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knotted hands together with wild energy, and laid one of them
on the carriage-door — tenderly, caressingly, as if it had been a
human breast, and could be expected to feel the appealing touch.

« Monseigneur, hear me! Monseigneur, hear my petition! My
husband died of want ; so many die of want; so many more will
die of want.” .

« Again, well? Can I feed them ?”

“Monseigneur, the good God knows ; but I don’t ask it. My
petition is, that a morsel of stone or wood, with my husband’s
name, may be placed over him to show where he lies. Otfherwise,
the place will be quickly forgotten, it will never be found when I
am dead of the same malady, 1 shall be laid under some ofher
heap of poor grass. Monseigneur, they are so many, they increase
so fast, there is so much want. Monseigneur ! Monseignenr !”

The valet had put her away from the door, the carriage had
broken into a brisk frot, the postilions had quickened the pace
she was left far behind, and Monseigneur, again escorted by &he
Furies, was rapidly diminishing the league or two of distance thab
remained between him and his chiteau.

The sweet scents of the summer night rose all around him, and
rose, as the rain falls, impartially, on the dusty, ragged, and toil-
worn group at the fountain not far away ; to whom the mender of
roads, with the aid of the blue cap without which he was nothing,
still enlarged upon his man like a spectre, as long as they could
bear it. By degrees, as they could bear no more, they dropped off
one by one, and lights twinkled in little casements; which lights,
as the casements darkened, and more stars came out, seemed fo
have shot up into the sky instead of having been extinguished.

The shadow of a large highroofed house, and of many over-
hanging trees, was upon Monsieur the Marquis by that time ; and
the shadow was exchanged for the light of a flambeau, as his car=
riage stopped, and the great door of his chiteau was opened to him.

« Monsicur Charles, whom T expect ; is he arrived from England?”
< Monseigneur, not yet.”

CHAPTER TX.

THE GORGON'S HEAD.

I was a heavy mass of building, that chiteau of Monsieur the:
Marquis, with a large stone courtyard before it, and two stone
sweeps of staircase meeting in a stone terrace before the principal
door. A stony business altogether, with heavy stone balustrades,

RGNS =g -

P a———

ATV RS AR o

N S L

O e
N "o

o o lasnauire —

1 AR

A TALE OF TWO CITIES. 101

and stone urns, and stone flowers, and stone faces of men, and
stone heads of lLions, in all directions. As if the Gorgon’s head
had surveyed it, when it was finished, two centuries ago. .

Up the broad flight of shallow steps, Monsieur the Marquis,
flambeau preceded, went from his carriage, sufficiently disturbing
the darkness to elicit loud remonstrance from an owl in the roof
of the great pile of stable building away among the trees. All
else was so quiet, that the flambeau carried up the steps, and the
other flambeaun held at the great door, burnt as if they were In a
close room of state, instead of being in the open night-air.  Other
sonnd than the owl’s voice there was none, save the falling of a
fountain into its stone basin ; for, it was one of those dark nights
that hold their breath by the hour together, and then heave a long
low sigh, and hold their breath again.

The great door clanged behind him, and Monsieur the Marquis
crossed a hall grim with certain old boar-spears, swords, and knives
of the chase; grimmer with certain heavy riding-rods and riding-
whips, of which many a peasant, gone to his benefactor Death,
had felt the weight when his lord was angry.

Avoiding the larger rooms, which were dark and made fast for
the night, Monsieur the Marquis, with his flambeaun-bearer going
on before, went up the staircase to a door in a corridor. This
thrown open, admitted him to his own private apartment of three
rooms: his bed-chamber and two ethers. High vaulted rooms
with cool uncarpeted floors, great dogs upon the hearths for .the
burning of wood in winter fime, and all luxuries befitting the
state of a marquis in a luxurious age and country. The fashion
of the last Touis but one, of the line that was never to break—
the fourfeenth Louis— was conspicuous in their tich furniture;
but, it was diversified by many objects that were illustrations of
old pages in the history of France.

A supper-table was laid for two, in the third of the rooms; a
round room, in one of the chatean’s four extinguisher-topped
towers. A small lofty room, with its window wide open, and the
}Vooc?en jalousie-blinds closed, so that the dark night only showed
in slight horizontal lines of black, alternating with their bread lines
of stone colour.

i My nephew,” said the Marquis, glancing at the supper prepara-
tion ; “they said he was not arrived.”

E&'or was he; but, he had been expected with Monseignenr.

Ah! Tt is not probable he will arrive to-night ; nevertheless,
leave the table as it is. I shall be ready in a quarter of an hour.”

