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Boox tne Tuirp. TaE Track oF A Stonx.
CHAPTER VIIL. A HAND AT CARDS.
HarprLy unconscious of the new calamity at
home, Miss Pross threaded her way along the
narrow strects and crossed the river by the
bridge of the Pont-Neuf, reckoning in her mind
the number of indispensable purchases she had
to make. Mr. Cruncher, with the basket, walked
at her side. They both looked to the right and
1o the left into most of the shops they passed,
had a wary eye for all \gregarious assemblages
of people, and turned odt of their road to avoid
any very excited group of talkers, If was a raw
evening, and the misty river, blurred to the eye
with blazing lights and to the ear with harsh
noises, showed where the barges were stationed
in which the smiths worked, making guus for
the Army of the Republic. Woe to the man
who played tricks with #4#¢ Army, or got unde-
served promotion in it! Better for him that
his beard had never grown, for thc National
Razor shaved him close.
Having purchased a few small articles of
groccrg, and a measure of oil for the lamp, Miss
ross bethought herself of the wine they wanted,
After cepinﬁ into several wine-shops, she
stopped at the sign of The Good Republican
Brutus of Antiquity, not far from the National
Palace, once (and twice) the Tuileries, where
the aspect of thinﬁs rather took her funcy. It
had a quieter look than any other place of the
same description they had passcd, and, though
red with patriotic caps, was not so red as the
rest.  Sounding Mr. Cruncher and finding him
of her opinion, Miss Pross resorted to the Good
Republican Brutus of_ Antiquity, atiended by
her cavalier.
8lightly observant of the smoky lights ; of the
people, pipe in mouth, Flaying with limp cards
and yellow dominoes; of the one bare-breasted,
bare-armed, soot-begrimed workman reading a
journal nloud, and of the others listening to
im; of tlie weapons worn, or laid aside to be
resumed ; of the two or three customers fallen
forward asleep, who in the popular, high-
shonldered shaggy black spencer looked, in that
attitude, like slumbering bears or dogs ; the two

outlandish customers approached the counter,and
showed what they wanted.

As their wine was measuring out, a man parted
from another man in a corner, and rose to de-
part. In going, he had to face Miss Pross. No
sooner did he %ace her, than Miss Pross uttered
a scream, and clapped her hands.

In a monent, the whole company were on

their feet. That somebody was assassinated by
somebody vindicating a difference of opinion,
was the likeliest occurrence. Everybody looked
to see somebody fall, but only saw a man and
woman standing staring at each other; the man
with all the outward aspect of a Frenchman and
a thorough Republican ; the woman, evidently
English.
%hat was said in this disappointing anti-
climasx, by the disciples of the Good Republican
Brutus of Antiquity, except that it was some-
thing very voluble and loud, would have been as
so much Hebrew or Chaldean to Miss Pross and
her protector, though they had been all ears.
But, they had no ears for anything in their sur-
prise. For, it must be rccorded, that not only
was Miss Pross lost in amazement and agita.
tion; but, Mr. Cruncher — though it secmed
on his own separate and individual account—
was in a state of the greatest wonder,

“What is the mattor?” said the man who
had caused Miss Pross to scream; speaking in
& vexed, abrupt voice (though in n low tone),
and in English.

“Oh, Solomon, dear Solomon I” cricd Miss
Pross, clapping ber hands again, ¢ After not
setting eycs upon you or heuring of you for so
long & time, do I find you here !”

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

 Brother, brother!” cried Miss Pross, burst-
ing into tears, * llave I ever been so hard with
you that you ask me such a cruel question !”

“Then hold your meddlesome tongue,” said
Solomon, “and come out, if you want to speak
to me. Puy for your wine, and come out. Who's
this man P

Miss Pross, shaking her loving and dejected
head at her by no means affectionate brother,
said, through her tears, “Mr. Cruncler.”

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

Apparentlﬁg Mr. Cruncher did, to judge fron
his looks. He said not a word, however, and
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Miss Pross, cxploring the depths of her reticule
through her tears with grent difficulty, paid for
the wine. As she did se, Solomon turned to
the followers of the Good Republican Brutus of
Antiquity, and offered a fow words of explena-
tion in the French language, which caused them
all to relapsc into their former places and
pursuits.

“ Now,” said Soloman, stopping at {he durk
street corner, “ what do you want

“ How dreadfully wukind in a brother nothing
has ever turned my love away from !’ eried Miss
Pross, “to give me sucha greeting, and show
me no affection.”

¢ There. Con-found it! There,” said Solo-
mon, making  dab at Miss Pross’s lips with his
own. “ Now are you content

Miss Pross only shook her head and wept in
silence.

“If you expeet me to be surprised,” said her
brother Solomon, “ I am not surprised ; I knew
you were hore; I know of most people who are
here. If you really don’t want to endanger my
existence—which I half balieve you do-——go
your wa'}s os soon as possible, and et me go
mjne. am busy, Iam an official.”

“My English brother Solomoun,” mourned
Miss Pross, casting up her tearfraught eyes,
““that bad the makings in him of one of the
best and greatest of men in his native country,
an official among foreiguers, and such foreigners !
I would almost sooner have sogn the dear boy
lving in hige——"

“J onid 50 !” cried her brother, interxupting.
“] knew it! You waut to be the death.of me.
1 shall be rendered Suspeated, by wy own sister.
Just as T getting ont”

“The gracious und merciful Ieaveus forhid
oricd Miss Progs. ' Far rather would I nover
see you aguin, dear Solomon, thuugh I have evor
loved you truly, and cver shall. Say but enc
wficetionnte wurd to we, and tell me there
is nothing ungry or estranged hetwaen us, aud 1
will detan you no lunger.”

Good Miss Pross!  As if {he estrongement
between them had come of any awlpability

1

of hers.  As if Mr. Lorry bad not hnown it for |.d

n facl, years ago, in tho quiet corner in Seho,
that this precious brother had spent ber money
and left her! .

He was saying the offectionate word, how-
over, with a far more grudging ocondescension
and patronage than he could have showa if their
relutive merits nud positions had beon reversed
{whieh is tnvariably the case, all the world over),
when Mr. Cruncher, touching him an the
shoulder, hoarsely and unexpectedly interposed
with the following singular questiou :

“Tsay! Might I ask the favour? As to
wh{,ther your name is John Solomon, er Selowncn
John 2

The official turned towards Lim with sulden
distrust. He Lad not previously uttercd a
word.

