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            A TALE OF TWO CITIES

            CHARLES DICKENS was born in
                Portsmouth on 7 February 1812, the second of eight children. Dickens’s
                childhood experiences were similar to those depicted in David Copperfield.
                His father, who was a government clerk, was imprisoned for debt and Dickens was
                briefly sent to work in a blacking warehouse at the age of twelve. He received
                little formal education, but taught himself shorthand and became a reporter of
                parliamentary debates for the Morning Chronicle. He began to publish
                sketches in various periodicals, which were subsequently republished as Sketches
                    by Boz. The Pickwick Papers was published in 1836–7 and
                after a slow start became a publishing phenomenon and Dickens’s characters
                the centre of a popular cult. Part of the secret of his success was the method of
                cheap serial publication he adopted; thereafter, all Dickens’s novels were
                first published in serial form. He began Oliver Twist in 1837, followed by
                    Nicholas Nickleby (1838) and The Old Curiosity Shop
                (1840–41). After finishing Barnaby Rudge (1841) Dickens set off
                for America; he went full of enthusiasm for the young republic but, in spite of a
                triumphant reception, he returned disillusioned. His experiences are recorded in
                    American Notes (1842). A Christmas Carol, the first of the
                hugely popular Christmas Books, appeared in 1843, while Martin
                    Chuzzlewit, which included a fictionalized account of his American travels,
                was first published over the period 1843–4. During 1844–6
                Dickens travelled abroad and he began Dombey and Son while in Switzerland.
                This and David Copperfield (1849–50) were more serious in theme
                and more carefully planned than his early novels. In later works, such as Bleak
                    House (1853) and Little Dorrit (1857), Dickens’s social
                criticism became more radical and his comedy more savage. In 1850 Dickens started
                the weekly periodical Household Words, succeeded in 1859 by All the
                    Year Round; in these he published Hard Times (1854), A Tale of
                    Two Cities (1859) and Great Expectations (1860–61).
                Dickens’s health was failing during the 1860s and the physical strain of
                the public readings which he began in 1858 hastened his decline, although Our
                    Mutual Friend (1865) retained some of his best comedy. His last novel,
                    The Mystery of Edwin Drood, was never completed and he died on 9 June
                1870. Public grief at his death was considerable and he was buried in the
                Poets’ Corner of Westminster Abbey.

            

            RICHARD MAXWELL
                took a doctorate in English literature from the University of Chicago. The author of
                    The Mysteries of Paris and London (1992), and editor of The
                    Victorian Illustrated Book (2002), he has also written extensively on the
                historical novels of John Cowper Powys. He is now working on a study of historical
                fiction between the seventeenth century and the present. He teaches in the
                Comparative Literature and English departments at Yale University.
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            INTRODUCTION

            In an early chapter of A Tale of Two Cities, Mr Lorry walks
                towards Soho to visit his friends the Manettes. ‘The quiet lodgings of
                Doctor Manette were in a quiet street-corner not far from Soho-square … It
                was a cool spot, staid but cheerful, a wonderful place for echoes, and a very
                harbour from the raging streets’ (II.6). While there, Lorry converses with
                the housekeeper Miss Pross, who informs him that ‘crowds and multitudes of
                people’ have been turning up on the doorstep, apparently as suitors of
                Manette’s daughter Lucie. Lorry looks all evening for the
                ‘hundreds of people’ whom he has been led to expect, but only a
                few appear; the ‘hundreds’ in question remain only echoes,
                ‘echoes of other steps that never came’.

            There are occasions in A Tale when hundreds, even thousands,
                of people do appear. The novel describes several scenes from the French Revolution
                which would call (and every so often have called) on the full resources of a major
                Hollywood studio. Furthermore, of all Dickens’s books, with the exception
                of Barnaby Rudge (1841), this one has the clearest claim to belong to that
                ambitious genre, historical fiction. Nonetheless, it remains basically a small-scale
                work that somehow succeeds in giving a larger-than-life impression of itself. Those
                who recall A Tale after having read it long ago are especially liable to
                think of it as featuring vast, howling mobs and dizzying epic scenes; the intimacy
                of the story, its frequent concentration on understated incidents involving just a
                few characters, is often forgotten. Like the ‘quiet
                street-corner’ where Dr Manette resides, A Tale seems to function
                as a kind of echo-chamber; it is an intimate book which somehow evokes the epic
                presence of crowds and the vast movements of history.

            Something of the novel’s intimacy and compression are
                implicit in the circumstances of its publication. Dickens composed A Tale
                for his newly established weekly All the Year Round. The first instalment appeared in the first number of the periodical, on 30
                April 1859. Soon after this, he wrote to his friend John Forster: ‘The
                small portions [of the novel in the magazine] drive me frantic’, and in
                another letter he added this plaintive remark: ‘Nothing but the interest
                of the subject, and the pleasure of striving with the difficulty of the form of
                treatment – nothing in the way of mere money, I mean – could
                else repay the time and trouble of the incessant condensation.’
                    1
                 These complaints continued throughout the book’s composition. Dickens
                seems to have had a standing joke with Thomas Carlyle about the tiny segments in
                    All the Year Round, calling them ‘teaspoons’.
                Moreover, he took good care that larger portions should appear simultaneously in a
                form associated with him since Pickwick Papers (1836–7): 32-page
                monthly parts, each with two accompanying illustrations. As he explained to Forster,
                he thus got his ‘old standing with [his] old public, and the advantage
                (very necessary in this story)’ of an audience who would read the book in
                more than those insufficient teaspoons.
                    2
                

            After A Tale had achieved book form, no one needed, ever
                again, to sip it even in the more capacious tablespoons of the monthly parts; the
                complete story was available for consumption at one sitting, should a reader desire.
                All the same, the novel betrays or even advertises its own
                ‘incessant’ condensations, its ‘terseness and
                closeness of construction’.
                    3
                 In the long run, moreover, the concision of the weekly parts (a grinding
                limitation, according to the author) is recuperated and clarified by the concision
                of the novel as a whole. Some sense of this turnabout is evident already in the
                Preface to the first volume edition, where Dickens juxtaposes his recently completed
                novel with Carlyle’s The French Revolution: ‘It has
                been one of my hopes to add something to the popular and picturesque means of
                understanding that terrible time, though no one can hope to add anything to the
                philosophy of Mr CARLYLE’S wonderful book’ (see Appendix III). This
                tribute cuts several ways. In form, tone, conception and sheer bulk,
                Carlyle’s ‘wonderful book’ of 1837 anticipates the
                great novels of Dickens’s middle period, such as Bleak House
                    (1852–3).
                    4
                 On the other hand, though A Tale borrows extensively from particular
                passages in The French Revolution, it asks to be judged by
                a different standard, one which honours above all concision, reticence and
                implication rather than the grander virtues typically associated with Dickens and
                Carlyle alike. Dickens’s gesture of setting his own work next to The
                    French Revolution emphasizes both that his novel is more modest in its
                ambitions than is his friend’s weighty history, and also that, by one
                means or another, the Tale, an echo-chamber of a novel, has its own special
                means of getting a big effect in a limited space. If Dickens in any sense competes
                with Carlyle, he does so on his own especially chosen ground.

            There are many indications in A Tale that we should
                acknowledge concision as a good rather than merely accepting it as a necessity. The
                book is unusually dependent (even for Dickens) on code words like
                ‘Recalled to Life’, which stand in for intricate complexes of
                ideas and images; on short, pungent scenes; on the use of a few characters to
                perform many functions; on temporal ellipses (the earliest event occurs in December
                1757, the latest at the beginning of 1794 – ‘like a French
                drama’, according to Dickens’s memorandum book); on a drastic
                reduction of the French Revolution to a few well-known crises (the taking of the
                Bastille, the Terror); and on an effort to make plot do the work of dialogue and
                introspection. As the novelist explained, it was his intent to make ‘a
                    picturesque story’, i.e. one which would reveal character
                through action rather than through lengthy explanations, either by characters or the
                    narrator.
                    5
                 In addition, the genre of the tale is by definition succinct. Given the variety
                and importance of these indicators, it is not altogether surprising to discover that
                    A Tale’s unlikely hero, Sydney Carton, is himself a
                professional condenser. His ‘glib’ associate, the barrister
                Stryver, ‘had not that faculty of extracting the essence from a heap of
                statements, which is among the most striking and necessary of the
                advocate’s accomplishments’, yet once Carton starts to assist
                him, ‘The more business he got, the greater his power seemed to grow of
                getting at its pith and marrow …’ In his nocturnal meditations,
                Carton makes ‘a compact repast’ for Stryver, ‘boiling
                [it] down’ to the bare minimum needed for understanding (II.5). In the
                courtroom, correspondingly, a whisper, gesture or look from Carton can impel Stryver
                to a lengthy and (by most standards) overly demonstrative performance, whose gist has been relayed to him in an instant: Stryver, so to
                speak, provides the echoes of which Carton’s insights are the original
                cause. Even in its most expansive moments, the expressive sympathies of A
                    Tale lie with Carton’s nuanced, gestural communications, where
                much is expressed, or perhaps just implied, in a moment.

            If the partnership of Carton and Stryver is indeed the appropriate
                test-case, then condensation can produce sustained intellectual clarity, a sure
                feeling for essentials and a perfect understanding of how to stir one’s
                audience. Given the preoccupations of A Tale, the act of condensing, of
                miniaturizing and abridging without harm, has one further advantage. As Albert
                Hutter once observed, Dickens’s novel of the Revolution links the demands
                of the family with those of the nation; the author is committed to superimposing
                these two different standards of value.
                    6
                 At times, the book seems to be a nightmare of what would happen were domestic
                intimacy to be enforced, or enacted, on a mass scale. If all citizens had to be
                linked by fraternity (‘or death’, as the motto has it), the
                integrity of the household would be in danger of annihilation by a new and deeply
                oppressive national family. At other times, the nation almost seems an incidental
                effect of familial intrigue, as when the Defarges take the Bastille seemingly in
                order to find Manette’s testament of hatred against the
                    Evrémondes.
                    7
                 For the most part – it is no mean accomplishment – the
                novel helps us imagine both these extremes (and the territory between them) with
                considerable clarity and power. It is able to do so not because it is short but
                because its concision allows the novelist great manoeuvrability, particularly when
                he changes the scale of his narrative, in one direction or another. A
                Tale’s combination of reticence and intimacy makes the seesaw
                movement between nation and family comprehensible, not to say plausible. The
                characters keep struggling with the impingements of a large-scale, mostly
                uncontrollable, historical process. History leaks into everyday life, almost
                invisibly; domestic tragedy has public reverberations. The miniaturized movements of
                    A Tale give this double process substance.

            A Tale’s condensations begin with the title itself,
                an economical bit of summary and of thematic clarification. Dickens had played with other possibilities – ‘Memory
                Carton’, ‘The Golden Thread’, ‘The Doctor of
                Beauvais’ – but when he hit on his final idea, he announced it
                to Forster as though it were a sure thing. He will tell a tale – a short
                thing, by its nature – and tell it about two contrasting metropolises. The
                cities in question are, of course, London and Paris. London is steadied by
                old-fashioned habits of business (personified in the figure of Mr Lorry, as well as
                in that ‘honest tradesman’ Jerry Cruncher), by the rule of law
                (Darnay is acquitted of treason, despite a general bias against him), and by the
                relative self-control and prosperity of the working classes (Jerry
                Cruncher’s conscience operates on him constantly, especially when he is
                digging up corpses for sale to medical schools; he is the least terrifying
                Resurrection Man in literature, especially when compared with the most notorious
                practitioner of the trade in mid Victorian literature, G. W. M. Reynolds’s
                Anthony Tidkins).
                    8
                 Though London has crowds, they are carnivalesque gatherings which let off steam
                and then abruptly disperse: Dickens makes no mention of the destructive Gordon
                Riots, the subject of his earlier historical novel (Barnaby Rudge). As a
                consequence, Londoners are able to pursue private lives characterized by
                tranquillity and happiness, as well as by those polite repressions necessary to any
                civilized society. Dr Manette’s Soho retreat is the leafy setting for one
                such urban idyll. In Paris, by contrast, society has become a great public stage on
                which the conflicts of history are acted out in front of a governing – and
                ungovernable – mass audience. No one can retreat from this tireless public
                gaze; citoyennes tricoteuses, the knitting women led by Mme Defarge,
                perform the crucial double function of denouncing those who defy the
                Revolution and witnessing their punishment. Thus they create a powerful
                – and often lethal – public realm within which the Revolution
                recognizes, sustains and ultimately destroys itself.
                    9
                 In the fundamentally private city of London, people not only keep secrets from
                each other, but are mysteries to themselves – as Dickens famously proposes
                towards the beginning of A Tale; in the public city of Revolutionary Paris,
                such mysteries are not only revealed to a wide critical gaze but prove to have
                drastic social and historical consequences.
                    10
                 Each city is a highly stylized construct, creating possibilities of fulfilment
                or sacrifice impossible in its double across the Channel. Without
                the Paris of A Tale, Carton’s life would have come to a wasteful
                and shameful end; without London – a city hauntingly sheltered by a great
                plane tree – Manette and his family would have had no idyllic retreat
                where they could gradually remake their broken lives.

            The novelist’s heavy emphasis on contrasts between London
                and Paris does much to shape his reading of the Revolution. By the same token, this
                reading has often seemed elusive; it can certainly be interpreted in a wide variety
                of ways. Writing on ‘The Guillotine’ in 1843, the conservative
                critic J. W. Croker declared: ‘The whole French Revolution, from the
                taking of the Bastille to the overthrow of the Empire, was in fact one long
                Reign of Terror.’
                    11
                 This boldly declared position – reworked in our own time by
                revisionist historians of the Revolution, such as François Furet
                – is sometimes attributed to Dickens himself. After all, the shuttling of
                    A Tale between London and Paris has the effect of abridging the
                Revolution; by a process of exclusion, Dickens insists that a few vital points of
                reference will, at least for his purposes, do it justice. (See the Timeline and its
                opening note in the present edition.) A Tale not only emphasizes the
                ruthlessness of the Terror, but chooses to concentrate almost exclusively on that
                epoch. We are at the taking of the Bastille, along with the Defarges, and witness,
                soon after, the bizarre executions of Foulon and his son-in-law, a premonition of
                much yet to come; then, on our next visit to Paris, we find ourselves in the midst
                of the September massacres, followed (after a quick jump in time) by those bloody
                Revolutionary tribunals which sent so many people to their deaths. Nonetheless, for
                all his horror at the murderousness of the crowd, Dickens is no Croker. He ignores
                the counterrevolutionary fervour of the Vendée, a theme associated then and
                now with conservative interpretations.
                    12
                 Avoiding the demonologies established by Tory critics of the Revolution, he
                betrays little interest in the legendary figures of the Terror: there is no Danton,
                no Robespierre, no Marat. Dickens’s Revolution is not shaped by great men
                of unparalleled evil and bloodthirstiness, or by small men who thought they were
                great but have lost control. Instead, it is created almost exclusively by the lowly
                Defarges and their kind, emerging from radical working-class neighbourhoods, such as the Faubourg Saint-Antoine. Furthermore, these people seek
                a revenge with which the novel elaborately prepares us to sympathize. The early
                French chapters chronicle the foolishness and wickedness of the old regime and
                narrate one early act of vengeance (the murder of a particularly cruel aristocrat);
                from the initial picture of Paris (I.5), where a broken wine-cask seems to drip
                blood and hunger is written on every face, the eventual rising of peasants and of
                the urban crowd is made to seem inevitable. Revenge becomes an abstract principle of
                ethics: as indeed it was, for such spokesmen of the Terror as Robespierre and
                    Saint-Just.
                    13
                

            Dickens’s picture of a certain though horrible revenge is
                hardly original; he takes a position on the Revolution which had been available in
                England as early as the 1790s. In his Travels in France, Arthur Young, for
                instance, wrote that:

            It is impossible to justify the excesses of the people on their taking
                up arms; they were certainly guilty of cruelties; it is idle to deny the facts
                … But is it really the people to whom we are to impute the whole?
                – Or to their oppressors who had kept them so long in a state of bondage?
                He who chooses to be served by slaves, and by ill-treated slaves, must know that he
                holds both his property and life by a tenure far different from those who prefer the
                service of well treated freemen; and he who dines to the music of groaning sufferers
                must not, in the moment of insurrection, complain that his daughters are ravished
                and then destroyed and that his sons’ throats are cut.
                    14
                

            Dickens too emphasizes the complicity of the upper orders in their own
                downfall; he too admits and often highlights the horrors of the Revolution, while
                taking, possibly, a subliminal pleasure in them. There is often a lurking
                satisfaction in seeing someone else get his just deserts, especially when we watch
                as helpless witnesses and so lack the more obvious kinds of moral complicity. Like
                Young, furthermore, Dickens appeals to the prudential sentiments of the middle
                classes in his own country – and may indirectly be arguing for the
                extension of the franchise, according to a plan devised by the novel’s
                dedicatee, John Russell.
                    15
                 At the same time, he manifests none of Croker’s emotional investment
                in the Old Regime, nor does he share Carlyle’s deep
                longing for masterful figures of authority and his sense that the destructiveness of
                the Revolution was in fact a creative negation, contributing to human
                progress rather than just delaying it.
                    16
                 The narrower and more limited emphasis, both in Dickens and in earlier English
                thinkers such as Young, is on a cause–effect relation between a corrupt
                set of social practices and what is seen as its direct result. ‘There
                could have been no such Revolution, if all laws, forms, and ceremonies, had not
                first been so monstrously abused, that the suicidal vengeance of the Revolution was
                to scatter them all to the winds’ (III.9). These are the words of a
                determined social reformer, set on promoting improvements which will make
                revolutions unnecessary.

