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“My husband, it isso. T fear he is not to be reclaimed ; there
is scarcely a hope that anything in his character or fortuncs is
reparable now. Buf, 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, clinging nearer to him,
laying her head upon his breast, and raising her eyes to his, “re-
member 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 remember it as long as I live.”

He bent over the golden head, and pnt 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 eried to
the night — and the words would not have parted from his lips for
the first time —

“God bless her for her sweet compassion 1”

CHAPTER XXI.
ECHOING FOOTSTEPS.

A WONDERFUL corner for echoes, it has been remarked, that cor-
ner 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 echo-
ing 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 off, 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. Among the
echoes then, there would arise the sound of footsteps at her own
early grave ; and thoughts of the husband who would be left so des-
olate, and who would mourn for her so much, swelled to her eyes,
and broke like waves.
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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 mother at the cradle side could always
hear those coming. Théy came, and the shady house was sunny
with a child’s laugh, and the Divine friend of children, to whom

“in her trouble she had confided hers, seemed to take her child in

his arms, as He took the child of old, and made it a sacred joy fo her.

Ever busily winding the golden thread that bound them all to-
gether, weaving the service of her happy influence through the
tissue of all their lives, and making it predominate nowhere, Liucie
heard in the echoes of years none but friendly and soothing sounds.
Her husband’s step was strong and prosperous among them ; her
father’s firm and equal. Lo, Miss Pross, in harness of string, awak-
ening 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 papa and mamma, I am very
sorty to leave you both, and to leave my pretty sister; but I am
called, and I must go!” those were not tears all of agony thab
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 fhem
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
sea asleep upon a sandy shore — as the little Lucie, comically studi-
ous at the task of the morning, or dressing a doll at her mother’s
footstool, chattered in the tongues of the Two Cities that were
blended in her life.

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

No man ever really loved a woman, lost her, and knew her with
a blameless though an unchanged mind, when she was a wife and a
mother, but her children had a strange sympathy with him —an
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instinetive delicacy of pity for him. What finc hidden sensibilitics
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 Car
ton! Kiss him for me!”