“Come!” said Mr. Cruvcher. **Speak out,
you know.” (Which, by the way, was morc

than be could do himself.)

Solomon John? She calls you Solomon, and
she must know, being your sister. And I know
yow're John, you know. Which of the two gocs
first?  Aund regarding that name of Pross, like-
swise, Thet warn’t your nane over the water.”

“ What do you mean!”

“"Well, T don’t know all T mean, for I can't
call to wind what your mame was, over the
waler.”

«“No !” sneered Solomen.

“No. But I'll swear it was a name of two
syllables.

« Indeed B”

“ Yes, T’other one’s was one syllable. 1 know
you. You was 2 spy-wifness .at the Bailey.
What in the name of the Father of Lies, own
father to yourself was you called at that time ?

“ Barsad,” said another voice, striking in.

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

The speaker who stiuek in, was Byduey Car-
ton. He had his hands behind himn under the
skirts of his riding-coat, and he stood at Mr.
Cruncher’s elbow as neﬁligeutly as he might
bave stood at the Old Bailey itself,

“ Don’t be alarmed, my gear Miss Pross. I
arrived at Myx, Lorry’s, to his surprise, yesterday
evening ; we agreed that I would not present
myself elsewhere until all was well, or unless I
could be useful; T present myself here, to beg
a little talk with your brother, T wish you had
a better employed brother than Mr. Barsad.
wish for your sake Mr. Barsad was not a Sheep
of the Prisons.”

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

-« Tl tell you,” said Syduey. <1 lighted on
you, Mr. Baisad, coming out of the prison of
the Concicrgeric while L was contemplating the
walls, an hour or more ago. Yowhave afuce
to be remembered, and I vemember faces well.
Mnde ewxious by scaing you in that connexion,
and having a reasan, to which you are no sbranger,
for .ussociating you wilh (ho misfortunes of
o fricud wow very unfortunate, T walked in your
irection. I walked into thoe wino-shup lere,
closo nfler you, and sat noar you. I had no
difficulty in deducing from your unrcserved con-
versation, and the rumour openly going about
among your admirers, the nature of your cull-
ing. And gradually, what I bad doue at yan-
dom, seeme(fto shape itsell into a purpose, dr.

“ What purpose P’ the spy aske

“It would be troublcs}t;{ne, and might le
dangerous, to explain i the street. Could y.u |
favour me, in canfidence, with some minutes of
our company—at the affice of Tellson’s Ba:x,
or instanee ¢

“ Under a threat ?”

“Oh! Did I say that!”

* Then why should I go there ?”

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

“ Do you mean that you wan't say, sir?” tie

[E]

«“John Soloman, ar | spy irresclutcly asked.
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“ You apprehend me very clearly, Mr. Barsad.
I won’t.”

Cmton’s negligent recklessness of manner
came powerfuﬁy in aid of his quickness and
skill, in such a business.as he had in his seoret
mind, and with such a man as he had 1o do
with. His practised-eye saw it, and 1sade the
most of if.

“ Now, I told you «o,” said the spy, casting a
reproachful look ‘at his sister; if any trouble
comes of this, it’s your doing.”

« Come, -come, Mr, Barsad I”” exclaimed Syd-
ney. “ Don’t be ungrateful. But for my great
respect for your sister, T might not have led up
so pleasantly o a little proposal that I wish to
make for our mutual satisfaction. Do you go
with me to the Bank 77

“T’ll hear what you have got to say. Yes,
T’ll go with you.”

“ I propose that we first conduet your sister
safely o the corner of Lerown street. Let me take
your arm, Miss Pross. This is not a good eity,
at this time, for you to be out in, un robecthv ;
and as yourescort knows Mr. Barsad, I will invite
him to Mr. Lorry’s with us. Are we ready?
Come then !”

Miss Pross recalled soon afterwards, and to
the end of her life remembered, that as she
pressed lier hands on Syduey’s arm and locked
up in his face, imploring him fo do no hurt {o
Solomon, there was a braced purpose in the arm
and a kind of inspiration in the eges, which not
only contradicted his light manner, but changed
and raised the man. She was too much oceu-

ied then, with fears for the brother who so
ittle deserved her affection, and with Sydney’s
friendly reassurances, adequately to heed what
she observed.

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

Mr. Lorey had just finished his dinuer, and
was sitting before a cheory little log or two of
fire—perhaps looking into their blazo for the pic-
ture of that yowuger elderly gentleman from
Tollsow’s, who lmﬁ:)oked into the red coals ai
the Royal George at Dover, now a good many
years ago. te turned his head as they enfered,
and showed the surprise with which '{10 saw a
stranger.

“Miss Pross’s brother, sir,” said Sydney.
“ Mr. Barsad.”

* Barsad £” repentod the old gentlemnn,
“Barsad? T have an association with the
name—and with the face.”

“I told you you had a rewarkable face, Mr.
Barsad,” obscrved Carton, coolly. “Pray sit
down.”

As he took a chair himself, he supplied the
link that Mr. Lorry wanted, by saying to him
with a frown, “Witness at that trial.” Mr.
Lony immediately remembered, and regarded
his new visitor with an nndisguiscd look of ab-
horrence.

“ Mr, Barsad his been rocognised by Miss
Pross as the affectionate brother vou have heard

of,” said Sydney, “and has acknowledged the
relationship. I pass to worsc news. Darnay
has been arrested again,”

Struck with consternation, the old gentleman
exclaimed, “ What do you tell me! left him
safe aud free within these two howis, and am
about to return to him I¥

* Arrasted for 21l that.
Mr. Barsad P’ * .

“ Just now, if at all”

“Mr. Barsad is the best authority possible,
sir,”” said Sydney, “and I have it from Mrn
Barsad’s communieation to a friond and brothor
Sheep over a hottle of wine, that the arrest has
taken place. He left the messengers at the

ate, and saw them admitted by the porter.
here is no earthly doubt that he is retaken.”

Mr. Lorry’s business eye read in the speaker’s
face that it was loss of time to dwell upon the
point. Confused, but sensible that something
might depend on his presence of mind, he com-
manded himself, and was silently attentive.

“ Now, I trust,” said Sydney to him, “that
the name aud influence of "l')ocbor Masette may
stand Wim in as good stead to-morrow—you
said he would be before the Tribunal again to-
morrow, Mr. Barsad P——"

“Yes; I believe so.”

