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CHAPTEB XIX. AN OPINION.
WORN out by anxious watching, Mr. Lorry

fell asleep at his post. On the tenth morning of
liis suspense, he was startled by the shining of
the sun into the room where a heavy slumber
had overtaken him when it was dark night.

He rubbed his eyes and roused himself; but
lie doubted, when he had done so, whether he
was not still asleep. For, going to the door of
the Doctor's room and looking in, he perceived
that the shoemaker's bench and tools were put
aside again, and that the Doctor himself sat
reading at the window. He was in his usual
morning dress, and his face (which Mr. Lorry
could distinctly see), though still very pale, was
calmly studious and attentive.

Even when he had satisfied himself that he
was awake, Mr. Lorry felt giddily uncertain for
some few moments whether the late shoemaking
might not be a disturbed dream of his own; for,
did not his eyes show him his friead before him
in his accustomed clothing and aspect, and em-
ployed as usual; and was there any sign within
their range, that the change of which lie had so
strong an-impression had actually happened P

It was but the inquiry of his first confusion
and astonishment, the answer being obvious. If
the impression were not produced oy a real cor-
responding, and sufficient cause, how came he,
Jarvis Lorry, there? How came he to have
fallen asleep, in his clothes, on the sofa in Doc-
tor Manette's consulting-room, and to be de-
bating these points outside the Doctor's bed-
room door in the early morning ?

Within a few minutes, Miss Pross stood whis-
pering at his side. If he had had any particle
of doubt left, her talk would of necessity
have resolved it; but he was by that time
clear-headed, and had none. He advised that
they should let the time go by until the regular
breakfast-hour, and should then meet the Doc-
tor as if nothing unusual had occurred. If he
appeared to be m his customary state of mind,
Mr. Lorry would then cautiously proceed to
seek direction and guidance from the opinion he
had been, in his anxiety, so anxious to obtain.

Miss Pross, submitting herself to his judg-
ment, the scheme was worked out with care.
Having abundance of time for his usual me-
thodical toilette, Mr. Lorry presented himself at
the breakfast-hour in his usual white linen and
with his usual neat leg. The Doctor was sum-
moned in the usual way, and came to break-
fast.

So far as it was possible to comprehend him
without overstepping those delicate and gradual
approaches which Mr. Lorry felt to be the only
safe advance, he at first supposed that his
daughter's marriage had taken place yesterday.
An incidental allusion, purposely thrown out, to
the day of the week, and the day of the month,
set him thinking and counting, and evidently
made him uneasy. In all other respects, how-
ever, he was so composedly himself, that Mr.
Lorry determined to nave the aid ne sought.
And that aid was his own.

Therefore, when the breakfast was done and
cleared away, and he and the Doctor were left
together, Mr. Lorry said, feelingly:

" My dear Manette, I am anxious to have
your opinion, in confidence, on a very curious
case in which I am deeply interested; that is
to say, it is very curious to me; perhaps, to your
better information it may be less so.

Glancing at his hands, which were discoloured
by his late work, the Doctor looked troubled,
and listened attentively. He had already glanced
at his hands more than once.

" Doctor Manette," said Mr. Lorry, touching
him affectionately on the arm, "the case is the
case of a particularly dear friend of mine. Pra^
give your mind to it, and advise me well for his
sake—and above all, for his daughter's—his
daughter's, my dear Manette."

" If I understand," said the Doctor, in a sub-
dued tone, " some mental shock—— P"

"Yes!"
" Be explicit," said the Doctor. " Spare no

detail."
Mr. Lorry saw that they understood one an-

other, and proceeded.
"My dear Manette, it is the case of an old

and a prolonged shock, of great acuteness and
severity, to the affections, the feelings, the—the
—as you express it—the mind. The mind.
It is the case of a shock under which the sufferer
was borne down, one cannot say for how long,
because I believe he cannot calculate the time
himself, and there are no other means of getting
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at it. It is the case of a shock from which the suf-
ferer recovered, by a process that he cannot trace
himself—as I once heard him publicly relate in
a striking manner. It is the case of a shock
from which he has recovered, so completely, as
to be a highly intelligent man, capable of close
application of mind, and great exertion of body,
and of constantly making fresh additions to his
stock of knowledge, which was already very
large. But, unfortunately, there has been," he
paused and took a deep "breath—"a slight re-
lapse."

The Doctor, in a low voice, asked, " Of how
long duration P"

" Nine days and nights."
" How did it show itself ? I iinfer," glancing

at his hands again, " in the resumption of some
old pursuit connected with the shock?"

"That is the fact."
"Now, did you ever see him," asked the

Doctor, distinctly and collectedly, though in the
same low voice, " engaged in that pursuit origi-
nally?"

"Once."
"And when the relapse fell on him, was he in

most respects—or in all respects—as he was
then?"

" I think, in all respects."
"You spoke of his daughter. Does his daughter

know of the relapse ?"
" No. It has oeen kept from her, and I hope

will always be kept from her. It is known only
to myself, and to one other who may be trusted."

The Doctor grasped his hand, and murmured,
" That was very kind. That was very thought-
ful !" Mr. Lorry grasped his hand in return, and
neither of the two spoke for a little while.