In a quarter of an hour Monseigneur was ready, and sat down
alone to his sumptuous and choice supper. His chair was opposite
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to the window, and he had taken his soup, and was raising his
glass of Bordeaux to his lips, when he put it down.

“What is that?” he calmly asked, looking with attention at
the horizontal lines of black and stone colour.

“Monseigneur ? That?”

« Qutside the blinds. Open the blinds.”

Tt was done.

(14 “TCH g »

« Monseigneur, it is nothing. The trees and the night are all
that are here.”

The servant who spoke, had thrown the blinds wide, had looked
out into the vacant darkness, and stood with that blank behind
him, looking round for instructions.

“(ood,” said the imperturbable master. “Close them again.”

That was done too, and the Marquis went on with his supper.
He was half way through it, when he again stopped with his glass
in his hand, hearing the sound of wheels. It came on briskly, and
came up to the front of the chétean.

 Ask who is arrived.” i

Tt was the nephew of Monseigneur. IHe had been some few
leagues behind Monscigneur, early in the afterncon. He had
diminished the distance rapidly, but not so rapidly as to come up
with Monseigneur on the road. He had heard of Monseigneur, at
the posting-houses, as being before him.

He was to be told (said Monseigneur) that supper awaited him
then and there, and that he was prayed to come. to it. In a little
while he came. He had been known in England as Charles
Darnay.

Monseigneur received him in a courtly manner, but they did not
shake hands.

“You left Paris yesterday, sir?” he said to Monseigneur, as he
took his seat at table.

“Yesterday. And you?”

“T come direct.”

“From London ?”
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«You have been a long time coming,” said the Marquis, with a
smile.

“Qn the contrary ; I come direct.”

« Pardon me! I mean, not a long time on the journey ; a long
time intending the journey.”

«T have been detained by” — the nephew stopped a ‘moment
in his answer — “ various business.”

«Without doubt,” said the polished uncle.
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So long as a servant was present, no other words passed between
them. When coffec had been served and they were alone to-
gether, the nephew, looking at the uncle and meeting the eyes of
the face that was like a fine mask, opened a conversation.

“T have come back, sir, as you anticipate, pursuing the object
that took me away. It carried me into great and unexpected
peril ; bub it is a sacred object, and if it had carried me to death
I hope it would have sustained me.”

“Not to death,” said the uncle; ““it is not necessary.
to death.” : T

‘T doubt, sir,” returned the nephew, *whether, if it had carried
nzl]e to the utmost brink of death, you would have cared to stop me
there.”

The deepened marks in the nose, and the lengthening of the fine
straight lines in the cruel face, looked ominous as to that; the
uncle made a graceful gesture of protest, which was so clearly a
slight form of good breeding that it was not reassuring.

“Tndeed, sir,” pursued the nephew, “for anything T know, you
may have expressly worked to give a more suspicious appearance
to the suspicious circumstances that surrounded me.”

“No, no, no,” said the uncle, pleasantly.

“But, however that may be,” resumed the nephew, glancing at
him with deep distrust, “I know that your diplomacy would satop
me by any means, and would know no seruple as to means.”

_ “My friend, I told you so,” said the uncle, with a fine pulsation
in the two marks. “Do me the favour to recall that I told you
80, long ago.”

“T recall it.”

“ Thank you,” said the Marquis — very sweetly indeed.

_ His tone lingered in the air, almost like the tone of a musical
mstrument.

“In effect, sir,” pursued the nephew, ““I believe it to be at once
your bad fortune, and my good fortune, that has kept me out of a
prison in France here.”

“I do not quite understand,” returned the uncle, sipping his
coffee.  ““Dare I ask you to explain?”

“T believe that if you were not in disgrace with the Court, and
had not been overshadowed by that cloud for years past, a letter
de cachet would have sent me to some fortress indefinitely.”

It is possible,” said the uncle, with great calmness. * For the
honour of the family, I could even resolve to incommode you to
that extent. Pray excuse me!”

“T perecive that, happily for me, the Reception of the day before
Yesterday was, as usual, a cold one,” observed the nephew.
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T would not say happily, my friend,” returned the uncle, with
refined politeness; “I would not be sure of that. A good oppor-
tunity for consideration, surrounded by the advantages of solitude,
might influence your destiny to far greater advantage than you in-
fluence it for yourself. Buf it is useless to discuss the question.
I am, as you say, at a disadvantage. These little instruments of
correction, these gentle aids to the power and honour of families,
these slight favonrs that might so incommode you, are only to be
obtained now by interest and importunity. They are sought by so
many, and they are granted (comparatively) to so few! It used
not to be so, but France in all such things is changed for the worse.
Qur .not remote ancestors held the right of life and death over the
surrounding vulgar. From this room, many such dogs have been
taken out to be hanged ; in the next room (my bedroom), one fel-
low, to our knowledge, was poniarded on the spot for profesing
some insolent delicacy respecting his daughter — hes daughter?
‘We bave lost many privileges ; a new philosophy has become the
mode ; and the assertion of our station, in these days, might (I do
not go so far as to say would, but might) cause us real inconven-
ience. All very bad, very bad!”