            Dickens’s study of cause and effect turns not only on
                references to a hungry, oppressed French people, but on the evocation of several
                familiar topics. The first of these is the legend of the Bastille. Cardinal
                Richelieu had gradually turned this royal fortress (adjacent to the Faubourg
                Saint-Antoine) into a state prison; Louis XIV used it to incarcerate those he deemed
                his particular enemies, such as his superintendent of finance, Nicholas Fouquet, and
                – according to a rumour spread by Voltaire and others – the Man
                in the Iron Mask. Even before Louis’s death in 1715, the Bastille had
                become a semi-mythical site of terror and oppression. A painstaking study by two
                German cultural historians shows that its fearsome reputation was further enhanced
                in a series of widely read memoirs. These ‘scandal histories’ by
                former prisoners share certain characteristics. The narrator usually stresses his
                (supposedly) noble origin and his promising career before his arrest. He shows that
                he was arrested by an unjust conspiracy. The conspirators use lettres de
                    cachet, warrants which were sometimes left blank so that their possessors
                could commit to prison the individuals of their choice. The prisoner finds himself
                in a dark, unhealthy cell, where the names of other victims of despotism are
                frequently written on the walls (or where, perhaps, he writes his own name). He is
                tortured mentally as well as physically. Either he heroically escapes or he is
                secretly released (and typically goes into exile, where, in fact, he can compose and
                publish his memoirs).
                    17
                 True or untrue, accurate or exaggerated, such tales not only
                became a central feature of pre-Revolutionary polemic, but also bequeathed a rich
                range of motifs to the Gothic novel and to the historical romance as shaped by
                Alexandre Dumas. A Tale also draws on them extensively; except for the
                claim of noble origin, each of the features enumerated above figures in the tale of
                Dr Manette, the former Bastille prisoner around whose fate Dickens’s novel
                is largely organized.

            The second legend evoked by Dickens is droit du seigneur or
                    droit de cuissage, the supposed right of the feudal lord to spend the
                first night after the wedding with the bride of one of his vassals. This subject was
                highly current during the later eighteenth century. For instance, in 1773, a
                somewhat absurd legal spat over whether the seigneur of Salency got to choose the
                Rose-Girl (a kind of beauty queen) in a village festival, and whether he then got to
                sit beside her in church, blew up into a national controversy; lawyers working for
                the villagers (and against the over-eager lord) evoked the threat of droit du
                    seigneur.
                    18
                 A decade later, Beaumarchais returned to this subject, making it a crucial
                feature of his play, The Marriage of Figaro (1784); he thus reinforced a
                symbol no less essential than the Bastille to pre-Revolutionary polemics. More
                surprisingly, the controversy over droit du seigneur revived in France
                during the mid nineteenth century, just a few years before A Tale was
                written; the supposed prevalence of droit du seigneur during and after the
                Middle Ages became a bone of contention between anti-clerical liberals and
                neo-reactionary Catholics. As Alain Boureau has demonstrated, the debate became
                especially intense in 1854–5, then continued with sporadic vigour for some
                thirty years and ‘contributed greatly to the construction of the idea of a
                Middle Ages essentially different from other epochs and a foil or model for
                    them’.
                    19
                Droit du seigneur was depicted at length by several historical
                novelists: G. P. R. James, in The Jacquerie, or The Lady and the Page
                (1842) and Eugéne Sue, in Mysteries of the People
                (1847–59). Few contemporary readers can have been completely surprised to
                discover, two-thirds of the way through A Tale, that Dr Manette’s
                imprisonment was due to his knowledge of a family scandal stemming from the exercise
                of a lord’s unwanted sexual claims on a recently-married peasant woman. As arbitrary imprisonment had become the
                exemplary abuse of monarchical power, so droit du seigneur was the
                exemplary abuse of aristocratic power; A Tale’s plot links these
                two formative transgressions.

            The droit du seigneur probably never existed; at the very
                least, it was not a live practice during the eighteenth century and the evidence for
                its medieval existence lies in the close interpretation of obscure documents. In
                addition, the tales of the Bastille and of lettres de cachet which
                circulated in the late eighteenth century were occasionally distorted by rumour or
                self-promotion. The Bastille’s use as an instrument of state power had
                peaked in the reign of the Sun King, not in those of Louis XV or XVI, though the
                formidable old fortress did continue to house political prisoners; lettres de
                    cachet also declined, under the influence of reforming ministers appointed
                by Louis XVI, though they were not completely eliminated until the Revolution. By
                emphasizing this pair of themes, Dickens strayed into a particularly ambiguous
                territory somewhere between fact and legend. Moreover, he did so wilfully. In
                manuscript, he changed the story of the wronged peasant woman from a tale of
                seduction to one of forced sex (and, effectively, of droit du seigneur);
                    20
                 he drew substantially from Young’s appendix to Travels in
                    France (called ‘The Revolution in France’), but ignored
                Young’s prominent comment that the abuse of lettres de cachet was
                heavily exaggerated. Dickens understood full well that there were only seven
                prisoners in the Bastille when it was finally liberated – this slightly
                farcical detail, borrowed from Carlyle, reappears in A Tale – but
                chose to organize the novel around the fate of a Bastille prisoner whom he had
                invented himself and who represents an idealistic martyr to liberty, unlike any of
                the actual prisoners.

            There are several possible explanations for Dickens’s
                insistence on a powerful evocation of two somewhat slippery anti-absolutist or
                anti-feudal motifs. In dwelling on old or even half-imaginary abuses, abuses which
                had in any case declined well before the Revolution, he chose to indulge a certain
                condescension towards times past. Many comments in A Tale suggest the
                perspective of a mid Victorian who believed perhaps too ardently in his own
                century’s superiority to its predecessors. Furthermore,
                the novelist was deeply attracted to motifs that belonged to myth as much as to
                history; it is out of such hybrid materials that a historical romance or historical
                ‘tale’ is made, and we might not want to be excessively literal
                about proof, given the genre in which Dickens was working. A third consideration,
                however, may account best of all for the novel’s somewhat elusive relation
                to social fact. Edward Bulwer-Lytton apparently complained to Dickens that the
                outrageous feudal abuses chronicled in A Tale were anachronistic.
                Dickens’s first response was that such things did occur quite near to the
                time of the Revolution, even if not in the 1780s, and that he could prove it. (This
                defence ignores the fact that his novel made such abuses seem not just possible but
                representative.) Then he proceeded to a more interesting claim: ‘Surely,
                when the new philosophy was the talk of the salons and the slang of the hour, it is
                not unreasonable or unallowable to suppose a nobleman wedded to the old cruel ideas,
                and representing the time going out, as his nephew [Charles Darnay] represents the
                time going in.’
                    21
                 In other words, the novelist had worked out an expressive temporal abridgement.
                The cruel Evrémondes are figures from a dying past, whose period of
                cultural dominance had occurred long before the Revolution. Darnay, a progressive
                aristocrat who cuts off most ties with his family and insists on making his own way
                in the world, is a figure of the future. Our ability to apprehend a long-term
                historical process is intensified by Dickens’s decision to juxtapose these
                characters. Even if this stretches the facts, the creation of a half-imaginary
                cultural moment remains justifiable; such a moment expresses historical truth rather
                than literally replicates it.

            Within the condensations of historical time provided by A
                    Tale, the lives of Dickens’s characters play themselves out. The
                novelist is particularly concerned with three men, all obsessed with the same dreamy
                figure of desire, Lucie Manette. Each of these men illustrates how the
                book’s economies and abridgements are used to expressive or analytical
                purposes: Dr Manette’s character is revealed much more fully through
                actions than by the often extraneous means of dialogue or introspection; Charles
                Darnay’s ambiguous historical guilt is conveyed through a crucial
                historical ellipsis; and Sydney Carton’s prophetic powers
                are released within a tiny or even nonexistent moment. Attending to these nuances of
                treatment (perhaps partly unexpected, given the novelist’s love of the
                grand melodramatic gesture, visible from the very highest galleries), one learns how
                to read A Tale on its own miniaturized terms.

            Dr Manette is the former Bastille prisoner and Lucie’s
                father. He is said to come from Beauvais; Dickens’s early thought of
                calling his book ‘The Doctor of Beauvais’ is perhaps meant to
                evoke that town’s ancient radical associations (it was here that the
                medieval Jacquerie was concentrated). The Doctor is originally committed to
                the Bastille on the strength of a lettre de cachet, after he has drawn
                official attention to the wrongdoings of an aristocratic family, the
                Evrémondes. Manette is imprisoned in 1757, during the reign of Louis XV; he
                is released in 1775, apparently on the accession of Louis XVI (when, in fact, more
                enlightened ministers did come to power and, among other reforms, free Bastille
                inmates). Drawing on an anecdote in Louis-Sébastien Mercier’s
                    Tableau de Paris (1782–8), Dickens presents the recently
                released Manette as so traumatized by his long incarceration that he is lost in the
                outside world. Manette’s near-madness is allayed only by the appearance of
                Lucie, brought over from London to take charge of him. When she arrives in Paris, he
                is immured in a dark room something like his Bastille cell, engaged in fashioning a
                lady’s shoe. Gradually his attention is deflected from shoe to daughter.
                He becomes almost completely dependent on Lucie, who not only resembles and recalls
                her mother but enables Manette to forget his Parisian sufferings. It is a
                considerable trial for Manette when Charles Darnay asks his permission to court
                Lucie. Not only does Manette feel jealous at the appearance of this rival for his
                daughter’s affection; he discovers that Darnay is an Evrémonde.
                This double burden is too much for him. When Lucie and Charles leave on their
                honeymoon, Manette almost immediately reverts to making shoes, in the process losing
                all sense of where or who he is. As the daughter replaced the shoes, so the shoes
                replace the daughter. The effect is almost that of a fetish, though it is less shoes
                in themselves than the process of making them – of bringing them into
                being, busily and apparently meaninglessly, while their possible possessor is
                somewhere else – which possesses Manette in his moments
                of abandon and abandonment.

            Physically, Lucie resembles Ellen Ternan, the eighteen-year-old
                actress with whom Dickens had recently taken up, while separated from his
                unfortunate and much-victimized wife. The problem of an older man’s
                attraction to a younger woman – young enough to be his daughter
                – is compounded, in A Tale, by a sort of implied emotional
                incest. Dickens does not fully imagine Lucie’s relation with any of her
                suitors. He suggests rather than discusses her relation to her father, but the
                suggestion is framed with considerable precision. Though Manette is separated from
                his shoemaking equipment before his daughter’s return, we are now fully
                aware – perhaps more so than he is himself – of his struggle to
                keep his sanity, of his unusually intense need for his daughter and of his sternly
                repressed hatred for her husband. In the historical-fictional scheme of A
                    Tale, Manette’s doubled anger at Darnay cannot be completely
                articulated until the Bastille is overrun and liberated. Defarge,
                Manette’s old servant, finds his former master’s confession and
                curse on his persecutors hidden in his cell; the confession can be used against
                Darnay after the latter is lured back to Paris and put on trial as a former
                aristocrat and a member of the very family who wronged Manette. This claustrophobic
                tangle is in one sense a convention of melodrama; there are hundreds of
                nineteenth-century plots that develop in roughly these terms, with everybody turning
                out to have known everybody else in some previous dispensation. What distinguishes
                this one is its attempt to distinguish between a character’s surface
                benignity and, just beneath that surface, his irrational, ungovernable rage. As long
                as Manette, Lucie and Darnay linger in London, city of private life and of civilized
                repression, the father can just barely tolerate his daughter’s marriage
                without going permanently mad or becoming, once more, a maker of shoes. In Paris,
                city of public revelations, the Bastille prisoner’s confession will be
                read back to him before a crowd which yells for Darnay’s execution. The
                mob articulates an anger which Manette, according to his own lights, should not be
                feeling. He insists throughout the earlier Parisian scenes that he wants to save
                Darnay and that, in fact, he has saved him. However, once the Bastille yields up its secret, Manette’s own
                unarticulated desires can be used against him and against the benign intentions
                which he persistently articulates. It comes to seem that the furtive, unconscious
                shoemaker has produced not only that forlorn lady’s shoe in the latest
                style, but also ‘the echoes of all the footsteps’ (II.6) that
                finally receive their embodiment in the judging, avenging crowd. Despite himself,
                Manette denounces Darnay, and denounces him more effectively than anyone else could
                have done.

            The second crucial male character in the novel is Darnay, not only
                Manette’s son-in-law but, in effect, his rival. Though he lacks vividness,
                this character remains a figure of considerable interest: he is this
                novel’s central embodiment of the problem of the aristocracy in the French
                Revolution. In a famously hostile review, Fitzjames Stephens complained that Dickens
                had unfairly represented the old regime as composed of wicked aristocrats.
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                 This criticism is not without its point; for reasons suggested above, the
                Evrémonde brothers occupy a great deal of psychic space in the
                reader’s mind. At the same time, a dense but compact sketch at the
                beginning of Book II, Chapter
                    7 pinpoints another side of the pre-Revolutionary aristocracy; here Dickens
                writes in terms that harmonize well not only with his immediate sources, such as
                Carlyle, Mercier, Bulwer-Lytton and Dumas, but also with late twentieth-century work
                on the cultural history of the Revolution. In this important scene-setting passage,
                    A Tale emphasizes the experimental liberalism of great court figures
                and the curious connections between radical thought and occultism:
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                 Dickens’s ‘Monseigneur’ is lazy about public
                affairs, but intermarries with the bourgeoisie and is a great patron of
                ‘Unbelieving Philosophers’ and ‘Unbelieving
                Chemists’, as well as of mystic sects. It is not the avant-garde
                ‘Monseigneur’ but his social and intellectual inferior, the
                ruthlessly backwards ‘Monsieur’ (the younger Evrémonde
                brother), who commits active atrocities against the lower classes (seducing their
                daughters, killing their children heedlessly with his coach wheels). And as Dickens
                takes pains to demonstrate, Monsieur is persona non grata in the salons of
                the great: no one, among the Philosophers, Chemists and rich middle-class
                tax-farmers, much less Monseigneur himself, will take any heed of him. Dickens, then, asks us to imagine an intellectually advanced elite
                largely incapable of day-to-day governance and management; at the same time, he
                suggests, there were regressive figures such as Monsieur, for the most part living
                in faraway parts of the countryside. In different ways, both kinds of aristocrat
                helped lay the ground for the Revolution.
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            Darnay is Monsieur’s nephew, but also, just as importantly,
                has intellectual and temperamental links to Monseigneur. On the one hand, he is the
                heir of the evil Evrémondes, on the other an admirer of George Washington
                (another character who combines democratic and aristocratic impulses). Unlike
                previous Evrémondes, he is full of good intentions towards others. At
                first, he also displays significantly greater practical abilities than Monseigneur
                and his kind; after all, he is able to make a living in England while pursuing the
                unremunerative trade of modern language tutoring. However, Darnay is a less
                competent figure than he initially seems. A Tale’s strangest
                narrative omission does much to highlight his problematic treatment of his
                continental heritage. He visits his wicked uncle in the French countryside;
                immediately after his visit, the uncle is killed by an avenger from the lower
                classes. Though Darnay and his relative discussed the question of inheritance, we
                are allowed to hear nothing of his reaction to the uncle’s death nor of
                his feelings on receiving the latter’s estates; this topic –
                particularly charged, since the uncle is his father’s twin, and since his
                death is described by Dickens as a sort of symbolic parricide – is
                abruptly banished from the book. Much later, it turns out that Darnay has failed to
                make any sustained effort at reforming the estates; instead, he has handed them over
                to a subordinate, who is given benign but inadequate short-term advice about how to
                proceed in his treatment of local farmers. Dickens suggests – uneasily,
                almost flailingly – that Darnay is at fault; the reasons for his failure
                are not completely clarified, though they seem to be connected with his desire to
                separate himself from the past. The result, in any case, is that when he is called
                back to Paris to answer for himself and his representative about the estates, he
                goes out of a bad conscience rather than out of good judgement. If Manette is shaped
                by subliminal, purposely forgotten anger, then Darnay is shaped
                by subliminal, purposely repressed guilt: by a destructive act of forgetting
                represented in the very structure of A Tale. This guilt, moreover, is just
                as deeply rooted, perhaps even more so, than Manette’s hidden rages.
                Having found one another as friends, the two of them rediscover each other as
                enemies, with the Doctor, however unwillingly, pushed to the side of the mob, and
                Darnay, however unwillingly, pushed to the side of Monsieur and Monseigneur alike.
                In his famous History of the French Revolution (1847–53), Jules
                Michelet had declared that this epoch in the history of France freed the nation from
                the ideology of blood-guilt imposed by the Christian doctrine of Original Sin.
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                 Much occupied during the 1850s with Gothic plots that revolved around family
                curses, Dickens suggests that the Revolution imposed its own ideology of blood-guilt
                – death to aristocrats or to their descendants – and did so
                horribly but not altogether unjustly. Darnay is drawn to the Terror as ships to the
                Loadstone Rock of the Arabian Nights. He is drawn to it, we are led to
                infer, partly because he cannot hide from himself that he belongs to the
                Evrémondes, that cursed race, and partly because he has had to keep this
                information secret: now it will be proclaimed, now he will face the burden of his
                inheritance.