“—~In as good stead to-morrow as to-day.
Buat it may not be so. I own te you, I am
shaken, Mr. Lorry, by Doctor Manette’s not
having had the power o prevent this arrest.”

* He may not have known of it heforehand,”
said Mr. Lorry.

“But that very circumstance would be alarm.
ing, when we remember how identified bLe is
with his son-indaw.”?

“ That’s true,” Mr. Liorry acknowledged, with
his troubled hand at his chin, and bis troubled
eycs on Qarlon.

“In short,” said Sydney, “this is a desperats
time, when desperate games are played for
desperate stakos. Lot the Doctor play the
winning gamey I will plag tho losing oue,
No maw’s life hero is worth purchase,  Any
ouc curied home by the people tosdny, may
ho condemmned towmorrow., Now, the «ale
I have resolved 4o play for, in eaw of the
worst, is & fiiend in the Concicrgerie, And
the friond I purpose o myself to win, is Mv.
Barsad”

“You need have good cards, sir,” snid the

When was it done,

Ipy.

it Tl run them over.  I'll sce what I hold.—
Mi. Lorry, you know what a brute Tam; Iwish
yow'd give me a little brandy.”

It was put before him, and he drank off a
glassful—-(}r:mk off auother glassful-—pushed
the bottle thoughtfully away,

“ Mr. Barsad,” he went on, in the tone of
ons who really vwas looking over a hand a¢
cards: “Sheep of the prisoms, emissary of
Republican  commitbees, now turnkey, now
prisoner, always spy and secveb inforwer, so
much the more valuable here for being English
that an Euglislinan is less open to suspicion
of subornation, in those chavacters than a

snpmgans
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Frenchman, represents himself to his em-
ployers under a false name. That’s a very good
card. Mr. Barsad, now in the employ of the
republican French government, was formerly
in the cmploy of the aristocratic English go-
vernment, the enemy of Frauce uudn%reedom.
That’s an excellent card. Inference clear as
dac)l' in this region of suspicion, that Mr. Bar-
sad, still in the pay of fhe aristocratic English
government, is the spy of Pitt, the treacherous
foe of the Republic crouching in its bosom,
the English traitor and agent of all mischief so
much spoken of and so difficult to find, That’s
a card not to be beaten. Have you followed my
hand, Mr. Barsad ?”

“Not to understand your play,” returned the
spy, somewhat uneasily.

“ 1 play my Ace, Denunciation of Mr. Barsad
to the nearest Section Committee. Look over

our hand, Mr. Barsad, and see what you have.
on’t hurry.”

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

“ Look over your hand cavefully, Mr. Barsad.
Take time.”

It was a poorer hand than he suspected. Mr.
Barsad saw losing cardsin it that Sydney Carton
knew nothing of. Thrown out of his honour-
able employment in England, through too much
unsuccessful hard swearing there—not because
he was not wanted there; our English reasons
for vaunting our superiority ta secrecy and spies
are of very modern date—he knew that he had
crossed the Channel, and accepted service in
France: first, as a tempter and an eavesdropper
among his own countrymen there: gradually, as
a tempter and an eavesdropper among the
natives. Ile kuew that under the overthrown

overnment le had been a spy upon Saint
iutoine and Defurge’s wine-shop; had received
from the watchful police such heads of informa-
tion concerning Doclor Manette’s imprisonment,
releasc, and history, as should serve him for
an introduction to familiar conversation with
the Defarges; had tried them on Madame
Defarge, and had broken down with them sig-
nally. He always remembered with fear and
trembling, that that f{errible woman had
knitted when he talked with her, and had looked
ominously at him as her fingers moved. He
had since seen her, in the Section of Saint
Antoine, over and over again produce her
knitted registers, and denounce people whose
lives the guillotine then surely swallowed up.
ITe knew, as every one employed as he was, did,
that he was never safe ; that flight was impos-
sible; that he was tied fast under the shadow
of the axe; and that in spite of his utmost
tergiversation and treachery in furtherance of
the reigning terror, a word might bring it down
upon him, ~ Once denounced, and on such grave
grounds as had just now been suggested to his
mind, he foresaw that the dreadful woman of

whose unrelenting character he had seen many
proofs, would produce against lim that fatal
register, and would quash his last chance of
life. Besides that all secret men are men soon
terrified, here were surely cards enough of onc
black suit, to justify the holder in growing rather
livid as he tutned them over.

“You scarcely seem to Jike your hand,” said
Sydney, with the greatest composure. Do
you play #”

«I think, sir,” said the spy, in the meanest
manner, as he turned to Mlx)' Lorry, “I may
appeal to a gentleman of your years and benevo-
lence, to put it to this other gentleman, so much
your junior, whether he can under any circum-
stance reconcile it to his station to play that
Ace of which he hasspoken. I admit that 7 am
a spy, and that it 1s considered a discredit-
able station—though it must be filled by some-
body; but this gentleman is no spy, and why
shox}ld he so demean himself as to make himseff:
one P

“1 play my Ace, Mr. Barsad,” said Carton,
taking the answer on himself, and Ilooking
at his watch, “without any seruple, in a very
few minutes.”

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

“I could not better testify my respect for
our sister than by finally relieving her of her
rother,” said Sy ney Carton,

 You think not, s #”

“I have thoroughly made up my mind about
it.”

The smooth manner of the sp{, curiously in
dissonance with his ostentatiously rough dress,
and probably with his usual demeanour, received
such a check from the inscrutability of Carton,
—who was amystery to wiserand honester men
than he—that it faltered here and failed him.
While he was at 4 loss, Carton said, resuming his
former air of contemplating cards :

“And indeed, now I think again, I have a
strong impression that I have another good card
here, not yet enumerated. That friend and
fellow-Sheop, who spoke of himself as pasturing
in the country prisons ; who was he P

“ French. You dou't know him,” said the
spy, guickly.

“ French, eh P’ repeated Carton, musing, and
not appearing to notice him at all, thongh he
cchoed his word. ¢ Well ; he may be.”

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

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

““1 think not.
said the spy.

¢ I{mcan’t—be,” muttered Sydney Carfon,
retrospectively, and filling his glass (which
fortunately was a small one) again.  Can’t—
he. Spoke good French. Yet like a foreigner,
I thought £

I am sure not. It can’t be,”




Charles Dickeun.]

