.

Madame Defarge waved her hand. Then she
t out boldly through the streets. Of all the
omen of Paris, there was no one to be more
ared than Madame Defarge. She had a strong,
arless character, and a kind of beauty that cal-

437

e did By el g OV OpSae cle ey

Sy Sl o Aowy 0450w L&y oy ASL 0550w ey

idblas 0550 . Goppedl D ds s LIS Jgiz gl
] sl Lt -

Ll o s

g b ool L@isle Ly il il

‘ 1“;51-.‘.:- i L_r_;.lu- R | -Y R :E__:Li.r_.: F W (LA |
Ganie 4 Leaxln ool gu 3 el asly
Q5w Y ¢ OY 23] skl (gaaze il L okall
S Ak Mla

tads o s g ol I

A0 Al Sl ) Al bl Gk e bl

calglay .'.‘.lil‘}.,iﬂi:.l 0ySla

':l_;h'jh U

VICCIRUIF PSPPI (1 T I | 5 PPN TP
agpe b odla

4 il S U ORISR PR PR PR S W JOPPN
S Moo RECDSIE (e 5 | OO QR T U (VR
J.t-’;" Iul----"ll_y-d‘1 ‘-—l';!-i Y ii-l_,_,i iasms Ll OIS .EJ':.-'.;;

436

WWW.REWITY.COM



led attention to her qualities. She had grown up
with a deep sense of wrong and a powerful
hatred of the nobles; any pity that she once may
have had was now dead. It was nothing to her
that an innocent man was going to die for the
evil deeds of others. It was nothing to her that a
wife was going to be made a widow, and a
child fatherless. That was not

in the front of her dress was a loaded pistol.
Hidden at her waist was a sharpened knife,
Madame Defarge walked firmly through th
streets towards the house of her enemies.,

v

At that very moment, a carriage was
ting out to the North Barrier. In the arriagy
was an old Englishman, a young mother and h

her |
child, an old Frenchman who seemed to be ouf’
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of his right mind, and a younger man who was .

y .
lying unconscious. g ,

The question what to do with Miss Pross and
Jerry Cruncher had caused Mr. Lorry some wor-
ry. He did not want to over load the carriage:
for the lighter it was, the faster it would travel.
Moreover, the fewer the passengers, the shorter
their examination at the barriers. As every mo-
ment was precious and might mean the differ-
ence between life and death, he decided that
Miss Pross and Jerry should travel separately, in

439

S ey s YL el L JI ST O
(i B L s ol sp gl g Al

oo Y sadl 0B s e ae p el ad sl s
s Bk s o Ly el Jo haidl o iy IS
of 8 A cogdly bl Gy G ga Of ey Tl
Cwil De g Wi il OF g (s s Y

438

WWW.REWITY.COM



a lighter carriage. They should start after the
others, but would soon catch up with them and
go on ahead to order fresh horses at every

town, In this way much valuable time might be
saved.

Miss Pross and Jerry had seen the carriage
start and had guessed who the unconscious man
was whom Barsad had brought. Even as
Madame Defarge drew nearer to the house,
these two, in the greatest anxiety, were discus-
sing what to do.

«Mr. Cruncher», said Miss Pross, «don’t you
think it would be a good idea if we did not start
from this courtyard? One carriage has already
gone from here: another might awaken suspi-
cion».

«I think you are right, Miss», said Jerry. «In
any case, I'm ready to be guided by you».

«l am in such a state of anxiety that I can
hardly think; but suppose you go and tell the
people to bring our carriage to another place? I
will be waiting for you and you can pick me
up».
«Where shall I find you?».

«At the square of Notre -Dame. I'll be wait-
ing for you there. Go along quickly. Be there
with the carriage at three o’clock».
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Jerry did not like leaving Miss Pross by her-
self, and said so. «Do not think of yourself»,
she answered. «Think of others. I shall be quite
safe. In about half an hour we shall be in the
carriage together»,

As soon as Jerry had gone, Miss Pross began
to get ready for the journey. She got a basin of
water and began to wash her face, for her eyes
were red and swollen with recent weeping. She

did not want to attract any attention as she went
through the streets.

As she washed, Miss Pross kept looking be-
hind to see that nobody was in the room. for
she felt lonely and afraid at being left alone.
Then, as she looked behind, she cried out: for

she saw a figure standing in the middle of the
room.