" Now, my dear Manette," said Mr. Lorry, at
length, in his most considerate and most affec-
tionate way, " I am a mere man of business, and
unfit to cope with such intricate and difficult
matters. I do not possess the kind of informa-
tion necessary; I do not possess the kind of in-
telligence ; I want guiding. There is no man
in this world on whom I could so rely for right
guidance, as on you. Tell ¥me, how does this
relapse come about? Is there danger of an-
other ? Could a repetition of it be prevented ?
How should a repetition of it be treated P How
does it come about at all ? What can I do for
my friend ? No man ever can have been more
desirous in bis heart to serve a friend, than I am
to serve mine, if I knew how. But I don't
know how to originate, in snch a case. If your
sagacity, knowledge, and experience, could put
me on the right track, I might be able to do so
much; unenlightened and undirected, I can do
so little. Pray discuss it with me; pray enable
me to see it a little more clearly, and teach me
how to be a little more useful."

Doctor Marietta sat meditating after these
earnest words were spoken, and Mr. Lorry did
not press him.

" 1 think it probable," said the Doctor, breab
ing silence with, an effort, " that the relapse you
have described, my dear friend, was not quite
unforeseen by its subject."

" Was it dreaded by him ?" Mr. Lorry ven-
tured to ask.

" Very much." He said it with an involun-
tary shudder. " You have no idea how such an
apprehension weighs on the sufferer's mind, and
how difficult—how almost impossible—it is, for
him to force himself to utter a word upon the
topic that oppresses him."

" Would he," asked Mr. Lorry, " be sensibly
relieved if he could prevail upon himself to im-
part that secret brooding to any one, when it is
on him?"

" I think so. But it is, as I have told you,
next to impossible. I even believe it—in some
cases—to be quite impossible."

"Now," said Mr. Lorry, gently laying his
hand on the Doctor's arm again, after a short
silence on both sides, " to what would yoa refer
this attack?"

" I believe," returned Doctor Manette, " that
there had been a strong and extraordinary re-
vival of the train of thought and remembrance
that was the first cause of the malady. Some
intense associations of a most distressing nature
were vividly recalled, I think. It is probable
that there had long been a dread lurking in his
mind, that those associations would be recalled—
say, under certain circumstances—say, on a par-
ticular occasion. He tried to prepare himself,
in vain; perhaps the effort to prepare himself,
made him less able to bear it."

" Would he remember what took place in the
relapse ?" asked Mr. Lorry, with natural hesi-
tation.

The Doctor looked desolately round the room,
shook his head, and answered, in a low voice,
"Not at all."

" Now, as to the future," hinted Mr. Lorry.
" As to the future," said the Doctor, recover-

ing firmness, " I should have great hope. As it
pleased Heaven in its mercy to restore him so
soon, I should have great hope. He, yielding
under the pressure of a- complicated something,
lone dreaded and long vaguely foreseen and con-
tended against, and recovering after the cloud
had burst and passed, I should hope that the
worst was over.

" Well, well! That's good comfort. I am
thankful!" said Mr. Lorry.

" 1 am thankful!" repeated the Doctor, bend-
ing his head with reverence.

" There are two other points," said Mr. Lorry,
" on which I am anxious to be instructed. I
may go on ?"

" You cannot do your friend a better service."
The Doctor gave him his hand.

"To the first, then. He is of a studious
habit, and unusually energetic; he applies him-
self with great ardour to the acquisition of pro-
fessional knowledge, to the conducting of expe-
riments, to many things. Now, does he do too
much ?"

"I think not. It may be the character of
his mind, to be always in singular need of occu-
pation. That may be, iu part, natural to it;
in part, the result of affliction. The less it was
occupied with healthy things, the more it would
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be in danger of turning iu the unhealthy direc-
tion. He may have observed himself, and made
the discovery."

" You are sure that he is not under too great
a strain P"

" I think I am quite sure of it."
" My dear Mauette, if ho were overworked

now "
"My dear Lorry, I doubt if that could easily

be. There has been a violent stress in one
direction, and it needs a counterweight."

" Excuse me, as a persistent man of business.
Assuming for a moment, that he was over-
worked; it would show itself in some renewal
of this disorder ?"

" I do not think so. I do not think," said
Doctor Manette with the firmness of self-
conviction, "that anything but the one train
of association would renew it. I think that,
henceforth, nothing but some extraordinary
jarring of that chord could renew it. After
what has happened, and after his> recovery, I find
it difficult to imagine any such violent sounding
of that string again. I trust, and I almost be-
lieve, that the circumstances likely to renew it
are exhausted."

He spoke with the diffidence of a man who
knew how slight a thing would overset the de-
licate organisation of the mind, and yet with the
confidence of a man who had slowly won his
assurance out of personal endurance and dis-
tress. It was not for his friend to abate that
confidence. He professed himself more relieved
and encouraged than he really was, and ap-
proached his second and last point. He felt it
to be the most difficult of all; out, remembering
his old Sunday morning conversation with Miss
Pross, and remembering what he had seen-in the
last nine days, he knew that he must face it.

"Tho occupation resumed under the influence
of this passing affliction so happily recovered
from," said Mr. Lorry, clearing hia throat, " we
will call — Blacksmiths work. Blacksmith's
work. We will say, to put a case and for the. sake
of illustration, that he had been used in his bad
time, to work at a little forge. We will say
that he was unexpectedly found at his forge
again. Is it not a pity that he should keep it
byhimP"

The Doctor shaded his forehead with his hand,
and beat his foot nervously on the ground.