The Marquis fook a gentle little pinch of snuff, and shook his
head ; as elegantly despondent as he could becomingly be of a
country still containing himself, that great means of regeneration.

 We have so asserted our station, both in the old time and in
the modern time also,” said the nephew, gloomily, “that I believe
our name to be more detested than any name in France.”

*“Liet us hope s0,” said the uncle. “Detestation of the high is
the involuntary homage of the low.”

“There is not,” pursued the nephew, in his former tone, ““a face
I can look at, in all this country round about us, which looks at me
with any deference on if but the dark deference of fear and slavery.”

€A compliment,” said the Marquis, “to the grandeur of the
family, merited * by the manner in which the family has sustained
its grandeur. Hah!” And he took another gentle little pinch
of snuff, and lightly erossed his legs.

But, when his nephew, leaning an elbow on the table, covered
his eyes thoughtfully and dejectedly with his hand, the fine mask
Iooked at him sideways with a stronger concentration of keenness,
closeness, and dislike, than was comportable with its wearer’s
assumption of indifference.

¢ Repression is the only lasting philosophy. The dark deference
of fear and slavery, my friend,” observed the Marquis, “will keep
the dogs obedient to the whip, as long as this roof,” looking up to
it, ““shuts out the sky.”
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That might not be so long as the Marquis supposed. If a pict-
ure of the chiteau as it was to be a very few years hence, and of
fifty like it as they too were to be a very few years hence, could
have been shown to him that night, he might have been af a loss
to claim his own from the ghastly, fire-charred, plunder-wrecked
rmins,  As for the roof he vaunted, he might have found ¢hat shut-
ting ont the sky in a new way — to wit, for ever, from the eyes of
the bodies into which its lead was fired, out of the barrels of a
hundred thousand muskets.

« Meanwhile,” said the Marquis, “I will preserve the honour
and tepose of the family, if you will not. But you must be
fatigned. Shall we terminate our conference for the night?”

“ A moment more.”

¢ An hour, if you please.”

€ Sir,” said the nephew, we have done wrong, and are reaping
the fruits of wrong.”

“ We have done wrong?” repeated the Marquis, with an m-
quiring smile, and delicately pointing, first to his nephew, then
to himself.

% Qur family ; our honourable family, whose honouris of so much
account to both of us, in such different ways. Hven in my father’s
time, we did a world of wrong, injuring every human creature .
who came between us and our pleasure, whatever it was. Why
need I speak of my father’s time, when it is equally yours? Can
I separate my father’s twin-brother, joint inheritor, and nexf
snccessor, from himself 27

“Death has done that ! ” said the Marquis.

“And has lef6 me,” answered the nephew, “ bound to a system
that is frightful to me, responsible for it, but powerless in i ; seek-
ing to execute the last request of my dear mother’s lips, and obey
the last Iook of my dear mother’s eyes, which implored me to have
mercy and to redress; and tortured by seeking assistance and
power in vain.”

Seeking them from me, my nephew,” said the Marquis, touch-
ing him on the breast with his forefinger — they were now standing
by the hearth — “ you will for ever seek them in vain, be assured.”

Every fine straight line in the clear whiteness of his face, was
cruelly, craftily, and closely compressed, while he stood looking
quietly at his nephew, with his snuff-box in his hand. Once again
ke fouched him on the breast, as though his finger were the fine
point of a small sword, with which, in delicate finesse, he ran him
throngh the body, and said,

“My friend, I will die, perpetuating the system under which
I have lived.”

]
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‘When he had said i, he took a culminating pinch of snuff, and

put his box in his pocket.

< Better to be a rational creature,” he added then, after ringing
a small bell on the table, “and accept your natural destiny. But
you are lost,”Monsieur Charles, I see.”

““This property and France are lost fo me,” said the nephew,
sadly ; “T renounce them.”

¢ Are they both yours to renounce? France may be, but is the
property? It is scarcely worth mentioning ; but, is it yet ?”

T had no intention, in the words I used, to claim it yet. If
it passed to me from you, to-morrow 2

¥ Which I have the vanity to hope is not probable.”