            The third member of the trio is Sydney Carton. He is not only the
                great intellectual condenser within this novel; he is also the most reticent, the
                most secretive, of its characters. Suffering from an inexplicable melancholy, he is
                said to lead a life of ‘sloth and sensuality’ (II.13); his
                sensual excesses are apparently abominable. Darnay attempts to flee a family and
                thus start his life anew; Carton, conversely, attempts to join a family and thus
                start his life anew. In a strained conversation between the two of them,
                shortly after Darnay’s wedding-day, Carton asks that he should be
                ‘permitted to come and go as a privileged person’ in the
                household (II.20). Dickens observes that he does not use this privilege often; when
                he shows up, however, he is to be accepted as a feature of the establishment. Off
                the premises, Carton continues to pursue his decadent ways; while visiting the
                Darnay ménage, he seeks his own periodic form of redemption by worshipping
                Lucie as though she were a remote, pure light to which he could look up. At the same
                time, he knows that this idealized domesticity will not be enough
                to save him from himself. It is significant that he hears the footsteps of the
                Revolution approaching before any of the others do, and, moreover, welcomes them;
                his sacrifice already prepares itself, though he does not yet understand the form it
                will take. Like Manette, he is shown to dislike Darnay practically from the moment
                that the latter appears within the narrative (see the interesting, though largely
                implied, narrative of II.4); like Manette, he will try to save Darnay from the
                guillotine, but will succeed where the Doctor fails.

            Dickens was especially proud of the chapters in which Carton, a double
                for his rival, arranged to be executed in his stead. The idea is not an original
                one. As the Preface to A Tale notes, the novelist had recently acted in a
                play which featured the same plot-twist (Wilkie Collins’s The Frozen
                    Deep, on the rigours of Arctic exploration); furthermore, there were at
                least two previous Victorian works about the French Revolution in which a similar
                switch of victims was effected: Dickens knew both of them.
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                 On the other hand, it is not so much the switch that we are expected to find
                impressive as Carton’s combination of stoic reserve and expansive
                eloquence during his last hours. He atones for the sins of the Evrémondes,
                but his atonement can be effective only if it is secret. In his death, therefore, he
                tries to combine Parisian political theatre with London discretion. On the London
                side, he remains reserved to the end, thus giving the Manettes time to escape; at
                the same time, he delivers – or is imagined to deliver – his
                well-known final speech. As presented by Dickens, this memorable moment of blessing
                and of prophecy becomes not only a response to the French Revolution but a
                quintessential product of it.

            A generation before A Tale was written, the dramatist
                Heinrich von Kleist had analysed the French Revolution’s tendency to
                evolve out of improvised verbal responses, ripostes under pressure by such figures
                as the orator Mirabeau; history, Kleist suggested, could turn on the twitch of a lip
                or on ambiguous play with a buttonhole: history is like a stutter which miraculously
                turns into an epigram. Densely written – and thus susceptible to an
                unusually close reading – Carton’s speech has something of this
                desperate, exploratory, yet highly formal quality.
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                 In some ways, his valediction can be judged against the last words (or last
                silences) of others executed during the Revolution. Dickens has already alluded to
                Louis XVI, whose message from the scaffold had been purposely drowned out by the
                roll of drums, and to a Girondin who had committed suicide before he could be
                arrested, but was decapitated anyway. Searching for analogues, for possible points
                of comparison, the novelist now evokes a third instance: ‘One of the most
                remarkable sufferers by the same axe – a woman – had asked at
                the foot of the same scaffold, not long before, to be allowed to write down the
                thoughts that were inspiring her. If he [Carton] had given any utterance to his, and
                they were prophetic, they would have been these …’
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                 The woman in question is Madame Roland, much praised by Carlyle and others for
                her demeanour in the face of death. She was not given pen and paper (if indeed she
                had been so quixotic as to request them); instead, moments before the blade fell,
                she had to make do with apostrophizing the great allegorical statue which had been
                installed in the square: ‘O Liberty, what crimes are committed in thy
                name!’ This was the pithiest and most memorable statement of her life. For
                Madame Roland, a refusal and a moment of panic produced a high degree of
                articulateness. Placed in an equivalent position, Carton says both less and more
                than she did. Directed to the reader rather than to the crowd, his words combine the
                epigrammatic quality of her actual utterance with the expansiveness she apparently
                desired. By Dickens’s lights, such a combination, however difficult it
                might seem in practice, is fully achievable; the Terror, he observes, allowed those
                caught within it to think that they could ‘see a world, if it were
                there’, and to see it in ‘a moment’ (III.2). This sort
                of enforced long-sight is the basis for Carton’s hypothetical speech, the
                speech he would have delivered if he had said anything at all.

            At the same time, the novelist provides cues which encourage a
                contrasting understanding of Carton’s words. The penultimate short
                paragraph before Dickens presents his hero’s farewell to the world reads
                as follows: ‘They said of him, about the city that night, that it was the
                peacefullest man’s face ever beheld there. Many added that he looked
                sublime and prophetic’ (III.15). Dickens means either that Carton appeared to be ‘sublime and
                prophetic’ on his way to the guillotine or when his severed head
                – as was the custom – was held up for the crowd to view. In the
                ceremony of the execution, both moments were equally charged. Since the procession
                to the scaffold is so carefully described, our initial thought must be that we are
                supposed to envision Carton’s lofty calmness in the tumbril, rolling
                towards the guillotine in the Place de la Révolution. On the other hand,
                since his speech – an extrapolation from his sublime and prophetic
                appearance – is given to us after the narration of the execution
                and thus appears to be posthumous, the second interpretation also has its
                attractions. We are left with a mixed impression: Carton seems to give a superb
                extemporized speech upon the scaffold, when there was just a moment allowed to him,
                and also to deliver a considered ghostly testament following his death, when there
                is (or was) all the time in the world. Two kinds of authority converge in his words
                as – sublimely, prophetically – he predicts the fates of friends
                and enemies alike, declares that France will survive the Terror and anticipates,
                finally, his own resurrection in the memories and the genealogical line of the
                Darnays, who will name their surviving son after him. His words represent the
                heroism of extemporization under extreme or impossible conditions (for though
                attached heads could and often did speak on the scaffold, severed ones almost never
                did, whatever their other legendary accomplishments
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                ); it also expresses Dickens’s yearning for a knowledge beyond the
                revenges of time, issuing from lips which have been stilled forever but from which,
                somehow or other, wisdom continues to roll.

            In its emphasis on the urgency – and sufficiency –
                of reform, in its occasional struggles against xenophobic suspicions about France as
                a culture and in its fascination with Dr Manette’s idyllic Soho refuge,
                finally so secure from continental depravity in all its forms, A Tale
                remains a distinctively Victorian fantasia on the theme of the French Revolution. We
                should hardly be surprised that the novel has these aesthetic and ideological
                limits. On the other hand, A Tale is also linked to a wider range of works,
                with a wide spectrum of political and historical sympathies. Dickens’s
                tribute to Carton and Madame Roland, as well as his evocation of the prison of La
                Force, where ‘Charles Darnay seemed to stand in a
                company of the dead’ (III.1), has a particularly striking parallel in
                Charles-Louis Muller’s painting, The Roll Call of the Last Victims of
                    the Reign of Terror (1850).
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                 Muller shows a scene in what must be either the Maison Lazare, one of the
                Terror’s many improvised prisons, or the Conciergerie, the Hall of Justice
                from which the condemned departed for the guillotine. At the centre of the scene is
                an official reading out the names of those called to their doom. Behind him is an
                arched door, through which, in a dramatic effect of saturated yellow light, a
                half-unconscious woman dressed in white is led to a waiting tumbril. Throughout the
                much darker hall in which the prisoners wait to hear their names (or perhaps to
                escape death once more), Muller displays a series of grouped tableaux: people of
                contrasting ranks and conditions wait with horror, panic and resignation, or while
                whispering last words of friendship and love. A woman on the far right, whose name
                has just been pronounced, rises in a twisting gesture from her chair, one hand on
                her breast as if to say, ‘Is it me you want?’ Just to the right
                of centre and in the foreground, sits the doomed poet André
                Chénier, searching for le mot juste. His left hand grips his broad
                forehead convulsively. His right hand, holding a pen, rests on a sheaf of papers,
                themselves lying on his knee. Since these people are the last victims,
                Chénier must be on the verge of hearing his own name: he was in the final
                batch of prisoners executed before Robespierre’s fall. We can guess,
                therefore, that he will never finish his poem. In Chénier’s own
                words (‘Saint-Lazare’), the messenger of death ‘On my
                lips will suddenly suspend the rhyme’. All the same, the act of
                composition, the power to judge France historically from the perspective of a man
                who is as good as dead, fills him with something perhaps even better than
                inspiration. Those whose lives are so brief must say what they have to say, once and
                for all, or (a slightly different matter) must speak as though in eternity already.
                Either way, to be cut short is a necessary condition for eloquence. Paradoxically,
                what appears to be a moment of writer’s block becomes the sign of
                Chénier’s historical authenticity. As in A Tale, the
                condensations of time and circumstance are played out in order to evoke last words
                – words which both were and were not articulated.

            However, it is another, slightly later work
                – this time a novel – that offers the richest and fullest
                analogue to Dickens’s: not just the last scenes, either, but the whole,
                rich design. Think of a man who is imprisoned unjustly for many years; who, on his
                emergence from prison, claims a daughter (in this case, an adopted daughter), to
                whom he must be both mother and father; who travels far away with her and lives in
                semi-anonymity, in the heart of a great city, a place where his past cannot catch up
                with him; who becomes excessively though understandably attached to this beautiful
                young woman, whose presence has saved his heart and spirit; who resents, though
                mostly unconsciously, her idealized, slightly implausible suitor, a man in rebellion
                against his own family’s politics; who emerges, at a moment of
                insurrection, as a figure of incalculable strength and dignity, saving the pallid
                suitor (now rendered literally unconscious) by confronting a maelstrom of political
                and military violence from which he would have otherwise held aloof; who undergoes a
                symbolic death and then a symbolic rebirth, remaining invisible among events which
                he has at once escaped and miraculously transfigured. These charged materials
                – perhaps overwrought by the standards of later generations –
                suggest a book in which Dr Manette has somehow blended into Sydney Carton. The
                materials in question form, of course, the kernel of Victor Hugo’s Les
                    Misérables (1862), not a novel set in the eighteenth century, as
                is Dickens’s, but one in which a highly marked triangle
                (father–daughter–suitor) is taken as the appropriate, perhaps
                the best possible, centre of a narrative about revolution, justice and
                self-sacrifice among historical pressures exerted by the demanding crowds of Paris.
                In this case, Hugo may have learned a little from Dickens, or at least been
                encouraged by his example (the debts more often run in the other direction).
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                 It is not only, however, the possibility of direct influence which might
                interest readers at this chronological and cultural distance. Two further points
                deserve emphasis. First, there is the fact that Hugo too should have connected
                familial relations and national politics through the medium of a nearly solipsistic
                father–daughter connection: neither fathers nor daughters are supposed to
                live for the other alone, so, in both cases, the novelist is compelled to conceive
                of a larger milieu, a world beyond the obsession he has evoked;
                history provides an escape from the way that families can spiral in upon themselves.
                Looking at A Tale and Les Misérables together, one might
                begin to think that this is a quintessential means for coming to terms with the
                expanding demands of democracy, and for thinking about the relations between an
                intimate structure of emotions and the movements of historical time on a mass scale.
                Second, there is the oddity that a book so small and a book so large should share as
                much as these. To recall a point made above about Carlyle, the imperatives of
                condensation – enacted formally, rhetorically and thematically –
                make A Tale comparable to a much longer work. With The French
                    Revolution preceding it, and Les Misérables following it,
                this novel stands as Dickens’s most memorable effort to see a world in a
                very small space indeed: a work short by its nature, proclaiming, indeed, the
                virtues of concision, yet curiously at its ease among giants.

            NOTES

            
                    1.
                 John Forster, The Life of Charles Dickens, 2 vols. (London: Dent,
                Everyman’s Library, 1966), II, p. 281. Dickens had grappled with the
                problem of composing tiny yet coherent instalments at several previous stages of his
                career, most recently with Hard Times (1854). In the case of A Tale,
                however, his comments on smallness are both shrewder and more frequent than ever
                before.

            
                    2.
                
                The Letters of Charles Dickens, ed. Graham Storey, in progress (Oxford:
                Clarendon Press, 1997), IX, pp. 35, 113, 145 (hereafter Letters).

            
                    3.
                 This is Dickens’s paraphrase of George Eliot’s comment and
                apparent complaint about A Tale: see Letters, IX, p. 213.

            
                    4.
                 See Jonathan Arac’s comparison between The French Revolution
                and Bleak House in Commissioned Spirits: The Shaping of Social Motion in
                    Dickens, Carlyle, Melville, and Hawthorne (New
                Brunswick, NJ: Rutgers University Press, 1979), ch. 6, pp. 114–38.

            
                    5.
                
                Letters, IX, p. 112. The word ‘picturesque’, which would
                not normally have this meaning, is used by Dickens both in this letter and in the
                Preface, as quoted above. On ‘French drama’ and ellipses, see
                    Charles Dickens’ Book of Memoranda, transcribed and annotated
                by Fred Kaplan (New York: New York Public Library, 1981), p. 5.

            
                    6.
                 Albert Hutter, ‘Nation and generation in A Tale of Two
                    Cities’, PMLA 93 (1978), 448–62.

            
                    7.
                 On this point, see Andrew Sanders, The Victorian Historical Novel
                    1840–1880 (New York: St Martin’s Press, 1979), p.
                88.

            
                    8.
                 Tidkins appears in Reynolds’s lurid, lengthy, surpassingly popular
                and much-condemned serial, The Mysteries of London, 4 vols. (London: George
                Vickers, 1846). See especially Mysteries, I, ch. 27, where Tidkins is
                interestingly juxtaposed with a venerable Republican agitator, quite a different
                sort of man.

            
                    9.
                 On the citoyennes tricoteuses of Paris, see Dominique Godineau, The
                    Women of Paris and their French Revolution, trans. Katherine Streip
                (Berkeley: University of California Press, 1998).

            
                    10.
                 For London as the city of mystery, see I.3, ‘The Night
                Shadows’. In the manuscript of A Tale, this is one of the most
                heavily worked-over paragraphs. In other crucial London passages, Lucie is a mystery
                even to her father, Dr Manette, and he, as it turns out, to her. Carton, of course,
                is a mystery to everyone, including himself, until his sacrifice at the end.

            
                    11.
                 J. W. Croker, Essays on the Early Period of the French Revolution
                (London: John Murray, 1857), p. 519. ‘The Guillotine’ was first
                published in the Quarterly Review (1843).

            
                    12.
                 Cf. Honoré de Balzac’s Les Chouans (1829) and Anthony
                Trollope’s La Vendée (1849). Even Victor Hugo’s
                much less conservative Quatrevingt-Treize (1874) is largely devoted to La
                Vendée.