The basin fell to the ground, broken, and the
water flowed to the feet of Madame Defarge.

Madame Defarge looked at her coldly, and
said, «The wife of Evremonde; where is she?».

Miss Pross suddenly realized that the doors of
all the rooms were open. Her first act was to

shut them. She then placed herself before the
door of the room that Lucie had occupied.
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Madame Defarge watched her doing this and
then looked angrily at her when it was finished.
Miss Pross returned her look with steady eyes.
Both were determined women in their different
ways. Hatred had made bold the heart of the
French-woman; love now filled the English-
woman'’s with courage.

«Although you look like the wife of the devil
himself», said Miss Pross softly, «yet you shall
not get the better of me. I am an English-
woman».

Madame Defarge knew well that this woman
was a faithful friend of the family. Miss Pross
knew that the other woman was the family’s
enemy.

«] am on my way to a certain place where
my seat and my knitting are being reserved for
me», said Madame Defarge. «I wish to see the
wife of Evrémonde».

«I know that your intentions are evil», said
Miss Pross.

Each woman spoke in her own language and
neither understood a word of what the other

said. But each knew very well the other's inten-
tion.
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«It will do her no good to keep herself hid-
den from me», said Madame Defarge. «Good
patriots will know what that means. Let me see
her. Go and tell her I wish to see her. Do you
hear?».

«I take no orders from you», said Miss Pross.
«You wicked foreign woman». E

«Fool and pig-like woman!» cried Mm@ %

Defarge. «I demand to see her. Either tell h
so, or stand out of the way and let me ﬁ; to her

myself». W
Each looked steadily in the other ‘?E.
Madame Defarge took one step forward. }iﬁ

«I am an Englishwoman», said Miss Pross: ﬁlq :
don’t care what happens to myself. I know that = "
the longer I keep you here, the greater hope
there is for my dearest one. If you lay a finger
on me. I will not leave a handful of that black
hair upon your head».

Miss Pross, who had never struck a blow in
her life, was now so full of anger and excite-
ment, that tears flowed from her eyes. Madame
Defarge took the tears for a sign of weakness.

«You poor thing, What are you worth? I'll
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call that Doctor. Citizen Doctor! Wife of
Evrémonde! Answer me, Any person but this
miserable fool, answer the Citizeness Defarge!».

There was no reply. A look of doubt came
into her eyes. Quickly she went from door to
door and looked in each room. The three rooms
were empty.

«These rooms are all in disorder. They have
packed their bags and gone away. Open the
door behind you! Let me look inside».

«Never», replied Miss Pross, who understood
the request as clearly as the other woman under-
stood the answer.

«If they have gone, they can be followed and
brought back» said Madame Defarge to herself.

«But as long as you are not sure, you don’t
know what to do», said Miss Pross to herself.
And you shall not be sure, if I can prevent it.
In any case, you are not going to leave this
house while I have strength to hold you».

«I have been in the fighting from the begin-
ning», said Madame Defarge, «and nothing has
stopped me. I will tear you to pieces if you do
not get away from that door».
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-

«We are alone at the top of house», said
Miss Pross; «we are not likely to be heard. Ev-
ery minute I keep you here is worth a hundred
pounds to Lucie».

Madame Defarge rushed at the door. Miss
Pross seized her round the waist and held her
tight. It was in vain for Madame Defarge to
struggle and strike. Miss Pross, stren by
love, still held on and even lifted he 1
ground. Madame’s hands struck and tore |

face: Miss Pross put down her head, but l“
held on. o 2

Soon ‘Madame Defarge stopped strikin
began to feel for her knife. «It is under. my
arm», said Miss Pross «and you shall not dra

it. I am stronger than you, thank Heaven. B%ﬁ

hold you till one of us faints or dies».

Madame Defarge put her hands in the front
of her dress. Miss Pross looked up, saw what
she was drawing and struck at the pistol. There
was a flash and a crash, and Miss Pross stood
alone — half blinded with smoke.

As the smoke cleared it seemed to take away
with it the soul of the furious woman who lay
lifeless on the ground.
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J

Miss Pross drew back from the body as far as
she could, and ran down the stairs to call for
help. But she remembered in time how danger-
ous this would be for herself, and came back.
She forced herself to pass the thing that lay on
the floor, and got together her clothes and other
things she wanted. Then she left the room and
locked it behind her. She sat on the stairs for a
few minutes to calm herself. Then she got up
and hurried away. She pulled down her veil
over her face to hide the marks and scratches on
it. Otherwise she could not have gone along the
streets without being noticed , and perhaps stop-

ped.