Mr. Stryver shouldered his way through the Taw, like some great
engine forcing itself throngh turbid water, and dragoed his “uscfal
friend in his wake, like a boat towed astern. As the hoat so
favoured is usually in a rough plight, and mostly under water, S0,
Sydney had a swamped life of it. But, easy and strong custom,
unhappily so much easier and stronger in him than any stimulating
sense of desert or disgrace, made it the life he was to lead ; and
he no more thought of emerging from his state of lion’s Jjackal,
than any real jackal may be supposed to think of rising to be a
lion. Stryver was rich ; had married 2 florid widow with property
and three boys, who had nothing particularly shining about them
buf 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 bread-and-cheese towards your matrimonial pic-
nic, Darnay !” The polite rejection of the three Tumps of bread-
and-cheese had quite bloated Mr. Stryver with indignation, which
he afterwards turned to account in the training of the young gentle-
men, 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 canght.” Some
of his King’s Bench familiars, who were occasionally parties to the
full-bodied wine and the lie, excused him for the latter by saying
that he had told it so often, that he helieved it himself — which
is surely such an incorrigible 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 pen-
sive, sometimes amused and laughing, listened in the echoing corner,
until her little daughter was six years old. How near to her heart
the echoes of her child’s tread came, and those of her own dear
father’s, always active and self-possessed, and those of her dear hus-
band’s, need not be told. Nor, how the lichtest echo of their united
home, directed by herself with such a wise and elezant thrift that it
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abundant than any waste, was music to her. Nor, _how
:l;ae/:':‘ v::;e echoes all about her, sweet in her ears, of the many times
her father had told her that he found her more devoted to h]]JIu :Llar-
ried (if that could be) than single, and of the many times gé ]\lls-
band had said to her that no cares and duties %geIIT}ecl to divide her
Jove for him or her help to him, and asked her « What is the magicf
secret, my darling, of your being everyt}nmg to all of 'u§, as L
there were only one ()@t‘”us, yet never seeming to be hurried, or
uch to do!
haﬁufoﬂim were other echoes, from a distance, !:hat nzml(;;lef:}}
menacingly in the corner all thrs_)ugh this space of time. An t10
was now, abont little Lucie’s sixth blrt!]{]az, that they hggandﬁﬂ
have an awful sound, as of a great storm in France with a drea
S -
seaor;szlnz.ight in mid-July, one thousand seven hundred and elghty-
nine, Mr. Lorry came in late, from Tellson’s, and sab hl]ll'S(ﬂf %Wﬂ
by Lucie and her husband in the dark .\ﬂndow. It \\assa 'det,
wild night, and they were all three reminded of the old Sunday
night when they had looked at the lightning from the same
Plaﬁl’; began to think,” said Mr. Lorry, Eush'mg his bro:-m W‘lrg
hack, “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 une?smoess
in Paris, that we have actnally a run of confidence upon us: Our
eustomers over there, seem not to be able to confide their propert;;
to us fast enongh. There is posifively a mania among Some o
them for sending it to Engiang.})
< That has a bad look,” said Darnay. :
“'_I;l bad look, you say, my dear Darnay? Yes, but we dont1
know what reason there is in it. People arc so unreasons:.ble.
Some of us at Tellson’s are getting old, and we refullyn can’t be
troubled out of the ordinary course without due occasion. :
“«Still,” said Darnay, “you know how gloomy and threatening
e sky is.” :
thb“ I {uow that, to be sure,” assented Mr. Lorry, trying to persuade
himself that his sweet temper was soured, and that he) grumbled,
“hut T am determined to be peevish after my long day’s bothera-
tion. - Where is Manette?” : 5
“ Here he is,” said the Doctor, entering the dark room at the
oment. :
" T am quite glad you are at home ; for these hurries and f(;;g—
bodings by which T have been surrounded a]il day long, have? made
me nervons without reason. You are not going out, I hope?
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“No; Iam going to play backgammon with you, if you like,”
said the Doctor.

“I don’t think I do like, if T may speak my mind. I am not
fi6 to be pitted against you to-night. TIs the teaboard still there,
Lucie? T can’t see.”

““Of course, it has been kept for you.”

“Thank ye, my dear. The precious child is safe in bed 2

“ And sleeping soundly.”

“That’s right ; all safe and well! T 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 T am not as young as I was!
My tea, my dear! Thank ye. N ow, 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 numerous and very loud, though, are they not?
Only hear them !”

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

Saint Antoine had been, that morning, a vast dusky mass of
scarecrows heaving to and fro, with frequent gleams of licht 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 strugeled in the air like shrivelled
branches of trees in a winter wind : all the fingers convulsively
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 & time, over the heads of the crowd, like a kind of lightning,
no eye in the throng could have told ; but, muskets were being
distributed — so were cartridges, powder, and ball, bars of iron
and wood, knives, axes, pikes, every weapon that distracted ingenn-
ity could discover or devise. People who conld 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 creat-
ure there held life as of no account, and was demented with a pas-
sionate readiness to sacrifice it. .

As a whirlpool of boiling waters has a centre point, so, all this
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ing circled round Defarge’s wine-shop, and every human drop
in the caldron had a tendency to be sucked_towa,rds 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

in the thickest of the uproar.

St‘,1-“3“?%@,&11 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
W]{??Eh, wWell! Here you see me!” said madame, composed as
ever, but not knitting to-day. Madame’s resolute‘nght hand was
oceupied with an axe, in place of the usual softer implements, and
in her girdle were a pistol and a cruel knife.

“Where do you go, my wife?”