            
                    13.
                 On 17 November 1793, Robespierre proposed: ‘Between the people and
                its enemies, there has been a constant reaction in which a progressive violence has,
                in a few years, made up for the work of several centuries’
                (‘Séance du 27 Brumaire An 11 (17 November 1793): Rapport sur la
                situation politique de la République’, in Oeuvres de
                    Maximilien Robespierre, 10 vols. (Paris: Presses Universitaires de France,
                1903–67), X, p. 168). On 3 March 1794, Saint-Just pleaded: ‘Give
                the people revenge on twelve hundred years of transgressions against their ancestors
                    [forfaits contre ses péres]’ (‘Rapport au
                nom du Comité de salut Public sur le mode d’exécution du
                décret contre les ennemis de la Révolution,
                présenté á la Convention Nationale dans la
                séance du 13 Ventôse An 11 (3 March 1794)’, in Louis
                Saint-Just, Oeuvres Complétes, ed. Michéle Duval (Paris:
                Éditions Gérard Lebovici, 1984), p. 715). In A Tale, it is
                the Defarges and others of their class who both articulate and act upon such
                arguments. For a commentary on the above quotations, see George Armstrong Kelly,
                    Mortal Politics in Eighteenth-Century France (Waterloo, Ontario:
                University of Waterloo Press, 1986), p. 311, whose translations I have used.

            
                    14.
                 Arthur Young, Travels in France & Italy During the Years 1787, 1788,
                    and 1789 (1792; London: J. M. Dent & Sons, 1915), p. 335.

            
                    15.
                 On John Russell’s advocacy of reform and its pertinence to A
                    Tale, see Alan Horsman, The Victorian Novel (Oxford: Clarendon Press,
                1990), p. 143. Dickens’s dedication (see Appendix II) of the novel to him
                is perhaps the best indication of how the author conceived its contemporary
                relevance. His decision to treat the French Revolution might also suggest several
                other contemporary references: e.g. there are loose parallels to the Indian Mutiny
                of 1857, to events in the France of Napoleon III or to the Italian revolution then
                in progress (and covered by All the Year Round at the same time that it was
                running A Tale).

            
                    16.
                 On Carlyle and creative negation, see Myron Magnet, Dickens and the Social
                    Order (Philadelphia: University of Pennsylvania Press, 1985), pp.
                141–2.

            
                    17.
                 See Hans-Jürgen Lüsebrink and Rolf Reichardt, The
                    Bastille: A History of a Symbol of Despotism and Freedom, trans. Norbert
                Schürer (Durham, NC: Duke University Press, 1997), especially the chart of
                plot motifs on p. 8. This admirable but problematic study offers a rich trove of
                Bastille-lore; however, having discovered that certain motifs and images have a life
                of their own, the authors seem occasionally close to supposing that there was no
                Bastille, only a closed set of literary conventions and political polemics about
                it.

            
                    18.
                 See Sarah Maza, Private Lives and Public Affairs: The Causes
                    Célébres of Prerevolutionary France (Berkeley: University
                of California Press, 1993), esp. p. 88.

            
                    19.
                 Alain Boureau, The Lord’s First Night: The Myth of the Droit de
                    Cuissage, trans. Lydia G. Cochrane (Chicago: University of Chicago Press,
                1998), pp. 75–91.

            
                    20.
                 For a transcription of the MS tale of seduction, see Andrew Sanders, The
                    Companion to ‘A Tale of Two Cities’ (London: Unwin
                Hyman, 1988), pp. 156–7. See also n. 5 to III.10.

            
                    21.
                 Bulwer-Lytton’s letter to Dickens does not survive.
                Dickens’s response, a fascinating enumeration of sources as well as of
                narrative technique, is discussed in Appendix III.

            
                    22.
                 Stephens’s critique, which was first published by the Saturday Review
                (1859), is reprinted in The Dickens Critics, ed. George Ford and Lauriat Lane
                (New York: Cornell University Press, 1961), pp. 38–46. Stephens is
                interestingly confused by the temporal abridgements and cross references of
                Dickens’s plot.

            
                    23.
                 For an influential twentieth-century study of pre-Revolutionary occultism, see Robert Darnton, Mesmerism and the End of the
                    Enlightenment in France (New York: Schocken Books, 1970).

            
                    24.
                 This account is confirmed by a broad range of recent work on the Revolution. If
                Dickens has any substantial affinity with Furet and other revisionist historians of
                recent decades, it is that he insists not on the class struggle between the
                aristocracy and the bourgeoisie but rather on the intermingling of these groups, to
                their mutual benefit. See the lucid summary in T. C. W. Blanning, The French
                    Revolution: Class War or Cultural Clash?, 2nd edn (Basingstoke: Macmillan
                Press, 1998), ch. 1.

            
                    25.
                 See Jules Michelet, History of the French Revolution, trans. Charles
                Cocks, edited (abridged) and with an introduction by Gordon Wright (Chicago:
                University of Chicago Press, 1967), p. 10.

            
                    26.
                 For details, see Appendix III.

            
                    27.
                 For a sustained close reading of Carton’s words, see Garrett Stewart,
                    Death Sentences: Styles of Dying in British Fiction (Cambridge, MA:
                Harvard University Press, 1984), pp. 83–97.

            
                    28.
                 Either this sentence is a double subjunctive construction – if he had
                given utterance, if they were prophetic – or Dickens is affirming
                that Carton’s last thoughts were in fact prophetic, although he was unable
                to utter them. This ambiguity is the least visible but perhaps most interesting sign
                of the uncertain ontological status of Carton’s speech (that is, of the
                fact that Dickens is putting words into Carton’s mouth, saying things for
                him which he could not have actually said in the circumstances of his
                execution).

            
                    29.
                 After Charlotte Corday was decapitated, the executioner held up her head and
                slapped it, whereupon the head blushed. So, at least, it was said. For an extensive
                survey of stories in this vein, see Nicolas Philibert Hemey d’Auberive,
                    Anecdotes sur les décapités (Paris: an V. [1796]).

            
                    30.
                 Muller’s painting probably has a specific literary source: Alfred de
                Vigny’s Stello (1832).

            
                    31.
                 For an affirmation of Dickens’s possible influence on the later Hugo,
                see Kathryn Grossman, ‘Satire and Utopian vision in Hugo, Dickens, and
                Zamiatin’, Journal of General Education 37 (1985),
                177–88.

        

        A DICKENS CHRONOLOGY

        
            
                	1812      
                	7 February Charles John Huffam Dickens born at Portsmouth, where his
                    father is a clerk in the Navy Pay Office. The eldest son in a family of eight,
                    two of whom die in childhood.
            

            
                	1817
                	After previous postings to London and Sheerness and frequent changes of address,
                    John Dickens settles his family in Chatham.
            

            
                	1821
                	Dickens attends local school kept by a Baptist minister.
            

            
                	1822
                	Family returns to London.
            

            
                	1824
                	Dickens’s father in Marshalsea Debtors’ Prison for three
                    months. During this time and afterwards Dickens employed in a blacking
                    warehouse, labelling bottles. Resumes education at Wellington House Academy,
                    Hampstead Road, London 1825–7.
            

            
                	1827
                	Becomes a solicitor’s clerk.
            

            
                	1830
                	Admitted as a reader to the British Museum.
            

            
                	1832
                	Becomes a parliamentary reporter after mastering shorthand. In love with Maria
                    Beadnell, 1830–33. Misses audition as an actor at Covent Garden
                    because of illness.
                	 
            

            
                	1833
                	First published story, ‘A Dinner at Poplar Walk’, in the
                        Monthly Magazine. Further stories and sketches in this and other
                    periodicals, 1834–5.
            

            
                	1834
                	Becomes reporter on the Morning Chronicle.
            

            
                	1835
                	Engaged to Catherine Hogarth, daughter of editor of the Evening
                        Chronicle.
            

            
                	1836
                	Sketches by Boz, First and Second Series, published. Marries Catherine
                    Hogarth. Meets John Forster, his literary adviser and future biographer. The
                        Strange Gentleman, a farce, and The Village Coquettes, a
                    pastoral operetta, professionally performed in London.
            

            
                	1837
                	The Pickwick Papers published in one volume (issued in monthly parts, 1836–7). Birth of a son, the first
                    of ten children. Death of Mary Hogarth, Dickens’s sister-in-law. Edits
                        Bentley’s Miscellany, 1837–9.
            

            
                	1838
                	Oliver Twist published in three volumes (serialized monthly in
                        Bentley’s Miscellany, 1837–9). Visits Yorkshire
                    schools of the Dotheboys type.
            

            
                	1839
                	Nicholas Nickleby published in one volume (issued in monthly parts,
                    1838–9). Moves to 1 Devonshire Terrace, Regents Park, London.
            

            
                	1841
                	Declines invitation to stand for Parliament. The Old Curiosity Shop and
                        Barnaby Rudge published in separate volumes after appearing in
                    weekly numbers in Master Humphrey’s Clock, 1840–41.
                    Public dinner in his honour at Edinburgh.
            

            
                	1842
                	January–June First visit to North America, described in
                        American Notes, two volumes. Georgiana Hogarth, Dickens’s
                    sister-in-law, becomes permanent member of the household.
            

            
                	1843
                	Speech on the Press to Printer’s Pension Society, followed by others
                    on behalf of various causes throughout Dickens’s career. A
                        Christmas Carol published in December.
            

            
                	1844
                	Martin Chuzzlewit published in one volume (issued in monthly parts,
                    1843–4). Dickens and family leave for Italy, Switzerland and France.
                    Dickens returns to London briefly to read The Chimes to friends before
                    its publication in December.
            

            
                	1845
                	Dickens and family return from Italy. The Cricket on the Hearth
                    published at Christmas. Writes autobiographical fragment,? 1845–6, not
                    published until included in Forster’s Life (three volumes,
                    1872–4).
            

            
                	1846
                	Becomes first editor of the Daily News but resigns after seventeen
                    issues. Pictures from Italy published. Dickens and family in
                    Switzerland and Paris. The Battle of Life published at Christmas.
            

            
                	1847
                	Returns to London. Helps Miss Burdett Coutts to set up, and later to run, a
                    ‘Home for Homeless Women’.
            

            
                	1848
                	Dombey and Son published in one volume (issued in monthly parts,
                    1846–8). Organizes and acts in charity performances of The Merry
                        Wives of Windsor and Every Man in His Humour
                    in London and elsewhere. The Haunted Man published
                    at Christmas.
            

            
                	1850
                	Household Words, a weekly journal ‘Conducted by Charles
                    Dickens’, begins in March and continues until 1859. Dickens makes a
                    speech at first meeting of Metropolitan Sanitary Association. David
                        Copperfield published in one volume (issued in monthly parts,
                    1849–50).
            

            
                	1851
                	Death of Dickens’s father and of infant daughter. Further theatrical
                    activities in aid of the Guild of Literature and Art, including a performance
                    before Queen Victoria. A Child’s History of England appears
                    at intervals in Household Words, published in three volumes (1852,
                    1853, 1854). Moves to Tavistock House, Tavistock Square, London.
            

            
                	1853
                	Bleak House published in one volume (issued in monthly parts,
                    1852–3). Dickens gives first public readings for charity (from A
                        Christmas Carol).
            

            
                	1854
                	Visits Preston, Lancashire, to observe industrial unrest. Hard Times
                    appears weekly in Household Words and is published in book form.
            

            
                	1855
                	Speech in support of the Administrative Reform Association. Disappointing
                    meeting with now married Maria Beadnell.
            

            
                	1856
                	Dickens buys Gad’s Hill Place, near Rochester.
            

            
                	1857
                	Little Dorrit published in one volume (issued in monthly parts,
                    1855–7). Dickens acts in Wilkie Collins’s melodrama The
                        Frozen Deep and falls in love with the young actress Ellen Ternan.
                        The Lazy Tour of Two Idle Apprentices, written jointly with Wilkie
                    Collins about a holiday in Cumberland, appears in Household Words.
            

            
                	1858
                	Publishes Reprinted Pieces (articles from Household Words).
                    Separation from his wife followed by statement in Household Words.
                    First public readings for his own profit in London, followed by provincial tour.
                    Dickens’s household now largely run by his sister-in-law
                    Georgina.
            

            
                	1859
                	All the Year Round, a weekly journal again ‘Conducted by
                    Charles Dickens’, begins. A Tale of Two Cities, serialized
                    both in All the Year Round and in monthly parts,
                    appears in one volume.
            

            
                	1860
                	Dickens sells London house and moves family to Gad’s Hill.
            

            
                	1861
                	Great Expectations published in three volumes after appearing weekly in
                        All the Year Round (1860–61). The Uncommercial
                        Traveller (papers from All the Year Round) appears; expanded
                    edition, 1868. Further public readings, 1861–3.
            

            
                	1863
                	Death of Dickens’s mother, and of his son Walter (in India).
                    Reconciled with Thackeray, with whom he had quarrelled, shortly before the
                    latter’s death. Publishes ‘Mrs Lirriper’s
                    Lodgings’ in Christmas number of All the Year Round.
            

            
                	1865
                	Our Mutual Friend published in two volumes (issued in monthly parts,
                    1864–5). Dickens severely shocked after a serious train accident at
                    Staplehurst, Kent, when returning from France with Ellen Ternan and her
                    mother.
            

            
                	1866
                	Begins another series of readings. Takes a house for Ellen at Slough.
                    ‘Mugby Junction’ appears in Christmas number of All the
                        Year Round.
            

            
                	1867
                	Moves Ellen to Peckham. Second journey to America. Gives readings in Boston, New
                    York, Washington and elsewhere, despite increasing ill-health. ‘George
                    Silverman’s Explanation’ appears in Atlantic
                        Monthly (then in All the Year Round, 1868).
            

            
                	1868
                	Returns to England. Readings now include the sensational ‘Sikes and
                    Nancy’ from Oliver Twist; Dickens’s health further
                    undermined.
            

            
                	1870
                	Farewell readings in London. The Mystery of Edwin Drood issued in six
                    monthly parts, intended to be completed in twelve.
            

            
                	 
                	9 June Dies, after stroke, at Gad’s Hill, aged fifty-eight.
                    Buried in Westminster Abbey.
            

            
                	 
                	Stephen Wall, 2003
            

        

        A TIMELINE

        This timeline represents two kinds of events. Fictional events,
            involving characters invented by Dickens, are represented in plain type; historical
            events described or alluded to within the novel in italics. This timeline excludes
            famous events of the French Revolution not described or alluded to by Dickens;
            in other words, it is designed to suggest what parts and aspects of the Revolution the
            novelist works to make visible and to intertwine, to a greater or lesser degree, with
            the private, invented action of his narrative.

        
            1756–63: The Seven Years War (II.2)
        

        5 January 1757: Robert Damiens attempts the assassination of Louis
                XV; two months later, Damiens is executed, as described by the mender of roads
            in conversation with the Defarges and their revolutionary associates (II.15)

        22 December 1757: The twin Evrémonde brothers hire Dr Manette
            (III.10)

        29 December 1757: Death of the elder sister of the future Mme Defarge
            – seduced by the uncle of Charles Darnay (III.10)

        31 December 1757: Dr Manette arrested and confined within the Bastille
            (III.10)

        1766: The Chevalier de la Barre accused, tried, and executed
            (I.1)

        December 1767: Manette starts to write his confessions (III.10)

        1775–83: The American Revolution (I.1)

        November 1775: Manette released from Bastille (I.4–6)

        March 1780: Darnay tried at Old Bailey
            (II.2–3)

        June 1780: Lorry, Darnay and Carton attend a gathering at Dr
            Manette’s Soho house and sense (in Carton’s words) ‘a
            great crowd bearing down upon us’ (II.6)

        July 1780: Monsieur (the uncle of Darnay) attends
            Monseigneur’s reception in Paris; returning to the country, he receives Darnay
            at his château and, the morning after, is found dead (II.7–9)

        Summer 1781: Lucie Manette marries Darnay; Manette reverts temporarily
            to shoemaking; Jerry Cruncher participates in the ‘funeral’ of Roger
            Cly and later tries to dig up his body; the Defarges consult with the mender of roads
            and visit Versailles (II.10–20)

        1783: Lucie Darnay’s daughter born (II.21)

        14 July 1789: Storming of Bastille, recovery by Defarge of
            Manette’s confession (II.21)

        July 1789: The first emigration (II.23)

        Late July and early August 1789: The Great Fear;
            Evrémonde château destroyed (II.23)

        21 June 1792: Gabelle writes his letter to Darnay (II.24)

        25 July 1792: Prussians issue the Brunswick Manifesto, threatening
                revenge on Paris and the Revolution. Lorry very worried about integrity of
            documents at Tellson’s in Paris (II.24)

        13 August 1792: Louis XVI and family imprisoned in the Temple
            (III.1)

        14 August 1792: Finally receiving Gabelle’s letter, Darnay
            leaves for Paris (II.24)

        15–18 August 1792: Darnay arrested and imprisoned (III.1)

        2–6 September 1792: September massacres in Paris
            (III.2–3)

        3 September 1792: Lucie and Manette follow Darnay to Paris
            (III.2–3)

        September 1792–October 1793: They live in
            Paris, while Darnay languishes in prison (III.4)

        21 September 1792–20 September 1793: The Year One of
                Liberty – 1 Vendémiaire to 30 Fructidor (III.4)

        23 October 1792: Condemnation to death of returning emigrants
            (III.6)

        21 January 1793: Execution of Louis XVI (III.4)

        24 February 1793: 300,000 men recruited for armies, to combat
                internal rebellion and threat of invasion (III.4)

        17 September 1793: Law of suspects (III.4)

        16 October 1793: Execution of Marie-Antoinette (III.4)

        31 October 1793: Execution of Girondins (III.4)

        November–December 1793: Lucie’s vigils outside the
            prison of La Force (III.5)

        9 November 1793: Execution of Madame Roland (III.15)

        December 1793: The Terror in Lyon (mass drownings in
            Dickens’s ‘rivers of the South’) (III.4)

        December 1793: Darnay’s first trial; he is acquitted and
            rearrested; Carton arrives in Paris (III.6)

        December 1793 or January 1794; Second trial of Darnay; Darnay saved by
            Carton (III.9–15)

        FURTHER READING

        CRITICAL STUDIES OF A TALE OF TWO CITIES

        The following is a list in chronological order of readings on
            Dickens’s Tale which the present editor found particularly useful;
            for a thorough bibliographical survey through 1991, see Ruth F. Glancy, A Tale of
                Two Cities: An Annotated Bibliography (New York: Garland Publishing, Inc.,
            1993).