"He has always kept it by him," said Mr.
Lorry, with an anxious look at his friend.
" Now, would it not be better that he should let
it go?"

Still, the Doctor, with shaded forehead, beat
his foot nervously on the ground.

" You do not find it easy to advise me ?" said
Mr. Lorry. "L quite understand it to be a
nice question. And yet I think " And
there he shook his head, and stopped.

" You see," said Doctor Manette, turning to
him after an uneasy pause, "it is very hard to
explain, consistently, the innermost workings of
this poor man's mind. He once yearned so
frightfully for that occupation, and it was so
welcome when it came j no doubt it relieved his

pain so much, by substituting the perplexity of
the fingers for the perplexity of the brain, and
by substituting, as he became more practised,
the ingenuity of the hands for the ingenuity of
the mental torture; that ho has never been able
to bear the thought of putting it quite out of
his reach. Even now, when, I believe, he is
more hopeful of himself than he has ever been,
and even speaks of himself with a kind of con-
fidence, the idea that he might need that old
employment, and not find it, gives him a sudden
sense of terror, like that which one may fancy
strikes to the heart of a lost child."

He looked like his illustration, as he raised
his eyes to Mr. Lorry's face.

"But may not—mind! I ask for informa-
tion, as a plodding man of business who only
deals with such material objects as guineas,
shillings, and bank-notes—may not the retention
of the thing, involve the retention of the idea ?
If the thing were gone, my dear Manette, might
not the fear go with it ? In short, is it not a
concession to the misgiving, to keep the forge ?"

There was another silence.
" You see, too," said the Doctor, tremulously,

" it is such an old companion."
" I would not keep it," said Mr. Lorry, shaking

his head; for he gained in firmness as he saw
the Doctor disquieted. "I would recommend
him to sacrifice it. I only want your authority.
I am sure it does no good. Come ! Give me
your authority, like a dear good man. Tor his
daughter's sake, my dear Manette!"

Very strange to see what a struggle there
was within him!

" In her name, then, let it be done; I sanction
it. But, I would not take it away while he was
present. Let it be removed wnen he is not
there; let him miss his old companion after .in
absence."

Mr. Lorry readily engaged for that, and the
conference was ended. They passed the day in
the country, and the Doctor was quite restored.
On the three following days., ho remained per-
fectly well, and on the fourteenth day, he went
away to join Lucic and her husband. The pre-
caution that had been taken to account for his
silence, Mr. Lorry had previously explained to
him, and he had written to Lucie in accordance
with it, and she had no suspicions.

On the night of the day on which he left the
house, Mr. Lorry went into his room with a
chopper, saw, chisel, and hammer, attended by
Miss Pross carrying a light. There, with closed
doors, and in a mysterious and guilty manner,
Mr. Lorry hacked the shoemaker's bench to
pieces, while Miss Pross held the candle as if
she were assisting at a murder—for which, indeed,
in her grimness, she was no unsuitable figure.
The burning of the body (previously reduced to
pieces convenient for the purpose), was com-
menced without delay in the kitchen fire; and
the tools, shoes, and leather, were buried in the
garden. So wicked do destruction and secrecy
appear to honest minds, that Mr. Lorry and Miss
Pross, while engaged in the commission of their
deed and in the removal of its traces, almost
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felt, and almost looked, like accomplices in a
horrible crime.

CHAPTER XX. A PLEA.

WHEN the newly-married pair came home,
the first person who appeared, to offer his con-
gratulations, was Sydney Carton. They had not
been at home many hours, when he presented
liimsclf. He was not improved in habits, or in
looks, or in manner; but, there was a certain
rugged air of fidelity about him, which was new
to tue observation of Charles Darnay.

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

"Mr. Darnay," said Carton, "I wish we
might be friends."

" We are already friends, I hope."
" You are good enough to say so, as a fashion

of speech; but, I don't mean any fashion of
speech. Indeed, when I say I wish we might
be friends, I scarcely mean quite that, either."

Charles Darnay—as was natural—asked him,
in all good-humour and good-fellowship, what he
did mean ?

"Upon my life," said Carton, smiling, "I
find that easier to comprehend in my own
mind, than to convey to yours. However, let
me try. You remember a certain famous occasion
when I was more drunk than—than usual ?"

"I remember a certain famous occasion when
you forced me to confess that you had been
drinking."

"I remember it too. The curse of those
occasions is heavy upon me, for I always re-
member them. I hope it may be taken into
account one day, when all days are at an end for
me!—Don't be alarmed; I am not going to
preach."

"I am not at all alarmed. Earnestness in
you, is anything but alarming to me."

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

" I forgot it long ago."
" Fashion of speech again ! But, Mr. Dar-

nay, oblivion is not so easy to me, as you re-
Sresent it to be to you. I have by no means

>rgotten it, and a light answer does not help me
to forget it."

"If it was a light answer," returned Dar-
nay, "I beg your forgiveness for it. I had
no other object than to turn a slight thing,
which, to my surprise, seems to trouble you too
much, aside. I declare to you, on the faith of
a gentleman, that I have long dismissed it from
my mind. Good Heaven, what was there to dis-
miss ! Have I had nothing more important to
remember, in the great service you rendered me
that day?"

"As to the great service," said Carton, "I
am bound to avow to you, when you speak of it
in that way, that it was mere professional clap-
trap. I don't know that I cared what became

of you, when I rendered it.—Mind! I say when
I rendered it; I am speaking of the past."

