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Longman Simplified English Series

This book has been specially prepared to make enjoyable
reading for people to whom English is a second or a foreign
language. An English writer never thinks of avoiding unusual
wordg, so that the learner, trying to read the book in its
original form, has to turn frequently to the dictionary and so
loses much of the pleasure that the book ought to give.

This series is planned for such readers. There are very few
words used which are outside the learner’s vocabulary®. These
few extra words are needed for the stery, are marked with an
asterisk, and are explained in the glossary. Long sentences
and difficult sentence patterns have been simplified. The result-
ing language is good and useful Englisk, and the simplified
book keeps much of the charm and flavour of the original.

At a rather more difficult level there is The Bridge Serizs,
which helps the reader to cross the gap between the limitea
vocabulary and structures of the Simplified English Series and
full English.

It is the aim of these two series to enable thousands of
readers to enjoy without great difficulty some of the best books
written in the English language, and in doing so, to equip
themselves in the pleasantest possible way, to understand and
appreciate any work written in English.

“Ihcz,ooorootwmdsaftheanalWLiﬂqunglﬁh Words of the
Interim Report on Vocabuiary Selection, and words formed from them, together
with about 150 words whose frequency seems to have increased since that
list was made.



Introduction

Cuarres DickENs, one of the greatest of English novelists,
was bora of poor parents in 1812. He was at first a newspaper
reporter, but became famous in 1836-37 when his figst two
books were published. After that he wrote many novels. He
died in 1870.

Dickens was a man of cities and loved the streets of London
more than anything else. He was a great humorist and a great
observer of persons and places. He is at his best in drawing
character, especially lower-middle-class character, and he
could describe men of imperfect education with wonderful
force. Many of his novels also drew attention to the unsatis-
factory social conditions of his time and in a few cases helped
to improve them.

A Tale of Two Cities is one of his two attempts at a historical
novel. It was first published in 1859; it is a story of the
French Revolution (178g). The scene is laid in the two
cities of London and Paris and the time of the action is from
1775 to 1793.



Contents

Chapter

1 The Shop of Monsieur Defarge

2 The Shoemaker

g The Trial

4 Sydney Carton

5 Dr. Manette in London

6 The Accident in Paris

» Darnay and his Uncle, the Marquis

‘8 Darnay Speaks of Love
‘-g Carton Does the Same

10 The Road-mender

11 The Spy

12 Joy and Sorrow

13 Revolution

14 The End of the Chiteau

15 Businessin Paris

16 Darnay Returns to France

17 Mr. Lorry in Paris

18 The Trial of Darnay

19 A Knock at the Door

20 Miss Pross Finds her Brother

21 Sydney Carton Makes His Plans
22 The Doctor’s Story

23 Mr. Lorry Gives a Promise

24 Sydney Carton Dictates a Letter
25 The Last of Paris

26 The Knitting is Finished

2% The Guillotine

Page

7
Ix
I5
21
25
28

33

40
45
51

55
61

74
81

87

95

97
105
109
114
119
127
129
137



Characters

Sypney CARrRTON, 2 London lawyer, an able but idle man,
and assistant of Mr. Stryver.

Rocer CLy, a secret informer.

Jerrv CRUNCHER, a messenger at Tellson’s Bank.

MonsieUR ErRNEST DEFARGE, ku:l)et of a winec-shop
in St. Antoine, and leader of the Revolutionists there.

MonsieUR GABELLE, agent to the Marquis St. Evrémonde.

GAsPARD, a poor citizen of Paris.

JacqQues ONE

Jacques Two Revolutionists, and friends of Defarge.

JAcQUES THREE

Jacques Four, a name adopted by Defarge.

JacQues Five, a friend of , 2 mender of roads and
aftervsards a wood-cutter.

MRr. Jarvis Lorry, a clerk at Tellson’s Bank, and a friend
of the Manettes.

Dr. MANETTE, a doctor of Paris, imprisoned for many years
in the Bastille.

SoLomMoN Pross, alias Joun BARsSAD, a spy and secret in-
former, brother of Miss Pross.