“1 go,” said madame, ““with you at present. You shall see me
at the head of women, by-and-bye.” ; :

“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 liviug’sea Tose, 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 drawhridge, massive stone walls, eight great
towers, cannon, muskets, fire and smoke. Through the fire and
through the smoke —in the firc and in the smoke, for the sea cast
him up against a cannon, and on the instant he became a cannonier
— Defarge of the wineshop worked like a manful soldier, Two
fierce hours. ;

Deep ditch, single drawbridge, massive stone walls, ‘e1ght. great
towers, cannon, muskets, fire and smoke. One drawbridge down!
“Work, comrades all, work! Work, Jacques One, Jacque}s Two,
Jacques One Thousand, Jacques Two Thousand, Jacques Fwe_-and-
Twenty Thousand ; in the name of all the Angels or the Devils =
which you prefer— work !” Thus Defarge of the wine-shop, still
ab 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 revenge. ;

Cannon, muskets, fire and smoke ; but, still the deep ‘dltcb, the
single drawbridge, the massive stone walls, and the eight great
towers.  Slight displacements of the raging sea, made by the fall-
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ing wonnded.  Flashing weapons, blazing torches, smoking waggon-
loads of wet straw, hard work at neighbouring barricades in all
directions, shrieks, volleys, execrations, bravery without stint, boom
smash and rattle, and the furious sonnding 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
fieree hours.

A white flag from within the fortress, and a parley — this dimly
perceptible through the raging storm, nothing audible 4o it —sud-
denly the sea rose immeasurably wider and higher, and swepk
Defarge of the wine-shop over the lowered drawbridge, past the
massive stone outer walls, in among the eight great towers sur
rendered ! ‘

So resistless was the force of the ocean bearing him on, thag
even to draw his breath or turn his head was as impracticable as if

he had been struggling in the surf at the South Sea, until he was

landed in the outer courtyard 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; Madame Defarge, still heading some
of her women, was visible in the inner distance, and her knife
was in her hand. Everywhere 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 incoherences, ““ The Prison
ers!” was the cry most taken up by the sea that rushed in, asif

there were an eternity of people, as well as of time and space. When
the foremost billows rolled past, bearing the prison officers with them,
and threatening them all with instant death if any secret nook re-
mained 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 be-
tween himself and the wall.

¢ Show me the North Tower!” said Defarge. “ Quick !”

“T will faithfully,” replied the man, “if you will come with me.
But there is no one there.”

*“What is the meaning of One Hundred and Five, North Tower?"
asked Defarce. “Quick!” E

 The meaning, monsieur 7”
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“T)oes it mean a captive, or a place of captivity? Or do you
mean that [ shall strike you dead ?”

“RKill 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 eraving 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 turn-
key’s. Their three heads had been close together during this brief
discourse, and it had been as much as they could do to hear one
another, even then: so tremendous was the noise of fhe living
ocean, in its irruption into the Fortress, and its inundation of the
courts and passages and staircases. All around outside, too, it beat
the walls with a deep, hoarse roar, from which, occasionally, some
partial shouts of tumult broke and leaped into the air like spray.

Through gloomy vaults where the light of day had never shone,
past hideous doors of dark dens and cages, down cavernous flights
of steps, and again up steep rugged 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 ; but when they had done descend-
ing, and were winding 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 andible 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,
swing 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 if, so that the sky could be only
seen by stooping low and looking up. There was a small chimney,
heavily barred across, a few fect within. There was a heap of old
feathery wood-ashes on the hearth. There was a stool, and table,
and a straw bed. There were the four blackened walls, and a
rusted iron ring in one of them.

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

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

Stop ! — Look here, Jaeques !”
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“A. M. !” croaked Jacques Three, as he read greedily.
“Alexandre Manette,” said Defarge in his ear, following  the

letters with his swart forefinger, deeply engrained with gunpowder,

“And here he wrote ‘a poor physician.’ And it was he, without
doubt, who scratched a calendar on this stome. What is that in
your hand? A crowbar? Give it me!”

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

“Hold the light higher!” he said, wrathfully, to the turnkey.
“Look among those fragments with care, Jacques. And sepl
Here is my knife,” throwing it to him ; “rip open that bed, and
search the straw. Hold the light higher, 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 acrossit. In a fow
minutes, some mortar and dust came dropping down, which ha
averted his face to avoid ; and in it, and in the old wood-ashes,
and in a crevice in the chimney into which his weapon had slipped
or wrought itself, he groped with a eautious touch.