ALL THE YEAR ROUND.

{Octobor 13, 1859,1

591

“ Provincial,” said the spy.

“No. Foreign!” cried.P Carton, striking his
open hand on the table, as a light broke clearly
on his mind, “Cly! Disguised, but the samg
man, We had that man before us at the Old
Bailﬁ.”

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

Ilere, Mr. Lorry became aware, from where
he sat, of a most remarkable goblin shadow on
the wall. 'Tracing it to its source, he discovered
it to be caused by a sudden extraordinary rising
and stiffening of all the risen and stiff hair on
Mz, Cruneher’s head.

“Tet us he reasonable,” said the sp{, “and
let us be fair. To show you how mistaken you
are, and what an unfounded assumption yours is,
I will lay before you a certificate of Cly’s
burial, which I happen to have carried in m
pocket-book,” with a hurried hand he produce
and opened it, “ever since. There it is. Ob,
look at it, look at it ! You may take it in your
hand ; it’s no forgery.”

Here, Mr. Lorry perceived the reflexion on
the wall to elongate, and Mr. Cruncher rose and
stepped forward. His hair could not have heen
more violently on end, if it had been that mo-
ment dressed by the Cow with the crumpled
horn in the house that Jack built.

Unseen by the spy, Mr. Cruncher stood at
his side, and touched him on the shoulder like a
ghostllv] bailiff,

“ That there Roger Cly, master,” said Me.
Cruncher, with a taciturn and iron-bound visage.
‘8o you put him in his coffin ¢

“ {did.”

“ Who took him out of it 2”

Barsad leaned back in his chair, and stam-
mered, “ What do you mean ?”

“ T mean,” said Mr. Cruncher, “that he
warn’t never in it. No! Not he! Tl have
my head took off, if he was ever in it.”

The sry looked round at the two gentlemen;
they both looked in unspcakable astonishment
at Jerry. '

“T tell you,” said Jerry, *that you buried
aving-stones and earth in that there coffin.
Dor’t go and tell me that you buried Cly. It

was n take in. Me and two more knows 1t.”

“ How do you know it ?”

“ What’s that to you? Ecod!” growled Mr.
Cruncher, **it’s you I have got a old grudge
again, i3 it, with your shameful impositions upon
tradesmen! I’d catch hold of your threat and
choke you for half a guinea.”

Sydney Carton, who, with Mr. Lorry, had been
lost in amazement at this turn of the business,

here reguested Mr. Cruncher to moderate and
cexplain himgelf,

‘“ At another time, sir,” he returned, evasively,
“ the present time is ill-conwenientfor cxplainin’,
What T stand to, is, that he knows well wot that
there Cly was never in that there coffin, Lot
him say he was, in so much as a word of one
syllable, and LIl cither eatch hold of his thront
and choke him for half a guinen;” Mr, Crun.
cher dwelt upon this as quitc a liberal offer; “or
T’ out and announce him.”

“Iwnph! 1 see one thing,” said Carton,
“T hold another card, Mr. Barsad. Impos.
sible, here in raging Paris, with Suspicion filling
the air, for you to outlive denunciation, when
you are in communication with another aristo-
cratic spy ot the same antecedents as yourself,
who, moreover, has the mystery about him of
having feigned death and come to life again! A
%lot in the prisons, of the foreigner against the

epublic. A strong card—a certain Guillotine
card! Do you play P

“No!” returned the spy. “I throw up.
I confess that we were so unpopular with
the outrageous mob, that I only got away from
England at the risk of being ducked to death,
andg that Cly was so ferreted up and down, that
he never would have got away at all but for that
sham, Though how this man knows it was a
sham, is a wonder of wonders to me.”

“ Never you trouble your head about this
man,” retorted the contentious Mr. Cruncher;
“youw'll have trouble enough with giving your
attention to that gentleman. And look here!
Once more I”—Mr. Cruncher could not be re.
strained from making rather an ostentations pa-
rade of his liberality—*I’d catch hold of your
throat and choke you for half a guinea.”

The Sheep of the prisons turned from him to
Sydney Carion, anLF said, with more decision,
“It has come to n point. T go on duty soon,
and can’t ovcrsmi my time. You told me yon
had a proposal; what is it P Now, it is of nouse
asking too mnch of me. Ask mo to do any.
thing m my office, putting my hend in grent extra
danger, and I had better trust my life to the
chances of refusal than the ehnnees of consent,
In short, I should make that ehoice. You tnlk
of desperation. We are all desperate here,
Remember! I may denounce you if 1 think
proper, and T can swear my way through stone
walls, and 30 can others.” Now, what do yon
want with me ?”

“Not very much. You ave a turnkey at the
Conciergerie P

«T tell you once for all, there is no such thing
as an escape possible,” said the spy, firmly,

“ Why need you tell me what I have not
asked P You are a turnkey at the Conciergerie p

“I am sometimes.”

* You can be when yon choose ?”

*“T can pass in and out wlen I choose.”

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

“8o far, we have spoken before these two,
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Lecawre it was as well that the meri*s of the cards
should not rest solcly between you and me.
Cowe into the dark roswm here, aud let ws have
one final words alone.”

FRUIT RIPENING IN TUSCANY.

A nueran Euglishwan long residon) in
Florence, with wit to observe, and kuowledge
to bring to bear wpon, and shill to rerord
what pusses, bas walched with intevest the poli-
tical cfforts of the Tuscans. Ilc now tells usin
n book, which compares the Tuscany of forty-
nine with the Tuscany of ‘fifty-nine, the true
scquence of national events in that state during
the last dozen years, By help of such a book
we understand morc thoreughly the meaning of
what now passes in thecountrytowhichall Europe
is looking with deep interest and active euriosity,
for the writer—MMr. Troaas Aporrrus Tror-
1oPE—speaks of the affairs of Tuscany in as far as
they were.the affairs of Italy, aud are the affair
of cvery man who would see thought and honest
action sct free cverywhere to help.in the ad-
vancement of socicty.