“— or twenty years hence 2

“You do me too much honour,” said the Marquis; “still, I
prefer that supposition.”

¢ T would abandon it, and live otherwise and elsewhere. Itis
liftle torelinquish. What is it but a wilderness of misery and rnin !”

“Hah!” said the Marquis, glancing round the luzurious room.

“To the eye it is fair enough, here ; but seen in its integrity,
under the sky, and by the daylight, it is a crambling tower of
waste, mismanagement, extortion, debt, mortgage, oppression, hun-
ger, nakedness, and suffering.” ;

f“Hah!” said the Marquis again, in a well-satisfied manner.

“If it ever becomes mine, it shall be put into some hands better
qualified to free it slowly (if such a thing is possible) from the
weight that drags it down, so that the miserable people who cannof
leave it and who have been long wrung to the last point of endur-
ance, may, in another generation, suffer less; but it is not for me.
There is a curse on it, and on all this land.”

“And you?” said the uncle. ‘Forgive my curiosity ; do you,
under your new philosophy, graciously intend to live?”

“T must do, to live, what others of my countrymen, even with
nobility at their backs, may have to do some day — work.”

“In England, for example 2”

“Yes. The family honour, sir, is safs from me in this country.
The family name can suffer from me in no other, for T bear it in
no other.”

The ringing of the bell had caused the adjoining bedchamber to
be lighted. Tt now shone brightly, through the door of communi-
cation. The Marquis looked that way, and listened for the retreat-
ing step of his valet.

‘ England is very attractive to you, seeing how indifferently you

have prospered there,” he observed then, turning his calm face to
his nephew with a smile.
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«T have already said, that for my prospering t!lere, I am senfible
I may be indebted to you, sir. For the rest, ib is my. Refuge.

«They say, those hoastful English, that it is the Refuge of m::a,ngy,.7
You know a compatriot who has found a Refuge there? A Doctor!

“Yes.”

«With a daughter?”

Ve : i

“Yes,” said the Marquis. “You are fatigued. Good night!

As he bent his head in his most courtly manner, there was a
secrecy in his smiling face, and he conveyed zm.air of my§te1:y fo
those words, which struck the eyes and ears of his nephew forcibly.
At the same time, the thin straight lines of the.settmg of the eyes,
and the thin straight lips, and the markings in the nose, curved
with a sarcasm that looked handsomely diabolic.

“Yes” repeated the Marquis. A Doctor with a daughter.
Yes. So commences the new philosophy ! You are fatigued. Good
night ! ”

glt would have been of as much avail to interrogate any stone
face ontside the chiteau as to interrogate that face of his. The
nephew looked at him, in vain, in passing on to the door.

“(Glood night !” said the uncle. “I look to the pleasure of
secing you again in the morning. Good repose ! Light 1![0n51eur
my nephew to his chamber there!— And burn Monsieur my
nephew in his bed, if you will,” he added to hlmself-, before he
rang his little bell again, and summoned his valet to his own bed-
TOOI.

The valet come and gone, Monsieur the Marquis walked to and
fro in his loose chamber-robe, to prepare himself gently fm{ sleep,
that hot still night. Rustling about the Toom, his suft]yvs!lppered
feet making no noise on the floor, he moved like a reﬁned tiger : —
looked like some enchanted marquis of the impenitently vn:cked
sort, in story, whose periodical change into tiger form was either
just going off, or just coming on. 5

He moved from end to end of his voluptuous ‘Uedroor_n, 100]§mg
again at the scraps of the day’s journey that came uqbidden into
his mind ; the slow toil up the hill at sunset, the setting sun, the
descent, the mill, the prison on the crag, the little village in t_he
hollow, the peasants at the fountain, and the mender o_f roads with
his blue cap pointing out the chain under the carriage. That
fountain suggested the Paris fountain, the little bundle ly}ng on
the step, the women bending over it, and the tall man with his
arms up, crying, ““Dead !”

“T am cool now,” said Monsieur the Marquis, “and may go to
bed.”
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So, leaving only one light burning on the large hearth, he let
his thin gauze curtains fall around him, and heard the night
break its silence with a long sigh as he composed himself to
sleep.

The stone faces on the outer walls stared blindly at the black
night; for three heavy hours ; for three heavy hours, the horses in
the stables rattled at their racks, the dogs barked, and the owl
made a noise with very little resemblance in it to the noise con-
ventionally assigned to the owl by men-poets. But it is the obsti-
nate custom of such creatures hardly ever to say what is set down
for them.