        Philip Collins, Dickens and Crime (London: Macmillan, 1962), pp.
            133–9, discusses A Tale in connection with the prison sections of
                American Notes and Little Dorrit. Georg Lukács, The
                Historical Novel, trans. Hannah and Stanley Mitchell (Lincoln: University of
            Nebraska Press, 1983; translation first published 1963), is helpful as much for its rich
            account of the genre of historical fiction, passim, as for its succinct
            criticisms of A Tale (which is said, pp. 243–4, to use the French
            Revolution for no more than ‘romantic background’). Taylor Stoehr,
                Dickens: The Dreamer’s Stance (Ithaca, NY: Cornell University
            Press, 1965), pp. 1–33, offers a shrewd stylistic reading, concentrating on
                A Tale’s expressive and rhetorical use of detail. Michael Slater,
                ‘The Bastille Prisoner: A reading Dickens never gave’,
                Études Anglaises 23 (1970), 190–96, discusses a reading
            from A Tale that Dickens prepared but did not give. Avrom Fleishman, The
                English Historical Novel (Baltimore: Johns Hopkins University Press, 1971),
            includes a good chapter on Dickens (pp. 102–26), particularly useful for the
            connections it makes between Barnaby Rudge and A Tale. John P.
            McWilliams, Jr, ‘Progress without politics: A Tale of Two
                Cities’, Clio 7 (1977), 19–31, criticizes the novel for
            what he sees as an attempt to deny the realities of history (this is one of the best
            negative essays on the Tale). Albert D. Hutter, ‘Nation and
            generation in A Tale of Two Cities’, PMLA 93 (1978),
            448–62, uses a Freudian frame of reference to evoke with great richness A
                Tale’s intricate parallels and crossings between domestic and
            national concerns. Robert Patten, Charles Dickens and His Publishers (Oxford:
                Clarendon Press, 1978), passim, provides a crucial core
            of information on the novel’s publishing history. David Tucker, ‘The
            text of the Oxford Illustrated Dickens A Tale of Two Cities: Some shortcomings
            noted’, Notes and Queries 223 (August 1978), 311–13, argues
            that the text of the novel first printed in All the Year Round is superior to
            the text in the monthly numbers. Andrew Sanders, The Victorian Historical Novel
                1840–1880 (New York: St Martin’s Press, 1979), pp.
            68–96, gives a positive reading of A Tale, in the general context of
            Victorian historical fiction; Sanders makes a strong minority case for finding the
            novel’s resurrection theme theologically convincing. John Kucich, Excess
                and Restraint in the Novels of Charles Dickens (Athens: University of Georgia
            Press, 1981), passim, pursues a thesis about the ‘tension between
            energy and limits’; he provides a compelling account of Carton’s
            ‘chaste suicide’ (in reading Kucich, it is hard not to recall G. K.
            Chesterton’s observation that Carton ‘is never so happy as when his
            head is being cut off’ (Introduction to the 1906 Everyman edition of A
                Tale, pp. v–xi)).

        Harry E. Shaw, The Forms of Historical Fiction: Sir Walter Scott and
                His Successors (Ithaca, NY: Cornell University Press, 1983), pp.
            91–8, maintains that A Tale treats history as a kind of pastoral, a
            way of screening out middle-class fears of revolution; the novel appeals ultimately to
            our ‘timeless hopes and fears’. Dickens Studies Annual,
            vol. 12 (1983), includes a lively group of ten essays on A Tale, many of them
            focusing on its relationship to Carlyle’s The French Revolution; by
            Richard Dunn, Catherine Gallagher, Edwin Eigner, Murray Baumgarten, Michael Timko, Carol
            Hanbery Mackay, Chris R. Vanden Bossche, Michael Goldberg, Branwen Bailey Pratt and
            Elliot Gilbert. Gilbert’s essay, ‘ ‘‘To awake
            from history’’: Carlyle, Thackeray, and A Tale of Two
                Cities’, pp. 247–65, which makes an excellent conclusion to
            this collection, suggests that A Tale is ‘the definitive statement
            about the nineteenth-century historical consciousness’, and comes surprisingly
            close to substantiating this claim. J. M. Rignall, ‘Dickens and the
            catastrophic continuum of history in A Tale of Two Cities’,
                ELH 51 (Fall 1984), 575–87, argues that A Tale envisions
            history as a deterministic process from which there is no escape without a
            ‘messianic intervention’. Garrett Stewart,
                Death Sentences: Styles of Dying in British Fiction (Cambridge, MA: Harvard
            University Press, 1984), pp. 83–97, offers a sustained stylistic analysis of
            Sydney Carton’s death. Kathryn M. Grossman, ‘
            ‘‘Angleterre et France
            mêlées’’: Fraternal visions in
                Quatrevingt-treize and A Tale of Two Cities’, in
                Victor Hugo et La Grande-Bretagne, ed. A. R. W. James (Liverpool: Frances
            Cairns, 1986), pp. 105–20, compares A Tale to Hugo’s
                Quatrevingt-treize, perhaps the most important French novel on the French
            Revolution, finding illuminating connections between the two. Sylvie Dallet, La
                Révolution Française et Le Cinéma, de Lumiére
                á la Télévision (Paris: Éditions des
            Quatre-Vents, 1988), passim, gives a rich survey of films on the French
            Revolution, from the very early twentieth century to the present, including many
            adaptations of A Tale (Dallet provides many excellent photographs). Barton
            Friedman, ‘Antihistory: Dickens’ A Tale of Two
            Cities’, in Fabricating History: English Writers on the French
                Revolution (Princeton: Princeton University Press, 1988), pp. 145–71,
            synthesizes recent criticism effectively; he is especially strong on the Soho retreat of
            Dr Manette. Andrew Sanders, ‘ ‘‘Cartloads of
            books’’: Some sources for A Tale of Two Cities’,
            in Dickens and Other Victorians, ed. Joanne Shattock (London: Macmillan, 1988),
            pp. 37–52, provides a summary of much previous research on the sources of the
            novel, as well as several important original findings.

        Cates Baldridge, ‘Alternatives to bourgeois individualism in
                A Tale of Two Cities’, Studies in English Literature 30
            (Autumn 1990), 633–54, offers a strong argument for Dickens’s
            attraction to the public, collective life of the French Revolution;
            Baldridge’s account of Mr Lorry is the best available, and his commentary on
            Carton is also highly illuminating. In Dandies and Desert Saints: Styles of
                Victorian Manhood (Ithaca, NY: Cornell University Press, 1995), pp.
            55–60, James Eli Adams treats Carton convincingly as a Carlylean dandy-hero.
            John Lamb’s ‘Revolution and moral management in A Tale of Two
                Cities’ (Dickens Studies Annual, vol. 25 (1996), pp.
            227–43) argues that the novel ‘seeks to define and manage
            transgressive political and sexual energy and to erase history by inscribing onto both
            the novel’s content and its form the Victorian psychiatric practice known as ‘‘moral
            management’’ ’. Garrett Stewart’s Dear
                Reader: The Conscripted Audience in Nineteenth-Century British Fiction
            (Baltimore: Johns Hopkins University Press, 1996), pp. 224–31, provides
            Stewart’s second intensive reading of Sydney Carton’s death,
            treating, this time around, ‘the relation of psychology to narrative reception
            in the whole cultural agenda of popular novel reading’ (229). Dickens
                Studies Annual, vol. 27 (1998), includes Kenneth Sroka, ‘A Tale of
            two gospels: Dickens and John’, pp. 145–69, and David Rosen,
                ‘A Tale of Two Cities: theology of revolution’; between
            them, these studies suggest that the topic of Christianity in A Tale is not yet
            exhausted. Finally, John Sutherland addresses the question, ‘Where does Sydney
            Carton get his chloroform from?’, in Who Betrays Elizabeth Bennet? Further
                Puzzles in Classic Fiction (Oxford: Oxford University Press, 1999). One cannot
            be sure that Carton is – anachronistically – using chloroform on
            Charles Darnay, but Sutherland’s essay remains a fascinating exercise in
            medical and literary detection.

        In After Dickens: Reading, Adaptation and Performance (Cambridge:
            Cambridge University Press, 1999), pp. 137–47, John Glavin reads A
                Tale as a conflict between ‘frivolity’ and melodrama.
            Glavin is interesting on the ‘golden arm’ outside the
            Manettes’ door, belonging, Dickens hypothesizes, to a giant who has
            ‘beaten himself precious’. Using a distinction borrowed from
            Diderot, Anny Sadrin studies the ‘theatricality’ of A Tale,
            comparing ‘the thrills of acting ‘‘from the
            heart’’ … and the intellectual challenge of acting
            ‘‘from reflection’’ ’ (‘The
            ‘‘Paradox of Acting’’ in A Tale of Two
                Cities’, Dickensian, Summer 2001, pp. 123–36).
            Mark Hennelly’s ‘ ‘‘Like or No
            Like’’: figuring the scapegoat in A Tale of Two
            Cities’ uses several well-known points of reference (Holman
            Hunt’s painting The Scapegoat, René Girard’s
            theories of sacrifice) to provide a surprisingly fresh treatment of scapegoating in
            Dickens’s novel (Dickens Studies Annual, vol. 30 (2001), pp.
            217–42). In Unequal Partners: Charles Dickens, Wilkie Collins, and
                Victorian Authorship (Ithaca, NY: Cornell University Press, 2002), Lillian
            Nayder presents significant new research into The Frozen Deep, as well as a
            broader account of various collaborations between Dickens and Collins.

        HISTORICAL STUDIES OF THE FRENCH REVOLUTION

        Several classic nineteenth-century studies of the French Revolution
            – Thomas Carlyle’s The French Revolution (especially close
            to Dickens’s own heart); Jules Michelet’s History of the French
                Revolution, trans. Charles Cocks, edited [abridged] and with an introduction by
            Gordon Wright (Chicago: University of Chicago Press, 1967); and Alexis de
            Tocqueville’s The Old Regime and the French Revolution, trans. Stuart
            Gilbert (Garden City, NY: Doubleday, 1955) – are easily to hand. More recent
            studies of the Revolution are both numerous and, often enough, high in quality. George
            Lefebvre’s fascinating analysis of mass panic, The Great Fear of 1789:
                Rural Panic in Revolutionary France, trans. Joan White (1932; New York:
            Schocken Books, 1973), makes compulsive reading. George Rudé’s
                The Crowd in the French Revolution (Oxford: Clarendon Press, 1959) is a
            classic study of a crucial issue. Though Karl Marx never wrote his proposed history of
            the National Convention, his thinking on the French Revolution has been widely
            influential; the Marxist position that the Revolution was bourgeois in nature, assisting
            the development of modern capitalism, has been powerfully argued in recent decades by
            Albert Soboul, The French Revolution, 1787–1799: From the Storming of the
                Bastille to Napoleon, trans. Alan Forrest and Colin Jones (New York: Vintage
            Books, 1974). In The Social Interpretation of the French Revolution (Cambridge:
            Cambridge University Press, 1964), Alfred Cobban offered an early and powerful
            revisionist view of the revolution, arguing that it was a movement against rather than
            for capitalism and modernization. François Furet’s Interpreting
                the French Revolution, trans. Elborg Forster (Cambridge: Cambridge University
            Press, 1981), makes a less moderate statement of the revisionist arguments pioneered by
            Cobban. Lynn Hunt, Politics, Culture, and Class in the French Revolution
            (Berkeley: University of California Press, 1984), aims ‘to rehabilitate the
            politics of revolution’, doing so through the study of ‘symbols and
            rituals’. In Citizens: A Chronicle of the French Revolution (New
            York: Alfred Knopf, 1989), Simon Schama gives an extraordinarily
            vivid, indeed novelistic, account of the Revolution, integrating many kinds of evidence
            – cultural, political, economic – with great skill; this book stands
            as the strongest synthetic account of the Revolution for a contemporary reader in the
            English language, but is seriously marred by an occasionally simplistic recycling of
            what have become revisionist clichés. (For a critique of Schama, consult
            Benjamin R. Barber, ‘The most sublime event’, Nation, 12
            March 1990.)

        Mona Ozouf, Festivals and the French Revolution, trans. Alan
            Sheridan (Cambridge, MA: Harvard University Press, 1988), presents an analytic but also
            celebratory and recuperative account of revolutionary festivals, showing how they
            accomplished a ‘transfer of sacrality onto political and social
            values’. Daniel Arasse, The Guillotine and the Terror, trans.
            Christopher Miller (London: Allen Lane, 1989), offers a sophisticated account of the
            execution practices of the Terror, so far as they were connected with that infamous
            ‘window’ through which so many victims were forced to look. David
            Bindman, The Shadow of the Guillotine: Britain and the French Revolution
            (London: British Museum Publications, 1989), presents a good survey of its subject with
            many fine plates. Jacques Solé, Questions of the French Revolution: A
                Historical Overview, trans. Shelley Temchin (New York: Random House, 1989),
            offers a fresh and intense account of familiar controversies, well adapted to the
            curious general reader. Sarah Maza, Private Lives and Public Affairs: The Causes
                Célébres of Prerevolutionary France (Berkeley: University of
            California Press, 1993), works from late eighteenth-century lawyers’ briefs
            towards a study of cultural scandals played out in pre-Revolutionary courts (the best
            known being the Diamond Necklace affair). Susan Dunn, The Deaths of Louis XVI:
                Regicide and the French Political Imagination (Princeton: Princeton University
            Press, 1994), combines literary and historical analysis to give a multi-layered account
            of the Revolution’s most famous moment of ritualized violence. In his
                Listening in Paris: A Cultural History (Berkeley: University of California
            Press, 1995), Part III, ‘The Exaltation of the Masses’, James H.
            Johnson studies the rich musical culture of the French Revolution. Hans-Jürgen
            Lüsebrink and Rolf Reichardt, The Bastille: A History of a Symbol
            of Despotism and Freedom, trans. Norbert Schürer
            (Durham, NC: Duke University Press, 1997), provide a sardonic, learned, stimulating, but
            sometimes all-too-smug, devaluation of a famous icon of Revolutionary history. Dominique
            Godineau, The Women of Paris and their French Revolution, trans. Katherine
            Streip (Berkeley: University of California Press, 1998), gives an account of Madame
            Defarge’s real-life counterparts and is much more positive about them than was
            Dickens. Finally, two short handbooks offer lucid summaries of crucial debates on the
            Revolution: T. C. W. Blanning, The French Revolution: Class War or Culture
                Clash?, 2nd edn (London: Macmillan Press, 1998), and Hugh Gough, The Terror
                in the French Revolution (London: Macmillan Press, 1998).