That the world does not grow wise by royal
edicts, but by the free, wholesome, individual
working of cach wman among his fellows, is the
truth lymg-at the heart of Mr. Trollope’s. history.
In the bonds. of despotism, whether they be
leading-strings or fctters, men can only totter
forward painfully. The bonds of the Austrian
were leading-strings for Tuscany, w hen Leapold
the First, gruudfather of the last duke, governed
the country. He wus wiser than his cousins.in
the purple.” With 2 liberal hand b restrained the
{yrannieal. cueroachments of the Church, and he
Limself ruled genercusly. Some trace also of
the old republican vigour stil held by the life
of the people; who weve then, as.adways, pro-
sperous, eheerful, quick-witted, and easily aon-
tent. There is no {rue man with a tempor oasy
cnough ta bear the stranger's, fout wpon. hisneek.

The paternal spisit of anthoiily will sanctify
to tho heart of o Lm\ ¢ prople, no man’s claim to
regard n whole gomunmily as part of Lis own
private and personal estafe.  The Emperor of
Auslria was counting in the 10ll of his ostate so
many flocks and herds of wen in Italy, IHp
army was the dog to.sot upon them and collet
them when they strayed %cyond his bounds.
But thunders of applause was heard in the thea-
tres of Ttaly when Niccolini exclaims, throuzh
his nolle {fragedy on Arnold of Brescia, “‘Lhe
human race is a-weary of being termed a herd.”
“How well satisfied, your people look,” said
somehody, in compliment to ihe Grand-Duke of
Tuseany, s little while before the greabouthreak
of “forty-eight, * They are tranquil,” was the
reply. Bub through that tranquillity the pa-
triotic vexse of Giusti passed quietly from hand
to haud and mouth to mouth. Men spoke his
scorn upon themselves for their vassalage; it
vas the tranquillity of his « Land of the Dead,”
in which the dcad whispered together under-
neath the

Lovely graveyard, that wight =l

The living covet death,
Io fine thea, brother gorpses,

Let men ging out their stave !
TWait we, and see what ending

This living death may have.
Theve is a Dayr af Anger

T the senvive for the ton. bl
shall there not be, however f..,

A Judgmeat-day to coma?

While this pointed agaiusl Ausivin, the
Italians were patriots, not kuowing what should
he the issue of thein hopes. They were uncasy
in the present, and looked threngh a vague
sentiment of patriotism to a belter fature
Upon. this senltment they could allow the very
Austrian himselfl totrade, ¢ Talians,” said the
Archduke John to them, Lalf a cenlwry ago, “is |
it the wish of your hewsts te: become again |
Italians?” If so, the condition of their enjoy-
ment of this wish was that they should fight
upon ithe side of Austia. “Ialians, it is
needed ouly to will it, for you to be again
Italians.” So they were told how the will was
to be taken for the deed. ‘“Italians,” pro-
claimed an, Awstrian commander, three years
later, “you are to become, all of you, an in-
dependent mation.” The independence won
through Austria was defined hy Bellegarde for
the people of Lombardy to be that their pro-
vinces * were-definitively incorporated with the
Austrien empire.” “Italy,” said Metternich,
at last, in o despatch of the second of August,
eightsen hundied and forty-seven, * Italy is but
a geographical denomination.” Fuaneis of
Austrin, when he heard that in sundry states of
Europe, constitutions were being: established,
exclaimed that “the world was going mad !
And when he reeeived compliments from the hody
of Professos of the University of Pavin, he said
to them, “Remember always, gentlamen, that
your duty is to form, not learned men, bub ehe-
dient subjeets,” Italy, howeven, angered by
tho Austeramin Lombardy, had not fully recog.
nised the indispensable coudition of hor inde-

endence to bo o complete freedom from Aus.
rian domination,

Tho-predecossor of Pius the Ninth had been a
helpless old man, persenally harmless, bat
officially the muaintainer, by grace of foreign
bayonets, of the trug Papal system of espials,
confliscalions, hanishments, imprisonments, and
exccutions, He died in the year ’furty-six,
when roses wac in Llossom. The Romun
Church had, of course, as a political state, its
Liberals and Toiies. Lambruschini, at the
head of the Tories, stirove to shut the gule
against reforms, and fasten it with the old
Avustrian military padieck. Bmec reform is the
drop of poison that will some duy shotier the
charmed glass of the popedom, since the de-
crepid: Papal gevernment must sicken and die
if it be much exposed.to the sharp, bracing air
of human progress, there can be no doubt that,
in the interests of the tiara, Lambruschini was
the truesh egunsellor. On the other side there
was a large bedy trusling in the beautiful dream

I3
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CHAPTER IX. THE GAME MADE.

‘WiiLe Sydney Carton and the Sheep of the
prisons were in the adjoining dark room, speak-
ing so low that not a sound was heard, Mr.
Lorry looked at Jerry in considerable doubt and
mistrust.
receiving the look, did not inspire confidence ;
he changed the leg on which he rested, as often
as if he had fifty of those limbs, and were trying
them all; he examined his finger-nails with a
very questionable closeness of attention; and
whenever Mr, LorEs eye caught his, he was
taken with that peculiar kind of short cough re-
quiring the hollow of a hand before it, which is
seldom, if ever, known to be an infirmity atten-
dant on perfect openness of character.

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

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

““What have you been besides a messenger P

After some cogitation, accompanied with an
intent look at lus patron, Mr. Cruncher con-
ceived the luminous idea of replying, “Agricul
tooral character.”

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

“1 hope, sir,” pleaded the abashed Mr.
Cruncher, “that a gentleman like yourself wot
D’vc had the honour of odd jobbing till ’'m grey
at it, would think twice about harming of me,
even if it wos so—I don’t say it is, but even if it
wos. And which it is to be took into account that
if it wos, it wouldn't, even then, be all o’ one
side. ‘There’d be two sides to it. There
might be medical doctors at the present hour,
a picking up their guineas where a honest
tradesman don’t pick up his fardens—fardens!
1o, nor yet his half fardens—half fardens! no,
nor yet his quarter—a banking away like smoke

| S—

That honest tradesman’s manner of

at Tellson’s, and a cocking their medical eyes at
that tradesman on the sly, a going in and going
out to their own carrisges—ah! equally like
smoke, if not more so. Well, that *ud be imposing,
oo, on Tellson’s. For you cannot sarse the
goose and not the gander. And here’s Mrs,

runcher, or leastways wos in the Old England
times, and would be to-morrow, if cause given,
a floppin’ agen the business to that degree as is
ruinating — stark rm'nating! Whereas them
medical doctors’ wives don’t flop—catch ’em at
it! Or, if they flop, their floppings gces in
favour of more patients, and how can you
rightly have one without the t'other? Then,
wot with undertakers, and wot with parish
clerks, and wot with sextons, and wot with
private watchmen (all awaricious and all in it),
a man wouldn’t get much by it, even if it was so.
And wot little a man did get, would never
prosper with him, Mr. Lorr{l. He’d never have
no good of it ; he’d want all along to be out of
the line, if he could see his way out, being once
in—even if it wos s0.”

