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CHAPTER ONE

The Mail

On the night of Friday, November 23rd, 1775, the Do-
ver mail lumbered up Shooter’s Hill in the thick of an
English fog. The coach was late. On his perch behind
stood the guard, his eyes alert, searching the shadows on
either side, for these were the days when anybody on the
road might be a robber or in the pay of a highwayman.

Three passengers plodded wearily up the hill by the
side of the mail. A thin rain was falling, cold and steady,
shining in beads on their top-coats in the dull gleam of
the coach-lamps. .

Slowly the mail struggled on. A last burst carried it to
the crown of the hill. The coachman pulled the horses to
a stop, and the guard got down to open the door for the
passengers.

“Tst! Joe!” cried the coachman in a warning voice.

- “What is it, Tom?” called the guard.

“Listen!” -

The guard listened with sidelong head. In the stillness
of the fog a sound struck his ears. His eyes flared. “T hear
a horse coming at a gallop,” he cried and leapt nimbly
for his box, leaving one passenger on the step, half in the
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coach and half out, and the others in the road. In a sec-
ond he was back, a musket held before him.

The hoof-beats clattered to a standstill. A man’s voice
called from the mist. “Is that the Dover mail?”

“Never you mind!” the guard replied. “Who are you?”

“Js that the Dover mail?” The voice was hoarse and
anxious. “I want a passenger, if it is — Mr Jarvis Lorry.”

“That is my name,” called the passenger on the step.
“Who wants me?” |

“Mr Lorry —it’s Jerry Cruncher,” said the voice. “I have
a message for you — from Tellson’s Bank.”

“I know this messenger, guard,” said Mr Lorry. Hc
stepped down. “There’s nothing wrong.”

“I’m not so sure of that,” said the guard gruffly. He
called into the fog: “Come on at a footpace! If you've got
pistol holsters don’t let me see your hand go near ’em.’

The figures of a horse and rider carbe slowly through
the mist and up to the side of the mail, where the pas-
senger stood. The rider glared at the guard, then stooped
and handed Mr Lorry a small folded paper.

“Guard!” said Mr Lorry quietly.

The watchful guard, finger on the trigger of his musket
and his eye on the horseman, answered curtly: “Sir!”

“There’s nothing to fear. I belong to Tellson’s Bank in
London. I am going to Paris on business. Here is a crown
for you to drink my hcalth May I read this?”

“If you’re quick, sir.”
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Mr Lorry read the paper in the light of the coach-lamp
~ first to himself and then aloud: “Wait at Dover for
Mam’selle.” He looked up. “It’s not long, you see, guard.
Jerry, say that my answer is: ‘Recalled to life’.” |

Jerry started in his saddle. “Sir!” he said. ““That’s a blaz-
ing strange answer.”

“Take that message back. They will know that I received
this, as well as if I wrote. Good night!”

With that, Mr Lorry opened the coach door and
chmbed in.

Jerry, left alone in the darkness, climbed down from his
horse. He glanced sideways at his mare. “After that there
gallop from London, old lady, I won’t trust your legs till
I get you on the level,” he said hoarsely.

He turned and began to walk his horse down the hlll
His voice floated back out of the mist. “‘Recalled to life’.
That’s a blazing strange message.”

CHAPTER TWO

At the “Royal George”

It was morning. Though the earth was cold and wet, the
sky was clear, and the sun rose bright and beautiful. The
mall rattled into Dover and drew up in the yard of the
Royal George Hotel.
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14 A TALE OF TWO CRTIES

Mr Lorry, very stiff and still very damp, stepped down
from the coach, flapping his hat. As he passed into the
"inn, the landlord stepped forward, bowing. |

“Will there be a ship to Calais tomorrow, landlord?”
Mr Lorry asked. -

“Yes, sir, if the weather holds and the wind sets fair.
The tide will be right at abouit two in the afternoon.”

“I want a room prepared for a young lady who will
arrive later. She may ask for Mr Jarvis Lorry, or she may
only ask for a gentleman from Tellson’s Bank. Please let
me know. And now I want a bedroom and a barber.”

“And then breakfast, sir? Yes, sir. This way if you please.”

When Mr Lorry had eaten, he passed the morning doz-
ing before the fire. In the afternoon he walked about the
little seaport. When it was dark he sat before the coffee-
room fire, waiting for his dinner. A rattling of wheels came
up the narrow street and rumbled into the yard.

In a few minutes the waiter came in to say that Miss
Lucie Manette had arrived from London and would be
happy to see the gentleman from Tellson’s. Mr Lorry
rose and followed the waiter to Miss Manette’s room. In
the light of its two tall candles he saw by the fire a young
lady of seventeen, in a riding cloak and holding a hat by
its ribbon. As his eyes rested on her slight, pretty figure
and her head of golden hair, a pair of blue eyes met his
own with a look of wonder — or could it be alarm?

And as he gazed a sudden, vivid likeness passed before