" You make light or the obligation," returned
Darnay, " but I will not quarrel with your light
answer."

"Genuine truth, Mr. Darnay, trust me! I
have gone aside from my purpose ; I was speak-
ing about our being friends. Now, you know
me; you know I am incapable of all the higher
and better flights of men. If you doubt it, ask
Stryver, and he'll tell you so."

" I prefer to form my own opinion, without
the aid of his."

" Well! At any rate you know me as a dis-
solute dog, who has never done any good, and
never will."

" I don't know that you ' never will.' "
" But I do, and you must take my word for

it. Well! If you could endure to have such a
worthless fellow, and a fellow of such indifferent
reputation, coming and going at odd times, I
should ask that f might be permitted to come
and go as a privileged person here; that I
might be regarded as an useless (and I would
add, if it were not for the resemblance I detected
between you and me, an unornamental) piece of
furniture, tolerated for its old service and taken
no notice of. I doubt if I should abuse the
permission. It is a hundred to one if I should
avail myself of it four times in a year. It
would satisfy me, I dare say, to know that I
had it."

"Will you try?"
"That is another way of saying that I am

placed on the footing I have indicated. I
thank you, Dai-nay. I may use that freedom
with your name ?"

"I think so, Carton, by this time."
They shook hands upon it, and Sydney turned

away. Within a minute afterwards, he was, to
all outward appearance, as unsubstantial as ever.

When he was gone, and in the course of an
evening passed with Miss Pross, the Doctor,
and Mr. Lorry, Charles Darnay made some
mention of this conversation in general terms,
and spoke of Sydney Carton as a problem of
carelessness and recklessness. He spoke of him,
in short, not bitterly or meaning to bear hard
upon him, but as anybody might who saw him
as he showed himself.

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

" We are thoughtful to-night!" said Darnay,
drawing his arm about her.

" Yes, dearest Charles," with her hands on his
breast, and the inquiring and attentive expres-
sion fixed upon him; " we are rather thoughtful
to-night, for we have something on our mind
to-night."

" What is it, my Lucie ?"
" Will you promise not to press one question

on me, if I beg you not to ask it ?"
" Will 1 promise ? What will I not promise

to my Love r"
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What, indeed, with his hand putting aside
the golden hair from the cheek, and his other
hand against the heart that beat for him !

" I think, Charles, poor Mr. Carton deserves
more consideration and respect than you ex-
pressed for him to-night."

" Indeed, my own r Why so P"
" That is what you are not to ask me. But

I think—I know—he does."
" If you know it, it is enough. What would

you have me do, my Life P"
" I would ask you, dearest, to be very gene-

rous with him always, and very lenient on his
faults when he is not by. I would ask you
to believe that he has a heart he very, very,
seldom reveals, and that there are deep wounds
in it. My dear, I have seen it bleeding."

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

" My husband, it is so. I fear he is not to
be reclaimed ; there is scarcely a hope that any-
thing in his character or fortunes is reparable
now. But, I am sure that he is capable of
good things, gentle things, even magnanimous
things."

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

" And, O my dearest Love !" she urged, cling-
ing nearer to him, laying her head upon his
breast, and raising her eyes to his, "remember
how strong we are in our happiness, and how
weak he is in his misery !"

The supplication touched him home. " I will
always remember it, dear Heart! I will re-
memoer it as long as I live."

He bent over the golden head, and put the
rosy lips to his, and folded her in his arms. If
one forlorn wanderer then pacing the dark
streets, could have heard her innocent disclosure,
and could have seen the drops of pity kissed
away by her husband from the soft blue eyes so
loving of that husband, he might have cried to
the night—and the words woula not have parted
from ru's lips for the first time—

" God bless her for her sweet compassion!"

SHIPS AND CREWS.

WHAT is the Naval Question ?
It comprises all sorts of inquiries in one,

and that one is really this : Can Great Britain
be, at sea, in these days, what she was in old
days P Make that all clear, and your work is
done. She can, on one condition — that no
energy nor expense be spared in carrying out
the object. No one can reasonably doubt
this, whatsoever views he may bring to the
consideration of the question, and with what-
soever preconceived opinions he may have ascer-
tained all about our Position and Policy from
the excellent work of " A Naval Peer," from the
book by Mr. Hans Busk, or from other recent
authorities.

How Britain came to be sueh a maritime power

as she has been and is ? It is not an affair of race
only, nor of insular position only; but of these
two fundamental things working upon each
other, and botli worked upon by our political
history. Some will tell you that commerce
created our marine; but what created our com-
merce ? and how long would our commerce have
lasted if we had not been able to protect it by
force ? Originally, of course, it must have been
something in our blood that fitted us for the sea;
but this would not have produced our greatness
alone. The Saxons seem never to have kept, a
navy till the Danes forced it upon them. The
Norman invasion was unopposed in the Chan-
nel, but it led to the Cinque Ports being esta-
blished, and to a constant communication be-
tween England and Normandy very favourable
to nautical progress. The Plantagenet wars
with France Lad the same effect; and, in those
days, we were as victorious at sea as in later
times. Now it is worth notice that what we
call seamanship has changed its character quite
as much as other things, and that if steam is
one change more, we ought to remember the con-
soling as well as the alarming side of the fact.
Steam, they tell us, is an affair of science. Very
true. But so was it an affair of science when
the old rough hand-to-hand fighting, between
huge galleys, was exchanged for the evolutions
of squadrons under Blake and Nelson. It was a
French Jesuit—L'Hoste—who was one of the
earliest and best writers on naval tactics. But
we, too, became masters in the tactics, and why
not now in the new tactics ?