“Ugh!” cried Mr. Lorry, rather relenting,
nevertheless. “I am shocked at the sight of

ou.”

“ Now, what T would humbly offer to you,
sir,” pwrsued Mr. Cruncher, “even if il wos so,
which I don’t say it is—"

“ Don't prevaricate,” said Mr, Lorry.

* No, T will #ot, sir,” returncd Mr. Crancher,
as if nothing were further from his thoughts or

ractice —* which Ldon’t say it is —wot 1 would

umbly offer to you, sir, would be this. Upon that
there stool, at that there Bar, sets that there boy
of mine, brought up and growed up to be a man,
wot will errand you, message you, gencral-light-
Jjob you, till your heels is where your head is, if
such should be your wishes., If it wos so, which
1 still don’t say it is g‘or I will not prewaricate
to you, sir), let that there boy keep his father’s
place, and take care of his mother ; don’t blow
upon that boy’s father—do not do it, sir—and
let that father Eo into the line of the reg’lar
diggin®, and make amends for what he would
have un-dug—if it wos so—by diggin’ of ’em in
with a will, and with conwictions respectin’ the
future keepin’ of ’em safe. That, Mr. Lorry,”
said Mr. Cruncher, wiping his forehead with his
arm, as an announcement that he had arrived at
the peroration of his discourse, *is wot I would
respectfully offer to you, sir. A man don’t see
all this here a goin’ on dreadful round him, in
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the way of Subjects without heads, dear me,
plentiful enough fur to bring the price down to
porterage and hardly that, without havin’ his
serious thoughts of things, And these here
would be mine, if it wos so, entreatin’ of you
fur to bear in mind that wot I said just now,
Tup and said in the good cause when I might
have kep’ it back.”

“That at least is iruc,” said Mr. Lorry.
*Say no morc now. It may be that I shall
yet stand your friend, if you deserve it, and
repent in action—not in words, I want nomore
words.”

Mr., Cruncher knuckled his forehead, as
Sydney Carton and the spy returned from the
dark room. “Adieu, Mr. Barsad!” said the
former; * our arrangement ihus made, 3~ u have
nothing to fear from me.”

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

“ Not much. TIf it should go ill with the
prisoner, I have ensured access o him, once.”

Mr. Lorry’s countenance fell.

“Tt is I could do,” said Carton. “To

ropose too much, would be to pyt this man’s

Eead under the axe, and, as he himself said,
nothing worse could happen to him if he were
denounced. It was obviously the weakness of
the position. There is no help for it.”

“But access to him,” said Mz, Lorry, “if it
ilimuld go ill before the tribunal, will not save

m.”

;[I nfver said it woumlig.” I ght the fir

r. Lorry’s eyes ually sou ihe fire;
his sympa?l.]yy wx’ih h%s darlh{ , and the heavy
disappointment of this second arrest, gradualyy

eaﬁcned them; he was an old man now, over-
borne with anxiety of late, and Lis tears fell.

“You are a good man and a true friend,”
said Carton, in an altered voice. *Forgive me
if 1 notice that you are affected. I could uot sec
my father weep, and sit by, eareless. AndI could
not respect your sorrow more, if you were my
father. You are free from that misfortnne, how-
ever.”

Though he snid the last words, with a slip into
his usual manner, there was a true fecling and
respeet both in his tone and in bhis touch, that
Mr. Lorry, who had never secn the better side
of him, was wholly unprepared for. He gave
him his hand, and ém'ton gently Pressed it.

“To return to poor Darnay,” said Carton.
“Don’t tell Her of this interview, or this ar-
rangement. It would not enable Her to go to
sezﬁleim. She might think it was contrived, in
case of the worst, to convey to him the means of
anticipating the sentence.”

Mr, Lorry had not thought of that, and he
looked quickly at Carton to see if it were in his
mind. It seemed to he; he returned the look,
and evidently understood it.

‘She might think a thousand things,” he
said, “and any of them would only add to her
trouble, Don’t speak of me to her. As I said
to you when I first came, I had better not see
her. I can put my hand out to do any little

helpful work for her that my hand can find to
do, without that. You are going to her, I hope?
Bhe must be very desolate to-night.”

“Y am going now, directly.”

“I am glad of that. She has such a strong
attachment to you and reliance on you. How
does she look ¥’

« ﬁxﬁi?us and unhappy, but very beautiful.”

It was a long, grieving sound, like a sigh—
almost like a sob, It attracted Mr. Lorry’s
eyes to Carton’s face, which was turned to the
fire. A light, or a shade (the old gentleman could
not have said which), passed from it as swiftly
as o change will sweep over & hill-side on a wild
bright day, and he lifted his foot to put back
one of the little laming logs, which was tumblin
forward, He wore the white riding-coat an
top-boots, then in vogue, and the light of the fire
touching their light surfaces made him look
very pale, with his long brown hair, all un-
trimmed, hanging loose about him. His in-
difference to fire was sufficiently remarkable to
elicit a word of remonstrance from Mr. Lorry;
his boot was still upon the Lot embers of the
flaming log, when it had broken under the
weight of lis foot.

“] forgot it,” he said.

Mr. Lorry’s eyes were again attracted o his
face. Taking note of the wasted air which
clouded the ‘naturally handsome features, and
having the expression of prisoners’ faces fresh
in his mind, he was strongly reminded of that
expression.

« And your duties here have drawn to an end,
sir P’ said Carton, turning to him,

“Yes. As I was telling gou last night when
Lucie came in so unexpectedly, I have at length
done all that X can do here. 1 hoped to have
left them in perfect safety, and then to have
quitted Paris, I bave my Leave to Pass, I
was ready to go.”

They were both silent,

*“Yoursis a long life to look back upon, sir P
snid Carton, wistfully.

“1 am inmy scventy-eighth year,”

“You have been uscful all your life ; steadil
and coustantly occupied; trusted, respected,
and looked up to #”

1 have been a man of business, ever since
I have been a man. Indeed, T may say that I
was a man of business when a boy.’