She hurried along the streets, crossed the riv-
er and came to the square of Note-Dame. After
waiting for a few minutes she saw the carriage
and Jerry looking out of the window. Even be-
fore it had stopped, the door was open and she
was trying to get in. With a sigh of relief she
sank back on the seat beside Jerry.

«Is there any noise in the streets?» she asked
him.

«The usual noises», Mr. Cruncher replied,
looking surprised by her question and by her
appearance.
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«I don’t hear you», said Miss Pross. «What
did you say?»

It was in vain that he repeated his words, so
he nodded his head. Later she asked him the
same question and again Jerry nodded his head.

«] don’t hear anything», she said.

«What's happened to her?» said Jerry to him-
self. «<How can she have become deaf in half an
hour?».

«l feel», said Miss Pross, «as if there has
been a flash and a crash: and that crash will be
the last thing I shall ever hear».

«Listen», said Jerry. «I can hear the noise of
those dreadful carts. Can’t you hear that?»,

Miss Pross saw that he was speaking to her.
«I can hear nothing at all», she said.

«Well», said Jerry, «if you can’t hear the
noise made by those carts, it’s my opinion that
you'll never hear anything else in this world».

And indeed she never did, for she had be-
come quite deaf.
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Chapter 25

Let Him Die in Peace

The death-carts were passing slowl T N, okl Aol ool Ol oy
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There was a guard of horsemen ridi
side of the carts, and faces were ofte *
to the horsemen as people in the street as
the names of the prisoners. Barsad,
stood waiting for the coming of the carts. ‘He
looked into the first cart. He looked into th
second. His face cleared as he looked into the
third.

«Which is Evrémonde?» said a man behind
him.

«That. At the back there».

«With his hand in the girl’s7»

«Yesn»,

«Down with Evrémonde!» cried the man.
«To the guillotine!».
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«Don’t say that!» begged the spy nervously.
«And why not, citizen?»

«He is going to pay the price. It will be paid
in five minutes more. Let him be at peace».

But the man continued to exclaim, «Down
with Evrémonde !» -

The clocks struck three. On one of the chairs
stood the Revenge, looking about for her friend.

«Thérése!» she cried. «Who has seen her?
Thérése Defarge!».

«She never missed before», said one of the
women.

«Bad luck!» cried the Revenge. «Evrémonde
will soon be killed and she is not here. See her
knitting in my hand’and her empty chair ready
for her. I cry with disappointment!».

The carts began to empty their loads and the
guillotine began.
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The supposed Evrémonde descended from his
cart, and the dressmaker was lifted out after
him. He still held her patient hand and gently
placed her with her back to the crashing engine
that regularly rose and fell. She looked into his
face and thanked him.

«But for you, dear stranger, I should not be
so calm. I am naturally faint of heart, and a
poor little thing. I think you are sent from
Heaven to me».

«Or you to me», said Sydney Carton. «Keep
your eyes on me, dear child, and think of no-
thing else».

«I mind nothing while I hold your hand. 1
shall mind nothing when I let it go, if they are
quick».

«They will be quick. Fear not!».

She kissed him; he kissed her; they solemnly
blessed each other. The little hand did not trem-
ble as he let it go.

The sound of many voices; the upturning of
many faces; the noise of many footsteps in the
crowd; all flashed away.
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They said in the city that night, that his face
was the most peaceful face ever seen there.

If Carton had spoken his own thoughts, they
would have been these:

«] see Barsad, Cly. Defarge, and the judges,
long rows of the cruel men, dying by this guil-
lotine before it stops its present WDF%E\E a
beautiful city rising in this terrible placg,

I
see that gradually this evil will die away. %

«I see the lives for which 1 lay down my lif

peaceful and happy, in that England
shall see no more, j

husband, when their lives are over, lying

by side in their last earthly bed, and I know that g r &

each was not more honoured in the other's soul,
than [ was in the souls of both.

«[ see the child who lay on her breast and
who bore my name, now grown to be a man.
He is winning his way in that path of life that
once was mine. I see him winning it so well
that my name is made famous there by the light
of his. I see him, bringing a boy with golden
hair to this place — and I hear him tell the
child my story in a tender voice».
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