“ Nothing in the wood, and nothing ini the straw, Jacques?”

“ Nothing.”

“Let us collect them together, in the middle of the cell. Sol
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 lefs i
burning, and retraced their way to the courtyard ; seeming fo
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 fore-
most 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 de Ville for judgment. Otherwise, the goy-
ernor would escape, and the people’s blood (suddenly of some value,
after many years of worthlessness) be unavenged.

In the howling universe of passion and contention that seemed
to encompass this grim old officer conspicuous in his grey coat and
red decoration, there was but one quite steady figure, and that was
a woman’s. ““See, there is my husband !” she cried, pointing him
out. “See Defarge!” She stood immovable close to the grim old
officer, and remained immovable close to him ; remained 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
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inati n to be struck at from behind ; remained im-
if:l;ﬁgoﬁbs?iobeﬁ?ﬁ when the long gathering rain of stabs and
blows fell heavy ; was 80 close to him when he droppec.l dead unde;
it that, suddenly animated, she put her foot upon his neck, an
with her cruel knife —long ready — hewed off his head.

The hour was come, when Saint Antoine was fo execute his hor-
rible 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 dow1,1 —down on the steps
of the Hotel de Ville where the governors body lay — down on
the sole of the shoe of Madame Defarge where she had trodden ?1’1,
the body to steady it for mutilation.  Lower the lamp yonder ! :
cried Saint Antoine, after glaring round for a new means of death ;
“here is one of his soldielils to be Ielid on guard !” The swinging

i sted, and the sea rushed on, ;
mnéﬁls;aifpglad; and threatening waters, and of destructive up-
heaving of wave against wave, whose depths were yet unfathomed
and wl?ose forces were yet unknown. The remorseless sea of tu.rA
bulently swaying shapes, voices of vengeance, and faces hardened in
the farnaces of suffering until the touch of pity could make no

1.

ma]glfl;:nl: ht.ehe ocean of faces where every fierce and furious expres-
gion was in vivid life, there were two groups of faces — each seven
in number —so fixedly contrasting with the rest, that never did
sea roll which bore more memorable wrecks with it. Seven faces
of prisoners, suddenly released by the storm that had burst their
tomb, were carried high overhead : all scared, all lost, all wonder-
ing and amazed, as if the Last Day were come, and those who re-
joiced around them were lost spirifs. Other seven faces there
were, earried higher, seven dead faces, whose d'roopmg eyelids and
halfseen eyes awaited the Last Day. Impasswe 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 thﬁ
eyes, and bear witness with the bloodless lips, “ THoU DIDST IT !

Seven prisoners released, seven gory heads on pikes, thq 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 :'echou.]g 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 !
For, 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 are not easily purified when once stained red.
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CHAPTER XXITI.
THE SEA STILL RISES.

Hacearp Saint Antoine had had only one exultant week, in
which to soften his modicum of hard and bitter bread to such
extent as he could, with the relish of fraternal embraces and eon-
gratulations, when Madame Defarge sat at her counter, as usual,
presiding over the customers. Madame Defarge wore no rose in
her head, for the great brotherhood of Spies had become, even in
one short week, extremely chary of trusting themselves to the
saint’s mercies. The lamps across his streets had a portentously
elastic swing with them.

Madame Defarge, with her arms folded, sat in the morning light
and heat, contemplating the wineshop and the street. In both,
there were several knots of loungers, squalid and miserable, but
now with a manifest sense of power enthroned on their distress.
The raggedest nighteap, awry on the wretchedest head, had this
crooked significance in it : “I know how hard it has grown for
me, the wearer of this, to support life in myself; but do you know
how easy it has grown for me, the wearer of this, to destroy life
in you?” Every lean bare arm, that had been without work
before, had this work always ready for it now, that it could strike.
The fingers of the knitting women were vicious, with the experience
that they could tear. There was a change in the appearance of
Saint Antoine ; the image had been hammering into this for hun-
dreds of years, and the last finishing blows had told mightily on
the expression.