It is steam war versus old war that makes
the great feature of the new generation, and un-
doubtedlydeserves the most careful inquiry. Still,
let us remember that success in war depends at
bottom on moral and physical superiority, and
that the conditions under which this is exercised,
though of great, are only of secondary import-
ance.

Certainly the rapidity of the change is a
conspicuous feature in it. So late as fifteen
or twenty years ago, there was not a screw
liner known, and the steamers were all pnddle
steamers. Our ideal of a line-of-battlc ship
was one of Sir William Symonds's vessels
built for sailing, and beautiful to behold.
Now, there are not much above a dozen effec-
tive sailing liners in the navy, and they arc
chiefly used as guard and receiving ships. The
best are converted into screws; all new liners
are built for screws ; and, when a great battle
comes, it will be fought with screws. This
Spring, England and Prance had some thirty-
five of them afloat each, and both are still
building steadily.

"Steam"—this is the regular saying—"has
bridged the Channel." The exact amount of
truth here is, that it has made it easier to
bridge. But there are the piles and piers to lay
down, and our fleet must be disposed of before
that is possible. All talk of invasion is based
on the supposition that the Channel is cleared
of our squadrons before the army is brought
across. That secured, steam has shortened the
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CHAPTER XXI. ECHOING FOOTSTEPS.

A WONDERFUL corner for echoes, it has been
remarked, that corner where the Doctor lived.
Ever busily winding the golden thread which
bound her husband, and her father, and herself,
and her old directress and companion, in a life of
quiet bliss, Lucie sat in the still house in the
tranquilly resounding corner, listening to the
echoing footsteps of years.

At first, there were times, though she was a
perfectly happy young wife, when her work
would slowly fall from her hands, and her eyes
would be dimmed. For, there was something
coming in the echoes, something light, afar ofi,
and scarcely audible yet, that stirred her heart
too much. Fluttering hopes and doubts—hopes,
of a love as yet unknown to her; doubts, of her
remaining upon earth, to enjoy that new delight
—divided her breast. Amongj the echoes then,
there would arise the sound ot footsteps at her
own early grave; and thoughts of the husband
who would be left so desolate, and who would
mourn for her so much, swelled to her eyes and
broke like waves.

That time passed, and her little Lucic lay on
her bosom. Then, among the advancing echoes,
there was the tread of her tiny feet and the
sound of her prattling words; Let greater
echoes resound as they would, the young mo-
ther at the cradle side could always hear those
coming. They catne, and the shady house was
sunny with a child's laugh, and the Divine
friend of children, to whom in her trouble she
had confided hers, seemed to take her child in
his arms, as He took the child of old, and made
it a sacred joy to her.

Ever busily winding the golden thread that,
bound them all together, weaving the service
of her happy influence through the tissue of
all their lives, and making it predominate no-
where, Lucic heard in the echoes of years none
but friendly and soothing sounds. Her hus-
band's step was strong and prosperous among
them; her father's, firm and equal. Lo, Miss
Pross, in harness of string, awakening the echoes,
as an unruly charger whip-corrected, snorting

and pawing the earth under the plane-tree in
the garden!

Even when there were sounds of sorrow
among the rest, they were not harsh nor cruel.
Even when golden hair, like her own, lay in a
halo on a pillow round the worn face of a little
boy, and he said, with a radiant smile, " Dear

tapa and mamma, I am very sorry to leave you
oth, and to leave my pretty sister; but I am

called, and I must go! those were not tears
all of agony that wetted his young mother's
cheek, as the spirit departed from her embrace
that had been entrusted to it. Suffer them
and forbid them not. They see my Father's
face. O Father, blessed words!

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

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

Ko man ever really loved a woman, lost her,
and knew her with a blameless though an un-
changed mind, when she was a wife and mother,
but her children had a strange sympathy with
him—an instinctive delicacy of pity for him.
What fine hidden sensibilities are touched in
such a case, no echoes tell; but, it is so, and it
was so here. Carton was the first stranger to
whom little Lucie held out her chubby arms,
and he kept his place with her as she grew.
The little boy had spoken of him, almost at the
last. " Poor Carton! Kiss him for me!"

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

These three young gentlemen, Mr. Stryver,
exuding patronage of the most offensive quality
from every pore, had walked before him like three
sheep to the quiet corner in Soho, and had
offered as pupils to Lucie's husband : delicately
saying, "Halloa! here are three lumps of
breaa-and-cheese towards your matrimonial pic-
nic, Darnay!" The polite rejection of the three
Snaps of bread-ana-cheese had quite bloated

r. Stryver with indignation, which he after-
wards turned to account in the training of the
young gentlemen, by directing them to beware of
the pride of Beggars, like that tutor-fellow. He
was also in the habit of declaiming to Mrs.
Stryver, over his full-bodied wine, on the arts
Mrs. Darnay had once put in practice to "catch"
him, and on the diamond-cut-diamond arts in
himself, madam, which had rendered him "not
to be caught." Some of his King's Bench
familiars, who were occasionally parties to the
full-bodied wine and the lie, excused him for
the latter by saying that he had told it so often,
that he believea it liimself—which is surely such
an incorrigible aggravation of an originally bad
offence, as to justify any such offender's being
carried off to some suitably retired spot, and
there hanged out of the way.