        A NOTE ON THE TEXT

        A Tale of Two Cities was written for Dickens’s new
            twopenny periodical All the Year Round. Its serialization helped the journal
            get off to a splendid start; while A Tale ran weekly, it sold 100,000 copies
            per issue, sometimes more. At the same time, the novelist insisted on reverting to his
            own favourite form of publication, issuing A Tale in eight monthly numbers with
            illustrations by his old collaborator Phiz. By the end of its run, this edition in
            monthly numbers, which lagged just a little behind that of the corresponding instalments
            in All the Year Round, was selling only 5,000 copies a month. It would seem,
            then, that most people who read A Tale before its publication in hard covers
            did so in All the Year Round.

        Most modern reissues of A Tale have been based on the first bound
            edition (published by Chapman and Hall), which is extremely close to the monthly
            numbers. This is somewhat more satisfactory than basing a copy-text on later editions
            corrected by Dickens, where the proliferation of errors tends to be considerable. On the
            other hand, as David Tucker was the first to argue (see Further Reading (1978)), the
                All the Year Round version is probably the best copy-text, for most
            purposes. It is preferable on the level of punctuation (by 1859, a matter over which
            authors had much more power than they had typically been able to exercise earlier in the
            century). Generally, the slightly more elaborate punctuation in the All the Year
                Round version gives a more precise and vivid sense of how the novel could be
                heard, of how it could be orally performed – always an important
            consideration with Dickens. (Penguin housestyling – single quotation marks
            instead of double, no full stop after abbreviated personal titles such as Mr, N dashes
            instead of unspaced M dashes, punctuation outside final quotation marks in some
            circumstances – does not interfere with these distinctive effects.) All
                the Year Round is also a more accurate text orthographically: it is
            enlightening to learn, in I.4, that Mr Lorry’s stockings
            were white as ‘specks of sail’, less enlightening (as the first
            bound edition tells us) that they were white as ‘specks of sale’.
            Finally, there is one conspicuous discrepancy between All the Year Round and
            the monthly numbers. In the monthly number version of Book II, the titles of chapters 7
            and 8 refer to Monsieur the Marquis as ‘Monseigneur’; the Marquis
            thus tends to be confused with the great ‘Monseigneur’ at court,
            whose favour the Marquis has lost. The All the Year Round’s chapter
            titles refer instead to ‘Monsieur the Marquis’, and its text makes
            accompanying clarifications, which helps the reader distinguish between these two
            characters (who, as it happens, have fundamentally different political and social
            sympathies).

        One further oddity about this Monsieur/Monseigneur confusion does not seem
            to have been noticed, though it suggests much about Dickens’s working habits.
            In at least some copies of the first bound edition, the table of contents gives the
            titles of II.7 and II.8 as ‘Monsieur the Marquis in Town’ and
            ‘Monsieur the Marquis in the Country’ (thus following the All
                the Year Round text) while the same chapter titles appear in the text as
            ‘Monseigneur in Town’ and ‘Monseigneur in the
            Country’. It is the present editor’s supposition that the table of
            contents was set newly for the first bound edition while the plates of the text were
            stereotyped from the monthly numbers. The novelist can thus be observed in the act of
            trying to get his text right, even at the last moment, but running out of time, energy
            or attention for this demanding and somewhat unrewarding task.

        For all the above reasons, this edition is based on the text of A
                Tale found in All the Year Round (thirty-one instalments, appearing
            between 30 April 1859 and 26 November 1859). Only a few emendations have been made. On
            p. 108 in the second line, the missing word ‘see’ is supplied from a
            later edition. I have allowed some small inconsistencies to stand; e.g. ‘Long
            Vacation’ in II.12 coexists with ‘long vacation’ in the
            previous chapter. A few obvious misprints have been corrected; e.g. I have substituted
            ‘exchanged’ for ‘xchanged’ in II.8 and
            ‘to’ for ‘ot’ in II.14 and some inconsistent
            hyphenation. Dickens’s Preface is, of course, taken from the first bound
            edition, where it initially appeared; it and the dedication are included
            (Appendix II). The manuscript of A Tale is in the Forster Collection at the
            Victoria and Albert Museum; my thanks to the curators for allowing me to examine it. An
            early edition of A Tale (T. B. Peterson & Brothers, n.d., but following
            the first US edition issued by the same publisher in 1859) intriguingly advertises that
            it was ‘printed originally from advanced proof-sheets purchased from the
            author, for which early proof-sheets, Charles Dickens was paid in cash. At that time,
            the sum of one thousand pounds sterling, in gold.’ The whereabouts of the
            proofs are not currently known; no one, to my knowledge, has collated Peterson or other
            American editions against the first bound edition text or the All the Year
                Round text to determine whether there are significant differences.

        Since the illustrations by Hablot Browne
            (‘Phiz’) do not appear in the All the Year Round text,
            having instead been commissioned for the monthly numbers, their inclusion here requires
            a word of explanation. Until recently, few editors have shown themselves deeply
            interested in illustrations; thus, while there is a rich literature on, say, the idea of
            the copy-text, there is no generally accepted theory of how plates or figures should be
            treated. Indeed, there is not even a reasoned consensus on whether (or why) they
            constitute a part of the text or texts that they accompany. The anomalous position of
            captions, which are often, as with Dickens, written by an author but seem to belong to
            the regime of images more than to that of words, only complicates the situation.
            Furthermore, in the case of Dickens’s novels, and of many other Victorian
            books, plates are often bound with text at the pleasure of readers or bookbinders rather
            than that of publishers; thus, for whatever reason, Dickens’s personal copy of
                A Tale does not include Browne’s illustrations.

        If editing a copy-text and choosing illustrations are related but
            separable endeavours – a thought the present editor is willing to entertain
            – one might well make an argument for dropping the original plates to A
                Tale, regardless of the text used – or for replacing them with the
            Marcus Stone plates commissioned for the Illustrated Library edition of 1864. The
            present edition, however, takes neither of these startling and
            interesting paths; instead, with less flamboyant heterodoxy, it uses the familiar Browne
            illustrations in conjunction with the All the Year Round text. There are
            several reasons for doing so: (1) Most of Browne’s efforts in A Tale
            are significantly better than their somewhat dim reputation would suggest (see
            ‘The Stoppage at the Fountain’, a beautiful and intricate piece of
            work). For the amateur, as for the expert, these illustrations provide both pleasure and
            instruction; in themselves, they are well worth having. (2) Furthermore, Dickens worked
            closely with Browne while engaged in publishing the novel (that is to say, while
            publishing both of the parallel serial versions).
                1
             Under these circumstances, his choice of plot twists to be illustrated –
            or at least his approval of Browne’s choices – is highly suggestive,
            significantly shaping the reader’s sense of what requires emphasis in this
            story – and perhaps of what cannot or should not be pictured. (3) Perhaps most
            importantly, Browne’s plates harmonize as well with the All the Year
                Round text as with the parallel monthly-issue text for which they were
            officially commissioned. That is, none of the discrepancies between the two texts, as
            described above, make the plates any less appropriate to one than to the other.

        At the very least, Browne’s plates should appear somewhere in an
            edition of A Tale. For the most part, I have located them where readers would
            conventionally expect to find them, near to the verbal cues provided by Dickens (the
            study of these cues is itself instructive). One exception is allowed. The front wrappers
            for the monthly issue (Browne’s brilliant imagining of contrasts between
            London and Paris), as well as the frontispiece and title-vignette designed to appear at
            the beginning of the first bound edition, are what one might call premonitory
            illustrations; instead of being designed to appear near specific cues, they
            programmatically lay out events or situations still to come – whereas All
                the Year Round keeps its reader somewhat more in the dark. Thus, it seemed best
            to put these premonitory illustrations in an appendix, where they can be consulted after
            a reading of A Tale.

        

        NOTE

        
                1.
             Thus, he writes to his publisher, Edward Chapman (16 October 1859), ‘I
            have not yet seen any sketches from Mr Browne for No. 6. Will you see to this, without
            loss of time … Will you also be so kind as to arrange with Mr Browne for the
            final plates for the book, so that he may not delay it?’ (The Letters of
            Charles Dickens, ed. Graham Storey, in progress (Oxford: Clarendon Press, 1997), IX, p.
            136). Browne dallies; through Chapman, Dickens insists on close scrutiny.
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BOOK THE FIRST RECALLED TO LIFE

CHAPTER 1

The Period

It was the best of times,1 it was the worst of times, it was the age of wisdom, it was the age of foolishness, it was the epoch of belief, it was the epoch of incredulity, it was the season of Light, it was the season of Darkness, it was the spring of hope, it was the winter of despair, we had everything before us, we had nothing before us, we were all going direct to Heaven, we were all going direct the other way – in short, the period was so far like the present period, that some of its noisiest authorities insisted on its being received, for good or for evil, in the superlative degree of comparison only.

There were a king with a large jaw and a queen with a plain face, on the throne of England; there were a king with a large jaw and a queen with a fair face, on the throne of France.2 In both countries it was clearer than crystal to the lords of the State preserves of loaves and fishes,3 that things in general were settled for ever.

It was the year of Our Lord one thousand seven hundred and seventy-five. Spiritual revelations were conceded to England at that favoured period, as at this. Mrs Southcott had recently attained her five-and-twentieth blessed birthday, of whom a prophetic private in the Life Guards4 had heralded the sublime appearance by announcing that arrangements were made for the swallowing up of London and Westminster. Even the Cock-lane ghost had been laid only a round dozen of years, after rapping out its messages, as the spirits of this very year last past5 (supernaturally deficient in originality) rapped out theirs. Mere messages in the earthly order of events had lately come to the English Crown and People, from a congress of British subjects in America:6 which, strange to relate, have proved more important to the human race than any communications yet received through any of the chickens of the Cock-lane brood.

France, less favoured on the whole as to matters spiritual than her sister of the shield and trident, rolled with exceeding smoothness down hill, making paper money and spending it.7 Under the guidance of her Christian pastors, she entertained herself, besides, with such humane achievements as sentencing a youth to have his hands cut off, his tongue torn out with pincers, and his body burned alive, because he had not kneeled down8 in the rain to do honour to a dirty procession of monks which passed within his view, at a distance of some fifty or sixty yards. It is likely enough that, rooted in the woods of France and Norway, there were growing trees, when that sufferer was put to death, already marked by the Woodman, Fate, to come down and be sawn into boards, to make a certain movable framework9 with a sack and a knife in it, terrible in history. It is likely enough that in the rough outhouses of some tillers of the heavy lands adjacent to Paris, there were sheltered from the weather that very day, rude carts, bespattered with rustic mire, snuffed about by pigs, and roosted in by poultry, which the Farmer, Death, had already set apart to be his tumbrils of the Revolution.10 But, that Woodman and that Farmer, though they work unceasingly, work silently, and no one heard them as they went about with muffled tread: the rather, forasmuch as to entertain any suspicion that they were awake, was to be atheistical and traitorous.

In England, there was scarcely an amount of order and protection to justify much national boasting. Daring burglaries by armed men, and highway robberies, took place in the capital itself every night; families were publicly cautioned not to go out of town without removing their furniture to upholsterers’ warehouses for security; the highwayman in the dark was a City tradesman in the light, and, being recognised and challenged by his fellow-tradesman whom he stopped in his character of ‘the Captain’, gallantly shot him through the head and rode away; the mail was waylaid by seven robbers, and the guard shot three dead, and then got shot dead himself by the other four, ‘in consequence of the failure of his ammunition’: after which the mail was robbed in peace; that magnificent potentate, the Lord Mayor of London, was made to stand and deliver on Turnham Green, by one highwayman, who despoiled the illustrious creature in sight of all his retinue; prisoners in London gaols fought battles with their turnkeys, and the majesty of the law fired blunderbusses in among them, loaded with rounds of shot and ball; thieves snipped off diamond crosses from the necks of noble lords at Court drawing-rooms; musketeers went into St Giles’s, to search for contraband goods, and the mob fired on the musketeers, and the musketeers fired on the mob; and nobody thought any of these occurrences much out of the common way. In the midst of them, the hangman, ever busy and ever worse than useless, was in constant requisition; now, stringing up long rows of miscellaneous criminals; now, hanging a housebreaker on Saturday who had been taken on Tuesday; now, burning people in the hand at Newgate by the dozen, and now burning pamphlets at the door of Westminster Hall;11 to-day, taking the life of an atrocious murderer, and to-morrow of a wretched pilferer who had robbed a farmer’s boy of sixpence.12

All these things, and a thousand like them, came to pass in and close upon the dear old year one thousand seven hundred and seventy-five. Environed by them, while the Woodman and the Farmer worked unheeded, those two of the large jaws, and those other two of the plain and the fair faces, trod with stir enough, and carried their divine rights with a high hand. Thus did the year one thousand seven hundred and seventy-five conduct their Greatnesses, and myriads of small creatures – the creatures of this chronicle among the rest – along the roads that lay before them.


CHAPTER 2

The Mail

It was the Dover road that lay, on a Friday night late in November, before the first of the persons with whom this history has business. The Dover road lay, as to him, beyond the Dover mail, as it lumbered up Shooter’s Hill.1 He walked up-hill in the mire by the side of the mail, as the rest of the passengers did; not because they had the least relish for walking exercise, under the circumstances, but because the hill, and the harness, and the mud, and the mail, were all so heavy, that the horses had three times already come to a stop, besides once drawing the coach across the road, with the mutinous intent of taking it back to Blackheath.2 Reins and whip and coachman and guard, however, in combination, had read that article of war which forbad a purpose otherwise strongly in favour of the argument, that some brute animals are endued with Reason;3 and the team had capitulated and returned to their duty.

With drooping heads and tremulous tails, they mashed their way through the thick mud, floundering and stumbling between whiles as if they were falling to pieces at the larger joints. As often as the driver rested them and brought them to a stand, with a wary ‘Wo-ho! so-ho then!’ the near leader violently shook his head and everything upon it – like an unusually emphatic horse, denying that the coach could be got up the hill. Whenever the leader made this rattle, the passenger started, as a nervous passenger might, and was disturbed in mind.

There was a steaming mist in all the hollows, and it had roamed in its forlornness up the hill, like an evil spirit, seeking rest and finding none. A clammy and intensely cold mist, it made its slow way through the air in ripples that visibly followed and overspread one another, as the waves of an unwholesome sea might do. It was dense enough to shut out everything from the light of the coach-lamps but these its own workings, and a few yards of road; and the reek of the labouring horses steamed into it, as if they had made it all.

Two other passengers, besides the one, were plodding up the hill by the side of the mail. All three were wrapped to the cheek-bones and over the ears, and wore jack-boots. Not one of the three could have said, from anything he saw, what either of the other two was like; and each was hidden under almost as many wrappers from the eyes of the mind, as from the eyes of the body, of his two companions. In those days, travellers were very shy of being confidential on a short notice, for anybody on the road might be a robber or in league with robbers. As to the latter, when every posting-house and ale-house could produce somebody in ‘the Captain’s’ pay, ranging from the landlord to the lowest stable nondescript, it was the likeliest thing upon the cards. So the guard of the Dover mail thought to himself, that Friday night in November one thousand seven hundred and seventy-five, lumbering up Shooter’s Hill, as he stood on his own particular perch behind the mail, beating his feet, and keeping an eye and a hand on the arm-chest before him, where a loaded blunderbuss lay at the top of six or eight loaded horse-pistols, deposited on a substratum of cutlass.

The Dover mail was in its usual genial position that the guard suspected the passengers, the passengers suspected one another and the guard, they all suspected everybody else, and the coachman was sure of nothing but the horses; as to which cattle he could with a clear conscience have taken his oath on the two Testaments that they were not fit for the journey.

‘Wo-ho!’ said the coachman. ‘So, then! One more pull and you’re at the top and be damned to you, for I have had trouble enough to get you to it! – Joe!’

‘Halloa!’ the guard replied.

‘What o’clock do you make it, Joe?’

‘Ten minutes good, past eleven.’

‘My blood!’ ejaculated the vexed coachman, ‘and not atop of Shooter’s yet! Tst! Yah! Get on with you!’

The emphatic horse, cut short by the whip in a most decided negative, made a scramble for it, and the three other horses followed suit. Once more, the Dover mail struggled on, with the jack-boots of its passengers squashing along by its side. They had stopped when the coach stopped, and they kept close company with it. If any one of the three had had the hardihood to propose to another to walk on a little ahead into the mist and darkness, he would have put himself in a fair way of getting shot instantly as a highwayman.

The last burst carried the mail to the summit of the hill. The horses stopped to breathe again, and the guard got down to skid the wheel for the descent,4 and open the coach door to let the passengers in.

‘Tst! Joe!’ cried the coachman in a warning voice, looking down from his box.

‘What do you say, Tom!’

They both listened.

‘I say a horse at a canter coming up, Joe.’

‘I say a horse at a gallop, Tom,’ returned the guard, leaving his hold of the door, and mounting nimbly to his place. ‘Gentlemen! In the king’s name, all of you!’