Madame Defarge sat observing it, with such suppressed approval
as was to be desired in the leader of the Saint Antoine women.
One of her sisterhood knitted beside her. The short, rather plump
wife of a starved grocer, and the mother of two children withal,
this lientenant had already earned the complimentary name of
The Vengeance.

¢ Hark ! ”said The Vengeance. * Listen, then! Who comes?”

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

Tt is Defarge,” said madame. * Silence, patriots!”

Defarge came in breathless, pulled off a red cap he wore, and
looked aronnd him! * Listen, everywhere!” said madame again.
“Tisten to him !” Defarge stood, panting, against a background
of cager eyes and open mouths, formed outside the door; all those
within the wine-shop had sprung to their feet.
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¢Say then, my husband. What is it?”

“ News from the other world ! ”

“ How, then?” cried madame, contemptuously. “The other
world 2

¢ Does everybody here recall old Foulon, who told the famished

_people that they might eat grass, and who died, and'went to Hell 7

 Everybody ! 7 from all throats.

The news is of him. He is among us!”

€ Among us ! ”? from the universal throat again. “And dead?”

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

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

A moment of profound silence followed. Defarge and his wife
looked steadfastly at one another. The Vengeance stooped, and
the jar of a drum was heard as she moved it at her feet behind
the counter. =

“Patriots ! ” said Defarge, in a determined voice, “are we
ready 17

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

The men were terrible, in the bloody-minded anger with which
they looked from windows, caught up what arms they had, and
eame pouring down into the streets ; but, the women were a sight
to chill the boldest. From such household occupations as their
bare poverty yielded, from their children, from their aged and
their sick crouching on the bare ground famished and naked, they
ran out with streaming hair, urging one another, and themselves,
to madness with the wildest criés and actions. Villain Foulon
taken, my sister! Old Foulon taken, my mother! Misereant
Foulon taken, my daughter! Then, a score of others ran into the
midst of these, beating their breasts, tearing their hair, and scream-
ing, Foulon alive! Foulon who told the starving people they might
eat grass! Foulon who told my old father that he might eat grass,
when I had no bread fo give him! Foulon who told my baby it
might suck grass, when these breasts were dry with want! O
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mother of God, this Foulon! O Heaven, our suffering! Hear

me, my dead baby and my withered father: I swear on my knees,
on these stones, to avenge you on Foulon! Husbands, and brothers,
and young men, Give us the blood of Fonlon, Give us the head of
Foulon, Give us the heart of Foulon, Give us the body and soul
of Foulon, Rend Foulon to pieces, and dig him into the ground,
that grass may grow from him! With these eries, numbers of
the women, lashed into blind frenzy, whirled about, striking and
tearing at their own friends until they dropped into a passionate
swoon, and were only saved by the men belonging to them from
being trampled under foot.

Nevertheless, not a moment was lost; not a moment! This
Foulon was at the Hotel de Ville, and might be loosed. Never,
if Saint Antoine knew his own sufferings, insults, and wrongs!
Armed men and women flocked out of the Quarter so fast, and
drew even these last dregs after them with such a force of suction,
that within a quarter of an hour there was not a human creature in
Saint Antoine’s bosom but a few old crones and the wailing children.

No. They were all by that-time choking the Hall of Examina-
tion where this old man; ugly and wicked, was, and overflowing
into the adjacent open space and streets. The Defarges, husband

and wife, The Vengeance, and Jacques Three, were in the first

press, and at no great distance from him in the Hall.