These were among the echoes to which Lucie,
sometimes pensive, sometimes amused and laugh-
ing, listened in the echoing corner, until her
little daughter was six years old. How near to
her heart the echoes of her child's tread came,
and those of her own dear father's, always active
and self-possessed, and those of her dear hus-
band's, need not bctold. Nor, howthelightostccho
of their united home, directed by herself with such
a wise and elegant thrift that it was more abun-
dant than any waste, was music to her. Nor,
how there were echoes all about her, sweet in
her ears, of the many times her father had told
her that he found her more devoted to him
married (if that could be) than single, and of the
many times her husband had said to her that no
cares and duties seemed to divide her love for
him or her help to him, and asked her " What is
the magic secret, my darling, of your being every-
thing to all of us, as if there were only one of
us, yet never seeming to be hurried, or to have
too much to do P"

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

On a night in mid-July, one thousand seven
hundred and eighty-nine, Mr. Lorry came in
late, from Tellson's, and sat himself down by
Lucie and her husband in the dark window. It
was a hot, wild night, and they were all three
reminded of the old Sunday night when they
had looked at the lightning from the same place.

" I began to think," said Mr. Lorry, pushing
his brown wig back, " that I should have to pass
the night at Tellson's. We have been so full of
business all day, that we have not known what
to do first, or which way to turn. There is such
an uneasiness in Paris, that we have actually a
run of confidence upon us ! Our customers over
there, seem not to be able to confide their pro-
perty to us fast enough. There is positively a
mania among some of them for sending it to
England."

" That has a bad look," said Darnay.
" A bad look, you say, my dear Darnay? Yes,

but we don't know what reason there is in it.
People are so unreasonable! Some of us at
Tellson's are getting old, and we really can't be
troubled out of the ordinary course without due
occasion."

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

" I know that, to "be sure," assented Mr.
Lorry, trying to persuade himself that his sweet
temper was soured, and that he grumbled, " but
I am determined to be peevish after my long
day's botheration. Where is Manette ?"

" Here he is !" said the Doctor, entering the
dark room at the moment.

" I am quite glad you are at home; for these
hurries and forebodings by which I have been
surrounded all day long, have made me nervous
without reason. You are not going out, I
hope P"

" No; I am going to play backgammon with
you, if you like, said the Doctor.

" I don't think I do like, if I may speak my
mind. 1 am not fit to be pitted against you to-
night. Is the tea-board still there, Lucie P I
can't see."

" Of course, it has been kept for you."
" Thank yc, my dear. The precious child is

safe in bed P"
" And sleeping soundly."
"That's right; all safe and well! I don't

know why anything should be otherwise than
safe and well here, thank God; but I have been
so put out all day, and I am not as young as I
was ! My tea, my dear ? Thank ye. Now, come
and take your place in the circle, and let us
sit quiet, and hear the echoes about which you
have your theory."

" Not a theory; it was a fancy."
"A fancy, then, my wise pet," said Mr.

Lorry, patting her hand. " They are very nu-
merous and very loud, though, are they not?
Only hear them!'

Headlong, mad, and dangerous footsteps to
force their way into anybody's life, footsteps
not easily made clean again if once stained red,
the footsteps raging in Saint Antoine afar off,
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as the little circle sat in the dark London
window.

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

Who gave them out, whence they last came,
where they began, through what agency they
crookedly quivered and jerked, scores at a time,
over the heads of the crowd, like a kind of light-
ning, no eye in the throng could have told; but,
muskets were being distributed—so were car-
tridges, powder, and ball, bars of iron and wood,
knives, axes, pikes, every weapon that distracted
ingenuity could discover or devise. People who
could lay hold of nothing else, set themselves
with bleeding hands to force stones and bricks
out of their places in walls. Every pulse and
heart in Saint Antoine was on high-fever strain
and at high-fever heat. Every living creature
there, held life as of no account, and was de-
mented with a passionate readiness to sacri-
fice it.

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

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

" Eh, well I Here you see me!" s=«id madamc,
composed as ever, but not knitting to-day.
Madame's resolute right hand was occupied with
an axe, in place of the usual softer implements,
and in her girdle were a pistol ana a cruel
knife.

" Where do you go, my wife P"
"I go,"said madame, "with you, at present.

You shall see me at the headof women, by-
and-by."

" Come then!" cried Defarge, in a resounding
voice. "Patriots and friends, we are ready!
The Bastille!"

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

Deep ditches, double draw-bridge, massive
stone walls, eight great towers, cannon, muskets
fire and smoke. Through the fire and through*

the smoke—in the fire and in the smoke, for the
sea cast him up against a cannon, and on the in-
stant he became a cannonier—Defarge of the
wine-shop worked like a manful soldier, Two
fierce hours.

Deep ditch, single drawbridge, massive stone
walls, eight great towers, cannon, muskets, fire
and smoke. One drawbridge down ! " Work,
comrades all, work! Work, Jacques One,
Jacques Two, Jacques One Thousand, Jacques
Two Thousand, Jacques Five-and-Twcnty Thou-
sand ; in the name of all the Angels or the Devils
—which you prefer—work!" Thus Defarge of
the wine-shop, still at his gun, which had
long grown hot.