“Sec what a the you fill at seventy-eight.
How many people will miss you when you leave
it empty I

* A solitaryold bachelor,” answered Mr, Lorxy,
shaking his head. “ There is nobody to weep
for me.”

“How can you say that? Wouldn’t She
weep for you?  Wouldn’t her child

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

Tt is a thing to thank God for; is it not

“ Surely, surely.”

“If you could say, with truth, to your own
solitary heart, to-night, ‘I bave sccured to
myself the love and attachment, the gratitude
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or respeet, of no human creature ; I bave won
mysell a tender place in noregard; I have done
nothing good or serviceable to be remembered
by I’ your seventy-cight years would be seventy-
eight ieav_y curses; would they not #”

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

Sydney turned his eyes again upon the fire,
and, after a silence of a few moments, said :

1 should like to ask you: Does your child-
hood seem far off ? Do the days when you sat
at ygnr mother’s kuee, seem days of very long
ago )

Responding to his softened manner, Mr,

Lorry answered :
“Twenty years back, yes; ab this time of my
life, no. For, as I draw closer and closer to the

end, I travel in the circle, nearer and nearer to
the beginning. TIi seems to be one of the kind
smoothings and preparings of the way. Ay
heart is touched now, by many remembrances
that had long fallen asleep, of my pretty young
mother Sanﬁ so old !), and by many associations
of the days when what we call thc World was
not so real with me, and my faults were not eon-
firmed in me.”

<1 understand the feeling!” exclaimed Car-
ton, with a bright flush. “And you are the
better for it P>

“1 hope so0.”

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

“ Yes,” said Carton. “I am not old, but m
young way was never the way to age. Enough
of me.”

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

“ T'll walk with you to her gnte. You kuow
my vagabond and restless habils, If I should
prowl about tlre sircets a long time, don’t he
uneasy; I shall reappear in the morning, You
go to the Court to-morrow P

“ Yes, unhuppily.”

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

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

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

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

“ ‘300&y night, eitizen.”

“ How goes the Repullic #”

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

“ Do you often go to see him —-*

“ Bhave? Always. Every dauy. Whal a
barber! You have seen him at work P*

“ Never,”

“ @o and see him when he has u good batch.
Figure this to yourself, citizen; he shaved the
sixty-three to-day, in less than two ?ipes ! Less
than two pipes. Word of hionour !’

As the grinning little man held out the pipe
he was smoking, to explain how he timed the
executioner, Carton was so sensible of a risin
desire to strike the life out of him, that he tumeg
away.

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

“Yes,” said Carton, pausing again, and an-
swering over his shoulder,

“You speak like a Frenchman.”

“T am an old student here.”

“ Aha, a perfect Frenchman !
Englishman.”

“ Good night, citizen.”

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

Sydney had not gone far out of sight, when
he stopped in the middle of the street under a
glimmering lamp, and wrote with his pencil on a
serap of paper, Then, traversing with the de-
cided step of one who remembered the way well,
several dark and dirty streets—much dirtier
than usual, for the best public thorough-
fares remained uncleansed in those times of
terror—he stopped at a chemist’s shop, which
the owner was closing with his own hands, A
small, dim, erooked shop, kepl in a lortuous,
up-hill thoroughfare, by & small, dim, crooked
man,

Giving this citizen, 100, good night, as he con-
fronted %lim at his counter, he id the serap
of paper before him. “'Whew !” the chomist
wlnst,ch softly, as he vead it. “Hi! hil hi!”

Sydney Carton took no heed, and the ¢hemist
said :

« For you, citizen P

“ ¥or me.”

“You will be carcful to keep them separate,
citizen P You know the consequences of mixing
them P

« Perfeetly.”

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

It was not a reckless manner, the manner in
which he said these words aloud under the fast-
sailing clouds, nor was it more expressive of
negligence than defiance. It was the settled

Good night,
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manner of a tired man, who had wandered and
struggled and got lost, but who at length struck
iuto%xis road and saw its end.

Long ago, when he had been famous among
his earliest competitors as a youth of great pro-
mise, he had followed his father to the grave.
His mother had died, years before. These solemn
words, which had been read at his father’s grave,
arose in his mind as he went down the dark
streets, among the heavy shadows, with the moon
and the clouds sailing on high above him. “I
am the resurrection and the life, saith the Lord :
he that believeth in me, though he were dead,

et shall he live : and whosoever liveth and be-
ieveth in me, shall never die.”

In a city dominated by the axe, alone at night,
with natural sorrow rising in him for the sixty-
three who had been that day put to death, and
for to-morrow’s victims then awaiting their
doom in the prisons, and still of to-morrow’s
and to-morrow’s, the chain of association that
brought the words home, like a rusty old ship’s
anchor from the deep, might have been easily
found. He did not seck it, but repeated them
and went on.

With a solemn interest in the lighted win-
dows where the people were going to rest, for-
getful through a few calm hours of the horrors
surrounding them; in the towers of the
churches, where no grayers were said, for the
popular revulsion had even travelled that length
of self-destruction from years of priestly impos-
tors, plunderers, and profligates ; in the distant
buri ~F1aces, reserved, as they wrole upon the
gates, for Eternal Sleep ; in the abounding gaols ;
and in the streets along which the sixties rolled
to a death which had become so common and
material, that no sorrowful story of a haunting
Spirit ever arose among the people out of 4
the working of the Guillotine ; with a solemn
interest in the whole life aud death of the city
settling down to its short nightly pausc in fury;
Syduney Curton crossed the Scine again for t{le
lighter strcets.

Few coaches were abroad, for riders in
couches were linble to be suspeeted, and gen-
tility hid its head in red nightcaps, and put on
heavy shoes, and trudged. But, the theatres
were all well filled, and the people poured checr-
fully out as he passed, and went chatting home.
At one of the theatre doors, there was a httle
girl with a mother, looking for a way across the
strect through the mud. He carried the child
over, and before the timid arm was loosed from
his neck asked her for a kiss,

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

Now, that the streets were quict, and the
night wore on, the words were in the echoes of
his feet, and were in the air. Perfectly caln
and steady, he sometimes 1epeated them to him-
sclf as he walked; but, he heard them always.