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

The people immediately behind Madame Defarge, explaining the
cause of her satisfaction to those behind them, and those again
explaining to others, and those to others, the neighbouring streets
resounded with the clapping of hands. Similarly, during two or
three hours of drawl, and the winnowing of many bushels of words,
Madame Defarge’s frequent expressions of impatience were taken
up, with marvellous quickness, at a distance: the more readily,
because certain men who had by some wonderful exercise of agility
climbed up the external architecture to look in from the windows,
knew Madame Defarge well, and acted as a telegraph between her
and the crowd outside the building. _ :

At length the sun rose so high that it struck a kindly ray as of
hope or protection, directly down upon the old prisoner’s head.
The favour was too much to bear ; in an instant the barrier of
dust and chaff that had stood surprisingly long, went to the winds,
and Saint Antoine had got him !

%
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It was known directly, to the furthest confines of the crowd.
Defarge had but sprung over a railing and a table, and folded the
miserable wretch in a deadly embrace — Madame Defarge had but
followed and turned her hand in one of the ropes with which he
was fied — The Vengeance and Jacques Three were nof yet up with
them, and the men at the windows had not yet swooped into the
Hall, like birds of prey from their high perches — when the ery
seemed to go up, all over the city, “Bring him out! Bring him
to the lamp ! ”

Down, and up, and head foremost on the steps of the building ;
now, on his knees; now, on his feet ; now, on his back ; dragged,
and struck at, and stifled by the bunches of grass and straw that
were thrust into his face by hundreds of hands; torn, bruised,
panting, bleeding, yet always entreating and beseeching for merey ;
now full of vehement agony of action, with a small clear space
about him as the people drew one another back that they might
see ; now, a log of dead wood drawn through a forest of legs ; he
was haunled to the nearest street corner where one of the fatal
" lamps swung, and there Madame Defarge let him go—as a cat
might have done to a mouse —and silently and composedly looked
at him while they made ready, and while he besought her: the
women passionately screeching at him all the time, and the men
sternly calling out to have him killed with grass in his mouth.
Once, he went aloft, and the rope broke, and they caught him
shrieking ; twice, he went aloft, and the rope broke, and they
caught him shrieking ; then, the rope was merciful, and held him,
and his head was soon upon a pike, with grass enough in the
mouth for all Saint Antoine to dance at the sight of.

Nor was this the end of the day’s bad work, for Saint Antoine
so shouted and danced his angry blood up, that it boiled again, on
hearing when the day closed in that the son-in-law of the despatched,
another of the people’s enemies and insulters, was coming into Paris
under a guard five hundred strong, in cavalry alone. Saint Antoine
wrote his crimes on flaring sheets of paper, seized him — would
have torn him out of the breast of an army to bear Foulon ecom-
pany — set his head and heart on pikes, and carried the three
spoils of the day, in Wolf-procession through the streets.

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

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

It was almost morning, when Defarge’s wine-shop parted with
its last knot of customers, and Monsienr Defarge said to madame
his wife, in husky tones, while fastening the door : '

At last it is come, my dear!”

“Eh well ! ” returned madame. “ Almost.”

Saint Antoine slept, the Defarges slept: even The Vengeance
slept with her starved grocer, and the drum was at rest. The
drum’s was the only voice in Saint Antoine that blood and hurry
had not changed. The Vengeance, as custodian of the drum, could
have wakened him up and had the same speech dut of him as hefore
the Bastille fell, or old Foulon was seized ; not so with the hoarse
tones of the men and women in Saint Antoine’s bosom.

CHAPTER XXIIIL.

FIRE RISES.

ThERE Was a change on the villaze where the fountain fell, and
where the mender of roads went forth daily to hammer out of the
stones on the highway such.morsels of bread as might serve for
patehes to hold his poor ignorant soul and his poor reduced body
together. The prison on the crag was not %o dominant as of yore ;
there were soldiers to guard it, but not many ; there were officers
to guard the soldiers, but not one of them knew what his men
would do— beyond this: that it would probably not be what he
was ordered.

Far and wide lay a ruined country, yielding nothing but desola-
tion. Every green leaf, every blade of grass and blade of grain,
was as shrivelled and poor as the miserable people. Everything
was bowed down, dejected, oppressed, and broken. Habitations,
fences, domesticated animals, men, women, children, and the soil
that bore them — all worn out.

Monseigneur (often a most worthy individual gentleman) was a