"To me, women!" cried madame his wife.
" What! We can kill as well as the men
when the place is taken!" And to her, with
a shrill thirsty cry, trooping women variously
armed, but all armed alike in hunger and re-
venge.

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

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

So resistless was the force of the ocean bearing
him on, that even to draw his breath or turn his
head was as impracticable as if he had been strug-
gling in the surf of the South Sea, until he WHS
landed in the outer court-yard of the Bastille.
There, against an angle of a wall, he made a
struggle to look about him. Jacques Three was
nearly at his side; Madamc Defarge, still head
ing some of her women, was visible in the inner
distance, and her knife was in her hand. Every-
where was tumult, exultation, deafening and
maniacal bewilderment, astounding noise, yet
furious dumb-show.

The Prisoners!"
The Records!"
The secret cells!"
The instruments of torture!"
The Prisoners!"

Of all these cries, and ten thousand inco-
herencies, " The Prisoners!" was the cry most
taken up by the sea that rushed in, as if there
were an eternity of people, as \iell as of time and
space. When the foremost billows rolled past,
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bearing the prison officers with them, and threat-
ening them all with instant death if any secret
nook remained undisclosed, Defarge laid his
strong hand on the breast of one of these
men—a man with a grey head who had a lighted
torch in his hand—separated him from the
rest, and got him between himself and the
wall.

" Show me the North Tower!" said Defarge.
"Quick!"

"I will faithfully," replied the man, "if
you will come with me. But there is no one
there."

I "What is the meaning of One Hundred
and Five, North Tower P" asked Defarge.
"Quick!"

"The meaning, monsieur?"
" Does it mean a captive, or a place of cap-

tivity ? Or do you mean that I shall strike you
dead?"

" Kill him!" croaked Jacques Three, who had
come close up.

" Monsieur, it is a cell."
" Show it me !"
" Pass this way then."
Jacques Three, with his usual craving on him,

and evidently disappointed by the dialogue
taking a turn that did not seem to promise
bloodshed, held by Defarge's arm as he held by
the turnkey's. Their three heads had been close
together during this brief discourse, and it had
been as much as they could do to hear oiie
another, even then: so tremendous \ras the noise
of the living ocean, in its irruption into the
Portress, and its inundation of the courts and
passages and staircases. All around outside,
too, it beat the M'?lls with a deep, hoarse roar,
from which, occasionally, some partial shouts
of tumult broke and leaped into the air like
spray.

Through gloomy vaults where the light of
day hud never shone, past hideous doors of dark
dens and cages, down cavernous flights of steps,
and again up steep rugged ascents of stone and
brick, more like dry waterfalls than staircases,
Defarge, the turnkey, and Jacques Three, linked
hand and arm, went, with all the speed they could
make. Here and there, especially at first, the
inundation started on them and swept by; hut,
when they had done descending, and were wind-
ing and climbing up a tower, they were alone.
Hemmed in here by the massive thickness of walls
and arches, the storm within the fortress and
without was only audible to them in a dull,
subdued way, as if the noise out of which
they had come had almost destroyed their sense
of hearing.

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

" One hundred and five, North Tower!"
There was a small, heavily-grated, unglazed

window high in the wall, with a stone screen
before it, so that the sky could be only seen by
stooping low and looking up. There was a
small chimney, heavily barred across, a few feet

within. There was a heap of old feathery
wood ashes on the hearth. There were a stool,
and table, and a straw bed. There were the four
blackened walls, and a rusted iron ring in one
of them.

"Pass that torch slowly along these walls,
that I may sec them," said Defarge to the
turnkey.

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

" Stop!—Look here, Jacques!"
" A. M.!" croaked Jacques Three, as he read

greedily.
"Alexandre Manette," said Defarge in his

ear, following the letters with his swart fore-
finger, deeply engrained with gunpowder. " And
here he wrote ' a poor physician.' And it was
he, without doubt, who scratched a calendar on
this stone. What is that in your hand ? A
crowbar ? Give it me!"

He had still the linstock of his gun in bis
own hand. He made a sudden exchange of the
two instruments, and turning on the wormeaten
stool and table, beat them to pieces in a few
blows.

" Hold the light higher!" he said, wrathfully,
to the turnkey. "Look among those frag-
ments with care, Jacques. And see! Here is
my knife," throwing it to him; " rip open that
bed, and search the straw. Hold the light
higjher, you!"

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

"Nothing in the wood, and nothing in the
straw, Jacques?"

"Nothing."
"Let us collect them together, in the

middle of the coll. So! Light them, you!"
The turnkey fired the little pile, which blazed

high and hot. Stooping again to come out at
the low-arched door, they left it burning, and
retraced their way to the court-yard: seeming to
recover their sense of hearing as they came
down, until they were in the raging flood once
more.

They found it surging and tossing, in quest of
Defarge himself. Saint Antoine was clamorous
to have its wine-shop-keeper foremost in the
guard upon the governor who had defended the
Bastille and shot the people. Otherwise, the
governor would not be marched to the Hotel dc
Ville for judgment. Otherwise, the governor
would escape, and the people's blood (suddenly
of some value, vftcr many years of worthless-
ness) be unavenged.