With this hurried adjuration, he cocked his blunderbuss, and stood on the offensive.

The passenger booked by this history,5 was on the coach step, getting in; the two other passengers were close behind him, and about to follow. He remained on the step, half in the coach and half out of it; they remained in the road below him. They all looked from the coachman to the guard, and from the guard to the coachman, and listened. The coachman looked back, and the guard looked back, and even the emphatic leader pricked up his ears and looked back, without contradicting.

The stillness consequent on the cessation of the rumbling and labouring of the coach, added to the stillness of the night, made it very quiet indeed. The panting of the horses communicated a tremulous motion to the coach, as if it were in a state of agitation. The hearts of the passengers beat loud enough perhaps to be heard; but at any rate, the quiet pause was audibly expressive of people out of breath, and holding the breath, and having the pulses quickened by expectation.

The sound of a horse at a gallop came fast and furiously up the hill.

‘So-ho!’ the guard sang out, as loud as he could roar. ‘Yo there! Stand! I shall fire!’

The pace was suddenly checked, and, with much splashing and floundering, a man’s voice called from the mist, ‘Is that the Dover mail?’

‘Never you mind what it is?’ the guard retorted. ‘What are you?’

‘Is that the Dover mail?’

‘Why do you want to know?’

‘I want a passenger, if it is.’

‘What passenger?’

‘Mr Jarvis Lorry.’

Our booked passenger showed in a moment that it was his name. The guard, the coachman, and the two other passengers, eyed him distrustfully.

‘Keep where you are,’ the guard called to the voice in the mist, ‘because, if I should make a mistake, it could never be set right in your lifetime. Gentleman of the name of Lorry answer straight.’

‘What is the matter?’ asked the passenger, then, with mildly quavering speech. ‘Who wants me? Is it Jerry?’

(‘I don’t like Jerry’s voice, if it is Jerry,’ growled the guard to himself. ‘He’s hoarser than suits me, is Jerry.’)

‘Yes, Mr Lorry.’

‘What is the matter?’

‘A despatch sent after you from over yonder. T. and Co.’

‘I know this messenger, guard,’ said Mr Lorry, getting down into the road – assisted from behind more swiftly than politely by the other two passengers, who immediately scrambled into the coach, shut the door, and pulled up the window. ‘He may come close; there’s nothing wrong.’

‘I hope there ain’t, but I can’t make so ’Nation6 sure of that,’ said the guard, in gruff soliloquy. ‘Hallo you!’

‘Well! And hallo you!’ said Jerry, more hoarsely than before.

‘Come on at a footpace; dy’e mind me? And if you’ve got holsters to that saddle o’ yourn, don’t let me see your hand go nigh ’em. For I’m a devil at a quick mistake, and when I make one it takes the form of Lead. So now let’s look at you.’

The figures of a horse and rider came slowly through the eddying mist, and came to the side of the mail, where the passenger stood. The rider stooped, and, casting up his eyes at the guard, handed the passenger a small folded paper. The rider’s horse was blown, and both horse and rider were covered with mud, from the hoofs of the horse to the hat of the man.

‘Guard!’ said the passenger, in a tone of quiet business confidence.

The watchful guard, with his right hand at the stock of his raised blunderbuss, his left at the barrel, and his eye on the horseman, answered curtly, ‘Sir.’

‘There is nothing to apprehend. I belong to Tellson’s Bank.7 You must know Tellson’s Bank in London. I am going to Paris on business. A crown to drink. I may read this?’

‘If so be as you’re quick, sir.’

He opened it in the light of the coach-lamp on that side, and read – first to himself and then aloud: ‘ ‘‘Wait at Dover for Ma’amselle.’’ It’s not long, you see, guard. Jerry, say that my answer was, RECALLED TO LIFE.’

Jerry started in his saddle. ‘That’s a Blazing strange answer, too,’ said he, at his hoarsest.

‘Take that message back, and they will know that I received this, as well as if I wrote. Make the best of your way. Good night.’

With those words the passenger opened the coach door and got in; not at all assisted by his fellow-passengers, who had expeditiously secreted their watches and purses in their boots, and were now making a general pretence of being asleep. With no more definite purpose than to escape the hazard of originating any other kind of action.

The coach lumbered on again, with heavier wreaths of mist closing round it as it began the descent. The guard soon replaced his blunderbuss in his arm-chest, and, having looked to the rest of its contents, and having looked to the supplementary pistols that he wore in his belt, looked to a smaller chest beneath his seat, in which there were a few smith’s tools, a couple of torches, and a tinder-box. For he was furnished with that completeness, that if the coach-lamps had been blown and stormed out, which did occasionally happen, he
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had only to shut himself up inside, keep the flint and steel sparks well off the straw, and get a light with tolerable safety and ease (if he were lucky) in five minutes.

‘Tom!’ softly over the coach-roof.

‘Hallo, Joe.’

‘Did you hear the message?’

‘I did, Joe.’

‘What did you make of it, Tom?’

‘Nothing at all, Joe.’

‘That’s a coincidence, too,’ the guard mused, ‘for I made the same of it myself.’

Jerry, left alone in the mist and darkness, dismounted meanwhile, not only to ease his spent horse, but to wipe the mud from his face, and shake the wet out of his hat-brim, which might be capable of holding about half a gallon. After standing with the bridle over his heavily-splashed arm, until the wheels of the mail were no longer within hearing and the night was quite still again, he turned to walk down the hill.

‘After that there gallop from Temple-bar,8 old lady, I won’t trust your fore-legs till I get you on the level,’ said this hoarse messenger, glancing at his mare. ‘ ‘‘Recalled to life.’’ That’s a Blazing strange message. Much of that wouldn’t do for you, Jerry! I say, Jerry! You’d be in a Blazing bad way, if recalling to life was to come into fashion, Jerry!’


CHAPTER 3

The Night Shadows

A wonderful fact to reflect upon, that every human creature is constituted to be that profound secret and mystery to every other. A solemn consideration, when I enter a great city by night, that every one of those darkly clustered houses encloses its own secret; that every room in every one of them encloses its own secret; that every beating heart in the hundreds of thousands of breasts there, is, in some of its imaginings, a secret to the heart nearest it! Something of the awfulness, even of Death itself, is referable to this. No more can I turn the leaves of this dear book that I loved, and vainly hope in time to read it all. No more can I look into the depths of this unfathomable water, wherein, as momentary lights glanced into it, I have had glimpses of buried treasure and other things submerged. It was appointed that the book should shut with a spring, for ever and for ever, when I had read but a page. It was appointed that the water should be locked in an eternal frost, when the light was playing on its surface, and I stood in ignorance on the shore. My friend is dead, my neighbour is dead, my love, the darling of my soul, is dead; it is the inexorable consolidation and perpetuation of the secret that was always in that individuality, and which I shall carry in mine to my life’s end. In any of the burial-places of this city through which I pass, is there a sleeper more inscrutable than its busy inhabitants are, in their innermost personality, to me, or than I am to them?

As to this, his natural and not to be alienated inheritance, the messenger on horseback had exactly the same possessions as the King, the first Minister of State, or the richest merchant in London. So with the three passengers shut up in the narrow compass of one lumbering old mail coach; they were mysteries to one another, as complete as if each had been in his own coach and six, or his own coach and sixty, with the breadth of a county between him and the next.

The messenger rode back at an easy trot, stopping pretty often at ale-houses by the way to drink, but evincing a tendency to keep his own counsel, and to keep his hat cocked over his eyes. He had eyes that assorted very well with that decoration, being of a surface black, with no depth in the colour or form, and much too near together – as if they were afraid of being found out in something, singly, if they kept too far apart. They had a sinister expression, under an old cocked-hat like a three-cornered spittoon, and over a great muffler for the chin and throat, which descended nearly to the wearer’s knees. When he stopped for drink, he moved this muffler with his left hand, only while he poured his liquor in with his right; as soon as that was done, he muffled again.

‘No, Jerry, no!’ said the messenger, harping on one theme as he rode. ‘It wouldn’t do for you, Jerry. Jerry, you honest tradesman, it wouldn’t suit your line of business! Recalled—! Bust me if I don’t think he’d been a drinking!’

His message perplexed his mind to that degree that he was fain, several times, to take off his hat to scratch his head. Except on the crown, which was raggedly bald, he had stiff, black hair, standing jaggedly all over it, and growing down-hill almost to his broad, blunt nose. It was so like smith’s work, so much more like the top of a strongly spiked wall than a head of hair, that the best of players at leap-frog might have declined him, as the most dangerous man in the world to go over.

While he trotted back with the message he was to deliver to the night watchman in his box at the door of Tellson’s Bank, by Temple-bar, who was to deliver it to greater authorities within, the shadows of the night took such shapes to him as arose out of the message, and took such shapes to the mare as arose out of her private topics of uneasiness. They seemed to be numerous, for she shied at every shadow on the road.

What time, the mail-coach lumbered, jolted, rattled, and bumped upon its tedious way, with its three fellow inscrutables inside. To whom, likewise, the shadows of the night revealed themselves, in the forms their dozing eyes and wandering thoughts suggested.

Tellson’s Bank had a run upon it in the mail. As the bank passenger – with an arm drawn through the leathern strap, which did what lay in it to keep him from pounding against the next passenger, and driving him into his corner, whenever the coach got a special jolt – nodded in his place with half-shut eyes, the little coach-windows, and the coach-lamp dimly gleaming through them, and the bulky bundle of opposite passenger, became the bank, and did a great stroke of business. The rattle of the harness was the chink of money, and more drafts were honoured in five minutes than even Tellson’s, with all its foreign and home connexion, ever paid in thrice the time. Then, the strong-rooms underground, at Tellson’s, with such of their valuable stores and secrets as were known to the passenger (and it was not a little that he knew about them), opened before him, and he went in among them with the great keys and the feebly-burning candle, and found them safe, and strong, and sound, and still, just as he had last seen them.

But, though the bank was almost always with him,1 and though the coach (in a confused way, like the presence of pain under an opiate), was always with him, there was another current of impression that never ceased to run, all through the night. He was on his way to dig some one out of a grave.

Now, which of the multitude of faces that showed themselves before him was the true face of the buried person, the shadows of the night did not indicate; but they were all the faces of a man of five-and-forty by years, and they differed principally in the passions they expressed, and in the ghastliness of their worn and wasted state. Pride, contempt, defiance, stubbornness, submission, lamentation, succeeded one another; so did varieties of sunken cheek, cadaverous colour, emaciated hands and figures. But the face was in the main one face, and every head was prematurely white. A hundred times the dozing passenger inquired of this spectre:

‘Buried how long?’

The answer was always the same: ‘Almost eighteen years.’

‘You had abandoned all hope of being dug out?’

‘Long ago.’

‘You know that you are recalled to life?’

‘They tell me so.’

‘I hope you care to live?’

‘I can’t say.’

‘Shall I show her to you? Will you come and see her?’

The answers to this question were various and contradictory. Sometimes the broken reply was, ‘Wait! It would kill me if I saw her too soon.’ Sometimes, it was given in a tender rain of tears, and then it was, ‘Take me to her.’ Sometimes, it was staring and bewildered, and then it was, ‘I don’t know her. I don’t understand.’

After such imaginary discourse, the passenger in his fancy would dig, and dig, dig – now, with a spade, now with a great key, now with his hands – to dig this wretched creature out. Got out at last, with earth hanging about his face and hair, he would suddenly fall away to dust.2 The passenger would then start to himself, and lower the window, to get the reality of mist and rain on his cheek.

Yet even when his eyes were opened on the mist and rain, on the moving patch of light from the lamps, and the hedge at the roadside retreating by jerks, the night shadows outside the coach would fall into the train of the night shadows within. The real Banking-house by Temple-bar, the real business of the past day, the real strong-rooms, the real express sent after him, and the real message returned, would all be there. Out of the midst of them, the ghostly face would rise, and he would accost it again.

‘Buried how long?’

‘Almost eighteen years.’

‘I hope you care to live?’

‘I can’t say.’

Dig – dig – dig – until an impatient movement from one of the two passengers would admonish him to pull up the window, draw his arm securely through the leathern strap, and speculate upon the two slumbering forms, until his mind lost its hold of them, and they again slid away into the bank and the grave.

‘Buried how long?’

‘Almost eighteen years.’

‘You had abandoned all hope of being dug out?’

‘Long ago.’

The words were still in his hearing as just spoken – distinctly in his hearing as ever spoken words had been in his life – when the weary passenger started to the consciousness of daylight, and found that the shadows of the night were gone.

He lowered the window, and looked out at the rising sun. There was a ridge of ploughed land, with a plough upon it where it had been left last night when the horses were unyoked; beyond, a quiet coppice-wood, in which many leaves of burning red and golden yellow still remained upon the trees. Though the earth was cold and wet, the sky was clear, and the sun rose bright, placid, and beautiful.

‘Eighteen years!’ said the passenger, looking at the sun. ‘Gracious Creator of Day! To be buried alive for eighteen years!’

[end of instalment 1]


CHAPTER 4

The Preparation

When the mail got successfully to Dover, in the course of the forenoon, the head-drawer at the Royal George Hotel1 opened the coach-door, as his custom was. He did it with some flourish of ceremony, for a mail journey from London in winter was an achievement to congratulate an adventurous traveller upon.

By that time, there was only one adventurous traveller left to be congratulated; for, the two others had been set down at their respective roadside destinations. The mildewy inside of the coach, with its damp and dirty straw, its disagreeable smell, and its obscurity, was rather like a larger sort of dog-kennel. Mr Lorry, the passenger, shaking himself out of it, in chains of straw, a tangle of shaggy wrapper, flapping hat, and muddy legs, was rather like a larger sort of dog.

‘There will be a packet to Calais to-morrow, drawer?’

‘Yes, sir, if the weather holds and the wind sets tolerable fair. The tide will serve pretty nicely at about two in the afternoon, sir. Bed, sir?’

‘I shall not go to bed till night; but I want a bedroom, and a barber.’

‘And then breakfast, sir? Yes, sir. That way, sir, if you please. Show Concord!2 Gentleman’s valise and hot water to Concord. Pull off gentleman’s boots in Concord. (You will find a fine sea-coal3 fire, sir.) Fetch barber to Concord. Stir about there, now, for Concord!’

The Concord bed-chamber being always assigned to a passenger by the mail, and passengers by the mail being always heavily wrapped up from head to foot, the room had the odd interest for the establishment of the Royal George, that although but one kind of man was seen to go into it, all kinds and varieties of men came out of it. Consequently, another drawer, and two porters, and several maids, and the landlady, were all loitering by accident at various points of the road between the Concord and the coffee-room, when a gentleman of sixty, formally dressed in a brown suit of clothes, pretty well worn, but very well kept, with large square cuffs and large flaps to the pockets, passed along on his way to his breakfast.

The coffee-room had no other occupant, that forenoon, than the gentleman in brown. His breakfast-table was drawn before the fire, and as he sat, with its light shining on him, waiting for the meal, he sat so still, that he might have been sitting for his portrait.

Very orderly and methodical he looked, with a hand on each knee, and a loud watch ticking a sonorous sermon under his flapped waistcoat, as though it pitted its gravity and longevity against the levity and evanescence of the brisk fire. He had a good leg, and was a little vain of it, for his brown stockings fitted sleek and close, and were of a fine texture; his shoes and buckles, too, though plain, were trim. He wore an odd little sleek crisp flaxen wig, setting very close to his head: which wig, it is to be presumed, was made of hair, but which looked far more as though it were spun from filaments of silk or glass. His linen, though not of a fineness in accordance with his stockings, was as white as the tops of the waves that broke upon the neighbouring beach, or the specks of sail that glinted in the sunlight far at sea. A face, habitually suppressed and quieted, was still lighted up under the quaint wig by a pair of moist bright eyes that it must have cost their owner, in years gone by, some pains to drill to the composed and reserved expression of Tellson’s Bank. He had a healthy colour in his cheeks, and his face, though lined, bore few traces of anxiety. But, perhaps the confidential bachelor clerks in Tellson’s Bank were principally occupied with the cares of other people; and perhaps second-hand cares, like second-hand clothes, come easily off and on.

Completing his resemblance to a man who was sitting for his portrait, Mr Lorry dropped off asleep. The arrival of his breakfast roused him, and he said to the drawer, as he moved his chair to it:

‘I wish accommodation prepared for a young lady who may come here at any time to-day. She may ask for Mr Jarvis Lorry, or she may only ask for a gentleman from Tellson’s Bank. Please to let me know.’

‘Yes, sir. Tellson’s Bank in London, sir.’

‘Yes.’

‘Yes, sir. We have oftentimes the honour to entertain your gentlemen in their travelling backwards and forwards betwixt London and Paris, sir. A vast deal of travelling, sir, in Tellson and Company’s House.’