The night wore out, and, as he stood upon the
bridge listening to the water as it splashed the
river-walls of the Island of Paris, where the

picturesque confusion of houses and cathedral
shone bright in the light of the moon, the day
came coldly, looking like a dead face out of the
sky. Then, the night, with the moon and the
stars, turned pale and died, and for a little while
it seemed as if Creation were delivered over to
Death’s dominion.

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

The strong tide, so swilt, so deep, and certain,
was like a congenial friend, in the morning still-
ness. He walked by the stream, far from the
houses, and in the light and warmth of the sun
fell asleep on the bank. When he awoke and was
afoot again, he lingered there yet a little longer,
watching an eddy that turned and turned pur-
poseless, until the siream absorbed it, aud earried
1t on to the sea.—* Like me !”

A trading-boat, with a sail of the softened
colour of a dead leaf, then glided into his view,
floated by him, and died away. As its silent
track in the water disappeared, the prayer that
hrad broken up out of his heart for a merciful
consideration of all his poor blindnesses and
errors, ended in the words, “I am the resurreo-
tion and the life.”

Mr. Lorry was already out when he got back,
and it was easy to surmise where the good old
man was gone. Sydney Carton drank nothing
but a little coffee, ate some bread, and, having
washed and changed to refresh himself, went out
to the place of trial.

The court was all astir and a-buzz, when the
black sheep—whom many fell away from in
dread —pressed him into an obscure corner among
the crowd. Mr. Lorry was there, and Doctor Ma-
nette wus there. She was there, sitting beside
her futher.

When her husband was brought in, she
turned a look wpon him, so sustaining, so encou-
raging, so full of admiring love and pitying ten-
derness, yet 8o courageous for his sake, that it
called the healthy blood into his face, brichtened
his glance, and animated his heart. If there
had been any eyes to notice the influence of her
look, on Sydney Carton, it would have been seen
to be the same influence exactly.

Before that unjust Tribunal, there was litile
or no order of procedure, ensuring to any aec.
cused person any reasonable hearing. There
could have been no such Revolution, if all laws,
forms, and ceremonies, had not first heen so
monstrously abused, that the suicidal vengeance
of the Revolution was to scatter them all to the
winds.

Every eye was turned to the jury. The same
determined patriots and good republicans as
yesterday and the day bel%re, and to-morrow
and the day after. Eager and prominent among
them, one man with a craving face, and his fin-
gers perpetually hovering about his lips, whose
appearance gave great satisfaction to the spec-
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tators. A life-thirsting, canunibal-looking, bloody-
minded juryman, the Jacques Three of Saint
Antoine. The whole jury, as a jury of dogs
em]gannelled to try the deer.

very eye then turned to the five judges and
the public prosecutor. No favourable leaning
in that quarter, to-day. A fell, uncompromising,
murderous husiness-meaning there. Every eyc
then sought some other eye in the crowd, and
gleamed at it approvingly; and heads nodded
at one another, l11u=.l'0re ending forward with a
strained attention,

Charles Evrémonde, called Darnay. Released
{(:sterday. Re-accused and re-taken yesterday.

ndictment delivered to him last night.
Suspected and Denounced enemy of the Re-
public, Aristocrat, one of a family of tyrants,
one of a race proseribed, for that they had
used their abolished privileges to the infamous
oppression of the people. Charles Evrémonde,
called Darnay, in ight of sueh proseription, ab-
solutely Dead in Lal,

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

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

“Openly, President.”

“By whom

“Three voices.
of Saint Antoine.”

“ Good,”

* Thérése Defarge, his wife.,”

“Good.”

“ Alexandre Manette, physician.”

A great uproar took place in the court, and in
the midst of 1t, Doctor Manette was seen, pale and
trembling, standing where he had been seated.

‘ President, I indignantly protest to you that
this is a forgery and a fraus. You know the
accused to gbe the husband of my daughter.
My daughter, and those dear to her, are far
dearcr to me than my life. Who and where
is the false conspirator who says that I denounce
the husband of my child #

“Citizen Manette, be tranquil. To fail in
submission {o the authority of the Tribunal
would beto put yourscelf out of Law. As to
what is dearer to you than life, nothing can be
s0 dear to & good citizen as the Republic.”

Loud acclamatious hailed this rebuke. ThePre-
sident rang his bell, and with warmth resumed,

“If the Republic should demand of you the
sacrifice of your child herself, you would have
no duty but to sacrifice er. Listen to what is
to follow. In the mean while, be silent !

Frantic acclamations were again raised. Doe-
tor Manctte sat down, with his eyes looking
around, and his lips trembling; his daughter
drew closer to him. The eraving man on the
jury rubbed his hands together, and restored
the usual hand to his moutE.

Defarge was produced, when the court was
quiet enough to admit of his being beard, and
rapidly expounded the story of the imprisonment,
and oty his baving been a mere boy in the Doctor’s
service, and of the release, and of the state of’
the prisoner when released and delivered to him.

Ernest Defarge, wine-vendor

This short examination iollowed, for the court
was quick with its work.

“You did good service at the taking of the
Bastille, citizen 7

I helieve s0.”

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

t was The Vengeance who, amidst the warm
commendations of the audience, thus assisted
the procecdings, The President rang his bell ;
but, The Vengeance, warming with encourage-
ment, shricked, “I defy that bell I’ wherein she
was likewise much commended.

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

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

“Tet it be read.”

In a dead silence and stillness—the prisoner
under trial looking lovingly at his wife, his wife
only looking from him to look with solicitude at
her father, Doctor Munetle kees)ing his eyes
fixed on the render, Mudame Defarge never
tuking lers from the prisoncr, Defarge never
taking his from his fensting wife, and «ll the
other eyes there intent upon the Doctor, who
saw none of them-—the paper was rcaé, a8
follows.

LIFE.

Lu g s a tree, and we and all mankind

Are but the tender germ or fruit thereon.

Some born to blossom, some to fade away,
Some to endure the end by furthest stay,

And so it haps, at first in waxen buds

Doth Infancy appear; then Childhood, rich

In promise of the great hereafter, smiles

Amid its rosy bloom ; and afterward

‘There cometh Boyhood, green in all device,

In whom as yet the stream of knowledge runs
Bat sour and undefined. Then followeth Man,
Assuming both the tone of rounder thought
And comeliness more sound. Hence anxious vear,
With mellow grace do dwell within the minds
Until the heavy-laden weight of age