For three heavy hours, the stone faces of the chiteau, lion and
human, stared blindly at the night. Dead darkness lay on all the
landscape, dead darkness added its own hush to the hushing dust
on all the roads. The burial-place had got to the pass that its
little heaps of poor grass were undistingnishable from one another 5
the figure on the Cross might have come down, for anything that
could be seen of it. In the village, taxers and taxed were fast
asleep. Dreaming, perhaps, of banquets, as. the starved usually
do, and of ease and rest, as the driven slave and the yoked ox
may, its lean inhabitants slept soundly, and were fed and freed.

The fountain in the village flowed unseen and unheard, and the
fountain at the chateau dropped unseen and unheard — hoth melt.

ing away, like the minutes that were falling from the spring of
Time — through three dark hours. Then, the grey water of both
began to be ghostly in the light, and the eyes of the stone faces of
the chiteau were opened.

Lighter and lighter, until at last the sun touched the tops of the

still trees, and poured its radiance over the hill. In the glow,
the water of the chiteau fountain seemed to turn to blood, and the
stone faces crimsoned. The carel of the birds was loud and high,
and, on the weather-beaten sill of the great window of the hed-
chamber of Monsieur the Marquis, one little bird sang its sweetest
song with all its might. At this, the nearest stone face seemed to
stare amazed, and, with open mouth and dropped under-jaw, looked
awe-stricken. .

Now, the sun was full up, and movement began in the village,
Casement windows opened, crazy doors were unbarred, and people
came forth shivering — chilled, as yet, by the new sweet air. Then
began the rarely lightened toil of the day among the village popula-
tion. Some, to the fountain ; some, to the fields ; men and women
here, o dig and delve ; men and women there, to see to the poor
live stock, and lead the bony cows out, to such pasture as could be
found by the roadside. In the church and at the Cross, a kneeling
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fi or two ; attendant on the la,tt‘er prayers, the led cow, trying
fog;u;e breakfast among the weeds at ifs foof. b ol
The chateau awoke later, as became its quality, bu .a,w‘ :
aally and surely. First, the lonely boar-spears and knives o
the chass; had been reddened as of old ; then, ‘na&l g]lef&med E::Ir:;
i ine ; 7 WS
in the morning sunshine; now, doors and Wwindoy
:Ean;nmopf;n horses in their stables looked round over their shoul-
d r? at the ,Iight and freshness pouring in at doorways, leavez
s;;kled and rustled at iron-grated winduws& dogs pulled hard a
i ins. and reared impatient to be loosed. 4
thcgﬂcil}?legi’ trivial incidents belonged to the routifnehof life, ta%gutlég
i ot so the ringing of the grea
return of morning. Surely, not so gre 2
i ; the stairs ; nor the
Ateau, nor the running up and down S
ffrrnc;:i ﬁeav:lnes on the terracz ; nor the booting and tmmpu‘zg herfi
and the-reba.nd everywhere, nor the quick saddling of horses an
iding away ? ; :
ndl\t\lfgl’;a.t wiy;st conveyed this hurry to the gnz;led mender of rt(}lad?,
already at work on the hill-top beyond the village, with his day ]2
dinner (not much to carry) lying in 2 T:)un(lie that it was f;_ort
no crow’s while to peck at, on a heap of stones? Had 1;]:te1 E irds,
carrying some grains of it to a distance, dropped one over him as
they so?v chance seeds? Whether or no, the mcndelzr of roadf_; ran,
on the sultry morning, as if for his life, down the hill, knee-high in
and never stopped till he got to the fo}mt-au‘l. i
dusj’ll?ll:e people ofptlhe village were at the fonntain, standmg' about
in their depressed manmer, and whispering lo_w, but showing no
other emotions than grim curiosity and surprise. The led cows,

* hastily brought in and tethered to anything that would hold them,

were looking stupidly on, or lying down _chewing the cud EF imthn?g
particularly repaying their trouble, which they had pl(:?m up 12
their interrupted saunter. Some of the people of t,h'c chatean, En
some of those of the posting-house, and all the taxing &U:thﬂl‘"l n;s,
were armed more or less, and were crowded on ﬂ.]e other side of 15-1;1:
little street in a purposeless way, that was highly fraug-ht w;ii;l
nothing. Already, the mender of roads had penetrateq lmtohl e
midst of a group of fifty particular friends, and was smiting him-
self in the breast with his blue cap. What did all this port]gsl]?,
and what portended the swift hoisting-up of Monsieur Gabel 3
behind a servant on horseback, and the conveying away of the sai
Gabelle (doubleladen though the horse was), at a gallop, like a
new version of the German ballad of Leonorat s

Tt portended that there was one stone face too many, up at the
chitean. ‘ :

The Glorgon had surveyed the building again in the night, and