‘Yes. We are quite a French house, as well as an English one.’

‘Yes, sir. Not much in the habit of such travelling yourself, I think, sir?’

‘Not of late years. It is fifteen years since we – since I – came last from France.’

‘Indeed, sir? That was before my time here, sir. Before our people’s time here, sir. The George was in other hands at that time, sir.’

‘I believe so.’

‘But I would hold a pretty wager, sir, that a House like Tellson and Company was flourishing, a matter of fifty, not to speak of fifteen years ago?’

‘You might treble that, and say a hundred and fifty, yet not be far from the truth.’

‘Indeed, sir!’

Rounding his mouth and both his eyes, as he stepped backward from the table, the waiter shifted his napkin from his right arm to his left, dropped into a comfortable attitude, and stood surveying the guest while he ate and drank, as from an observatory or watch-tower. According to the immemorial usage of waiters in all ages.

When Mr Lorry had finished his breakfast, he went out for a stroll on the beach. The little narrow, crooked town of Dover hid itself away from the beach, and ran its head into the chalk-cliffs, like a marine ostrich. The beach was a desert of heaps of sea and stones tumbling wildly about, and the sea did what it liked, and what it liked was destruction. It thundered at the town, and thundered at the cliffs, and brought the coast down, madly. The air among the houses was of so strong a piscatory flavour that one might have supposed sick fish went up to be dipped in it, as sick people went down to be dipped in the sea. A little fishing was done in the port, and a quantity of strolling about by night, and looking seaward: particularly at those times when the tide made, and was near flood. Small tradesmen, who did no business whatever, sometimes unaccountably realised large fortunes, and it was remarkable that nobody in the neighbourhood could endure a lamplighter.

As the day declined into the afternoon, and the air, which had been at intervals clear enough to allow the French coast to be seen, became again charged with mist and vapour, Mr Lorry’s thoughts seemed to cloud too. When it was dark, and he sat before the coffee-room fire, awaiting his dinner as he had awaited his breakfast, his mind was busily digging, digging, digging, in the live red coals.

A bottle of good claret after dinner does a digger in the red coals no harm, otherwise than as it has a tendency to throw him out of work. Mr Lorry had been idle a long time, and had just poured out his last glassful of wine with as complete an appearance of satisfaction as is ever to be found in an elderly gentleman of a fresh complexion who has got to the end of a bottle, when a rattling of wheels came up the narrow street, and rumbled into the inn-yard.

He set down his glass untouched. ‘This is Mam’selle!’ said he.

In a very few minutes the waiter came in, to announce that Miss Manette had arrived from London, and would be happy to see the gentleman from Tellson’s.

‘So soon?’

Miss Manette had taken some refreshment on the road, and required none then, and was extremely anxious to see the gentleman from Tellson’s immediately, if it suited his pleasure and convenience.

The gentleman from Tellson’s had nothing left for it but to empty his glass with an air of stolid desperation, settle his odd little flaxen wig at the ears, and follow the waiter to Miss Manette’s apartment. It was a large, dark room, furnished in a funereal manner with black horsehair, and loaded with heavy dark tables. These had been oiled and oiled, until the two tall candles on the table in the middle of the room were gloomily reflected on every leaf; as if they were buried, in deep graves of black mahogany, and no light to speak of could be expected from them until they were dug out.

The obscurity was so difficult to penetrate that Mr Lorry, picking his way over the well-worn Turkey carpet, supposed Miss Manette to be, for the moment, in some adjacent room, until, having got past the two tall candles, he saw standing to receive him by the table between them and the fire, a young lady of not more than seventeen, in a riding-cloak, and still holding her straw travelling-hat by its ribbon, in her hand. As his eyes rested on a short, slight-pretty figure, a quantity of golden hair, a pair of blue eyes that met his own with an inquiring look, and a forehead with a singular capacity (remembering how young and smooth it was), of lifting and knitting itself into an expression that was not quite one of perplexity, or wonder, or alarm, or merely of a bright fixed attention, though it included all the four expressions – as his eyes rested on these things, a sudden vivid likeness passed before him, of a child whom he had held in his arms on the passage across that very Channel, one cold time, when the hail drifted heavily and the sea ran high. The likeness passed away, say, like a breath along the surface of the gaunt pier-glass behind her, on the frame of which, a hospital procession of negro cupids, several headless and all cripples, were offering black baskets of Dead-Sea fruit to black divinities of the feminine gender – and he made his formal bow to Miss Manette.

‘Pray take a seat, sir.’ In a very clear and pleasant young voice: a little foreign in its accent, but a very little indeed.

‘I kiss your hand, miss,’ said Mr Lorry, with the manners of an earlier date, as he made his formal bow again, and took his seat.

‘I received a letter from the Bank, sir, yesterday, informing me that some new intelligence – or discovery—’

‘The word is not material, miss; either word will do.’

‘– respecting the small property of my poor father whom I never saw – so long dead—’

Mr Lorry moved in his chair, and cast a troubled look towards the hospital procession of negro cupids. As if they had any help for anybody in their absurd baskets!

‘– rendered it necessary that I should go to Paris there to communicate with a gentleman of the Bank, so good as to be despatched to Paris for the purpose.’

‘Myself.’

‘As I was prepared to hear, sir.’

She curtseyed to him (young ladies made curtseys in those days), with a pretty desire to convey to him that she felt how much older and wiser he was than she. He made her another bow.

‘I replied to the Bank, sir, that as it was considered necessary, by those who know, and who are so kind as to advise me, that I should go to France, and that as I am an orphan and have no friend who could go with me, I should esteem it highly if I might be permitted to place myself, during the journey, under that worthy gentleman’s protection. The gentleman had left London, but I think a messenger was sent after him to beg the favour of his waiting for me here.’

‘I was happy,’ said Mr Lorry, ‘to be entrusted with the charge. I shall be more happy to execute it.’

‘Sir, I thank you indeed. I thank you very gratefully. It was told me by the Bank that the gentleman would explain to me the details of the business, and that I must prepare myself to find them of a surprising nature. I have done my best to prepare myself, and I naturally have a strong and eager interest to know what they are.’

‘Naturally,’ said Mr Lorry. ‘Yes – I—’

After a pause, he added, again settling the crisp flaxen wig at the ears:

‘It is very difficult to begin.’

He did not begin, but, in his indecision, met her glance. The young forehead lifted itself into that singular expression – but it was pretty and characteristic, besides being singular – and she raised her hand, as if with an involuntary action she caught at, or stayed, some passing shadow.

‘Are you quite a stranger to me, sir?’

‘Am I not?’ Mr Lorry opened his hands, and extended them outward with an argumentative smile.

Between the eyebrows and just over the little feminine nose, the line of which was as delicate and fine as it was possible to be, the expression deepened itself as she took her seat thoughtfully in the chair by which she had hitherto remained standing. He watched her as she mused, and, the moment she raised her eyes again, went on:

‘In your adopted country, I presume, I cannot do better than address you as a young English lady, Miss Manette?’

‘If you please, sir.’

‘Miss Manette, I am a man of business. I have a business charge to acquit myself of. In your reception of it, don’t heed me any more than if I was a speaking machine – truly, I am not much else. I will, with your leave, relate to you, miss, the story of one of our customers.’

‘Story!’

He seemed wilfully to mistake the word she had repeated, when he added, in a hurry, ‘Yes, customers; in the banking business we usually call our connexion our customers. He was a French gentleman; a scientific gentleman; a man of great acquirements – a Doctor.’

‘Not of Beauvais?’4

‘Why, yes, of Beauvais. Like Monsieur Manette, your father, the gentleman was of Beauvais. Like Monsieur Manette, your father, the gentleman was of repute in Paris. I had the honour of knowing him there. Our relations were business relations, but confidential. I was at that time in our French House, and, had been – oh! twenty years.’

‘At that time – I may ask, at what time, sir?’

‘I speak, miss, of twenty years ago. He married – an English lady – and I was one of the trustees. His affairs, like the affairs of many other French gentlemen and French families, were entirely in Tellson’s hands. In a similar way, I am, or I have been, trustee of one kind or other for scores of our customers. These are mere business relations, miss; there is no friendship in them, no particular interest, nothing like sentiment. I have passed from one to another, in the course of my business life, just as I pass from one of our customers to another in the course of my business day; in short, I have no feelings; I am a mere machine. To go on—’

‘But this is my father’s story, sir; and I begin to think’ – the curiously roughened forehead was very intent upon him – ‘that when I was left an orphan, through my mother’s surviving my father only two years, it was you who brought me to England. I am almost sure it was you.’

Mr Lorry took the hesitating little hand that confidingly advanced to take his, and he put it with some ceremony to his lips. He then conducted the young lady straightway to her chair again, and, holding the chair-back with his left hand, and using his right by turns to rub his chin, pull his wig at the ears, or point what he said, stood looking down into her face while she sat looking up into his.

‘Miss Manette, it was I. And you will see how truly I spoke of myself just now, in saying I had no feelings, and that all the relations I hold with my fellow-creatures are mere business relations, when you reflect that I have never seen you since. No; you have been the ward of Tellson’s House since, and I have been busy with the other business of Tellson’s House since. Feelings! I have no time for them, no chance of them. I pass my whole life, miss, in turning an immense pecuniary Mangle.’

After this odd description of his daily routine of employment, Mr Lorry flattened his flaxen wig upon his head with both hands (which was most unnecessary, for nothing could be flatter than its shining surface was before), and resumed his former attitude.

‘So far, miss (as you have remarked), this is the story of your regretted father. Now comes the difference. If your father had not died when he did—Don’t be frightened! How you start!’

She did, indeed, start. And she caught his wrist with both her hands.

‘Pray,’ said Mr Lorry, in a soothing tone, bringing his left hand from the back of the chair to lay it on the supplicatory fingers that clasped him in so violent a tremble: ‘pray control your agitation – a matter of business. As I was saying—’

Her look so discomposed him that he stopped, wandered, and began anew:

‘As I was saying; if Monsieur Manette had not died; if he had suddenly and silently disappeared; if he had been spirited away; if it had not been difficult to guess to what dreadful place, though no art could trace him; if he had an enemy in some compatriot who could exercise a privilege that I in my own time have known the boldest people afraid to speak of in a whisper, across the water, there; for instance, the privilege of filling up blank forms5 for the consignment of any one to the oblivion of a prison for any length of time; if his wife had implored the king, the queen, the court, the clergy, for any tidings of him, and all quite in vain; – then the history of your father would have been the history of this unfortunate gentleman, the Doctor of Beauvais.’

‘I entreat you to tell me more, sir.’

‘I will. I am going to. You can bear it?’

‘I can bear anything but the uncertainty you leave me in at this moment.’

‘You speak collectedly, and you – are collected. That’s good!’ (Though his manner was less satisfied than his words.) ‘A matter of business. Regard it as a matter of business – business that must be done. Now, if this Doctor’s wife, though a lady of great courage and spirit, had suffered so intensely from this cause before her little child was born—’

‘The little child was a daughter, sir.’

‘A daughter. A – a – matter of business – don’t be distressed. Miss, if the poor lady had suffered so intensely before her little child was born, that she came to the determination of sparing the poor child the inheritance of any part of the agony she had known the pains of, by rearing her in the belief that her father was dead—No, don’t kneel! In Heaven’s name why should you kneel to me!’

‘For the truth. O dear, good, compassionate sir, for the truth!’

‘A – a matter of business. You confuse me, and how can I transact business if I am confused? Let us be clear-headed. If you could kindly mention now, for instance, what nine times ninepence are, or how many shillings in twenty guineas, it would be so encouraging. I should be so much more at my ease about your state of mind.’

Without directly answering to this appeal, she sat so still when he had very gently raised her, and the hands that had not ceased to clasp his wrists were so much more steady than they had been, that she communicated some reassurance to Mr Jarvis Lorry.

‘That’s right, that’s right. Courage! Business! You have business before you; useful business. Miss Manette, your mother took this course with you. And when she died – I believe broken-hearted – having never slackened her unavailing search for your father, she left you, at two years old, to grow to be blooming, beautiful, and happy, without the dark cloud upon you of living in uncertainty whether your father soon wore his heart out in prison, or wasted there through many lingering years.’

As he said the words, he looked down, with an admiring pity, on the flowing golden hair; as if he pictured to himself that it might have been already tinged with grey.

‘You know that your parents had no great possession, and that what they had was secured to your mother and to you. There has been no new discovery, of money, or of any other property; but—’

He felt his wrist held closer, and he stopped. The expression in the forehead, which had so particularly attracted his notice, and which was now immovable, had deepened into one of pain and horror.

‘But he has been – been found. He is alive. Greatly changed, it is too probable; almost a wreck, it is possible; though we will hope the best. Still, alive. Your father has been taken to the house of an old servant in Paris, and we are going there: I, to identify him, if I can: you to restore him to life, love, duty, rest, comfort.’

A shiver ran through her frame, and from it through his. She said, in a low, distinct, awe-stricken voice, as if she were saying it in a dream,

‘I am going to see his Ghost! It will be his Ghost – not him!’

Mr Lorry quietly chafed the hands that held his arm. ‘There, there, there! See now, see now! The best and the worst are known to you now. You are well on your way to the poor wronged gentleman, and, with a fair sea voyage, and a fair land journey, you will be soon at his dear side.’

She repeated in the same tone, sunk to a whisper, ‘I have been free, I have been happy, yet his Ghost has never haunted me!’

‘Only one thing more,’ said Mr Lorry, laying stress upon it as a wholesome means of enforcing her attention: ‘he has been found under another name; his own, long forgotten or long concealed. It would be worse than useless now to inquire which; worse than useless to seek to know whether he has been for years overlooked, or always designedly held prisoner. It would be worse than useless now to make any inquiries, because it would be dangerous. Better not to mention the subject, anywhere or in any way, and to remove him – for a while at all events – out of France. Even I, safe as an Englishman, and even Tellson’s, important as they are to French credit, avoid all naming of the matter. I carry about me, not a scrap of writing openly referring to it. This is a secret service altogether. My credentials, entries, and memoranda, are all comprehended in the one line, ‘‘Recalled to Life’’; which may mean anything. But what is the matter! She doesn’t notice a word! Miss Manette!’

Perfectly still and silent, and not even fallen back in her chair, she sat under his hand, utterly insensible, with her eyes open and fixed upon him, and with that last expression looking as if it were carved or branded into her forehead. So close was her hold upon his arm, that he feared to detach himself lest he should hurt her; therefore he called out loudly for assistance without moving.

A wild-looking woman, whom, even in his agitation, Mr Lorry observed to be all of a red colour, and to have red hair, and to be dressed in some extraordinary tight-fitting fashion, and to have on her head a most wonderful bonnet like a Grenadier wooden measure, and good measure too, or a great Stilton cheese,6 came running into the room in advance of the inn servants, and soon settled the question of his detachment from the poor young lady, by laying a brawny hand upon his chest, and sending him flying back against the nearest wall.

(‘I really think this must be a man!’ was Mr Lorry’s breathless reflection, simultaneously with his coming against the wall.)

‘Why, look at you all!’ bawled this figure, addressing the inn servants. ‘Why don’t you go and fetch things, instead of standing there staring at me? I am not so much to look at, am I? Why don’t you go and fetch things? I’ll let you know, if you don’t bring smelling-salts, cold water, and vinegar, quick, I will!’

There was an immediate dispersal for these restoratives, and she softly laid the patient on a sofa, and tended her with great skill and gentleness: calling her ‘my precious!’ and ‘my bird!’ and spreading her golden hair aside over her shoulders with great pride and care.

‘And you in brown!’ she said, indignantly turning on Mr Lorry; ‘couldn’t you tell her what you had to tell her, without frightening her to death? Look at her, with her pretty pale face and her cold hands. Do you call that being a Banker?’

Mr Lorry was so exceedingly disconcerted by a question so hard to answer, that he could only look on, at a distance, with much feebler sympathy and humility, while the strong woman, having banished the inn servants under the mysterious penalty of ‘letting them know’ something not mentioned if they stayed there, staring, recovered her charge by a regular series of gradations, and coaxed her to lay her drooping head upon her shoulder.

‘I hope she will do well now,’ said Mr Lorry.

‘No thanks to you in brown, if she does. My darling pretty!’

‘I hope,’ said Mr Lorry, after another pause of feeble sympathy and humility, ‘that you accompany Miss Manette to France?’

‘A likely thing, too!’ replied the strong woman. ‘If it was ever intended that I should go across salt water, do you suppose Providence would have cast my lot in an island?’

This being another question hard to answer, Mr Jarvis Lorry withdrew to consider it.

[end of instalment 2]
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