In the Lowling universe of passion and conten-
tion tliat seemed to encompass this grim old officer
conspicuous in his grey coat and red decoration,
there was but one quite steady figure, and that was
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a woman's. " See, there is my husband !" she
cried, pointing him out. " See Defarge!" She
stood immovame close to the grim old officer,
and remained immovable close to him; re-
mained immovable close to him through the
streets, as Defarge and the rest bore him
along; remained immovable close to him
when he was got near his destination, and
began to be struck at from behind; remained
immovable close to him when the long-
gathering rain of stabs and blows fell heavy;
was so close to him when he dropped dead
under it, that, suddenly animated, she put her
foot upon his neck, and with her cruel Knife—
long ready—hewed off his head.

The hour was come, when Saint Antoine was
to execute his horrible idea of hoisting up men
for lamps to show what he could be and do. Saint
Antoine's blood was up, and the blood of tyranny
and domination by the iron hand was down—
down on the steps of the H6tel de Ville where
the governor's body lay—down on the sole of
the shoe of Madame Defarge where she had
trodden on the body to steady it for mutila-
tion. " Lower the lamp yonder ?" cried Saint
Antoine, after glaring round for a new means of
death; " here is one of his soldiers to be left on
guard!" The swinging sentinel was posted, and
the sea rushed on.

The sea of black and threatening waters, and
of destructive upheavings of wave against wave,
whose depths were yet unfathomed and whose
forces were yet unknown. The remorseless sea
of turbulently swaying shapes, voices of ven-
geance, and faces hardened in the furnaces of
suffering until the touch of pity could make no
mark on them.

But, in the ocean of faces where every fierce
and furious expression was in vivid life, there
were two groups of faces—each seven in
number—so fixedly contrasting with the rest,
that never did sea roll which bore more me-
morable wrecks with it. Seven faces of pri-
soners, suddenly released by the storm that had
burst their tomb, were carried high over head:
all scared, all lost, all wondering and amazed, as
if the Last Day were come, and those who re-
joiced around them were lost spirits. Other
seven faces there were, carried nigher, seven
dead faces, whose drooping eyelids and half-seen
eyes awaited the Last Day. Impassive faces, yet
with a suspended—not an abolished—expression
on them; faces, rather, in a fearful pause, as
having yet to raise the dropped lids of the eyes,
and bear witness with the bloodless lips, " TIIOU
DIDST IT !"

Seven prisoners released, seven gory heads
I on pikes, the keys of the accursed fortress of the

eight strong towers, some discovered letters and
other memorials of prisoners of old time, long
dead of broken hearts,—such, and such-like,
the loudly echoing footsteps of Saint Antoine
escort through the Paris streets in mid-July,
one thousand seven hundred and eighty-nine.
Now, Heaven defeat the fancy of Lucie Darnay,
and keep these feet far out of her life ! Tor,

they are headlong, mad, and dangerous; and
in the years so long after the breaking of the
cask at Defarge's wine-shop door, they arc not
easily purified when once stained red.

RICE.

THE sun had set heavily behind a range of
low hills topped with mango topes, after one
of those oppressively hot days known only in
India during the dry season. The t-ky was of a
deep coppery hue, without one fleecy cloud
to relieve its intensely fiery sameness. Not
one of the parched leaves in the jungle moved;
nor did there appear to be a single living crea-
ture for miles, save myself, as I rode slowly to-
wards a little seaport town in Western India.
The season had been a very trying one for the
natives, nearly all their grain crops in that part
of the continent having perished tor want of the
usual periodic supply of moisture.

In the opening of the monsoon the rain had
fallen very heavily, had swollen the streams, filled
the few imperfectly formed bunds or reser-
voirs to overflowing, and these, not sufficiently
strengthened and mostly put of repair, giving
way, had flooded the entire country for many
miles, and, when the season of drought ar-
rived, were of course empty. Deprived of the
ordinary means of irrigating their lands, the
ryots had beheld with dismay the setting in of
an unusually hot and dry season. The grain
crops had indeed come up after a fashion, but
rapidly fell away before the hot blast of the
sirocco months, and left the bewildered villagers
without the means of support.

In many of the villages through which I
passedlhad not sccuhalf adozen inhabitants; and,
the few I had seen, appeared emaciated to the last
degree. Hunger was stamped on their haggard
countenances, children lay exhausted and dying
at the doors of some 01 the miserable huts.
All work appeared to be abandoned. Fields
lay sterile, burnt up by the scorching heat:
gardens, with a few exceptions, were withered
and brown, 'as blasted by lightning; tho
nullahs were quite dry; tho smufl rivers crept
sluggishly over their pebbly beds with scarcely
sufficient water to keep themselves moving.
The roads wcro strewn with dead cattle; and,
not unfrcqucntly, with human corpses, over whom
scores of oirds of prey were hovering, to whom
this season of affliction was an unexpected boon.

Passing through these scenes in the country,
I was prepared for what I beheld in the
town. The same deep lines of hunger were
stamped upon the countenances; but, unlike
the inhabitants of other places, the people were
flocking through the streets in sad and melan-
choly throngs, in one direction. Mothers were
dragging their children after them, scarcely able
to support their own tottering steps. Fathers
were passing outwards with uncertain haste,
carrying young squalid infants in their arms.

As I drew near the sea-beach the ea?er
throngs appeared to thicken, and looks of startled
excitement in their faces told of some import-