MargQuis ST. EVREMONDE, a proud nobleman and uncle
of Charles St. Evrémonde.

CuarrLes St. EvREMONDE, a French noble, called
CHAarLES DARNAY when he was in England.

Mgz. STRYVER, a London lawyer.

Mapame DEFARGE, wife of Monsieur Defarge and leader of
the women Revolutionists of St. Antoine.

Lucie MANETTE, daughter of Dr. Manette.

Miss Pross, maid to Lucie Manette.

Lucie St. EVREMoNDE, Jaughter of Charles St. Evré-
monde.

TuEe REVENGE, a leading Revolutionist among the women of
St. Auntoine.



1
The Shop of Monsieur Defarge

St. ANTOINE was one of the poorest parts of Paris. There,
the children had the faces and sad voices of old men. Hunger
seemed to be written on the faces of every man and woman,
The shops contained only the worst bits of meat and only the
coarsest loaves. There was nothing bright in the street except
the shops that sold tools or weapons. Those contained the
sharpest of bright knives and the most murderous of guns.
These bright weapons seemed to be waiting for the time when,
they would be brought out to do terrible work.

A large barrel of wine had been dropped and broken in the
street of St. Antoine. Red wine began to run over the rough
stones. Little pools of it formed in the hollows and cracks
among the stones.

Immmediately, all the people near by left whatever they were
doing, and ran to the spot to get some of the wine before it
suould disappear into the ground. Some knelt down and tried
to gather it in their hands, but most of it ran through their
fingers, Some brought cups and tried to fill them ; others dipped
dloths in the wine and then put them in their mouths. For a
time, in that street of poverty and misery, there was a joyful
sound of laughter. But soon all the wine was gone; the laughter
died down and the miserable people returned to what they
had been doing before. ‘

A tall man dipped his finger in some mud made red with
the wine and wrote on the wall five big letters, BLoop. The
time would come when blood would flow in the streets of St.
Antoine and would stain its stonesred. -

The barrel of wine had been on its way to the wine-shop
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at the corner. Outside stood the owner of the wine-shop,
Monsieur Defarge. He was a strongly-built man of about
thirty, bare-headed with a face that was good-natured on the
whole, but that showed signs of strong determination and a
complete absence of any kind of weakness. Such a man as
would be an snemy to be feared.

Monsieur Defarge stood looking at the struggle for the wine
for some time. “It isn’t my affair,” he said tc himself. “As
that barrel is broken, they must bring me another.” Then his
eye caught sight of the man who had written the terrible word
on the wall. He called to him: “Say, Gaspard, are you mad?
Why do you write in the public street? Are there no better
places to write such words in ?” ,

Madame Defarge was sitting in the shop when her husband
re-entered. She was a woman of about his own age, with a
very observant eye, a strong face and a great calmness of
manner. As her husband came in, she gave a little cough
and looked in a certain direction as if to call his attention to
some people who had just come into the shop.

The wine-shop keeper accordingly looked around until his
eye rested on an oldish gentleman and a young woman who
were seated in a corner. There were other people in the shop,
but only these two were strangers. As he passed he noticed
that the old man attracted the attention of his young com-
panion as if to say, “This is our man.”

“What on earth are those two doing there?”” said Defarge
to himself. “I don’t know them.”

He pretended not to notice the two strangers, and fell
into a conversation with three men who were drinking at the
bar.
“How goes it, Jacques?”’ said one of them to Monsieur
Defarge. “Is all the wine drunk from the broken barrel ?”*

“Every drop of it, Jacques,” replied Defarge.

It isn’t often,” said the second man, “that these miserable



beasts know the taste of wine, or of anything but black bread
and death. Is not that so, Jacques ?”

“Tt is so, Jacques,” replied Monsicur Defarge.

The third man put down his glass.

«“Ah! Such poor cattle always have a bitter taste in their
mouths; they lead a hard life. Am I right, Jacques?”

“You are right, Jacques,” replied Monsieur Defarge.

A movement from Madame Defarge attracted his attention.
“Gentlemen,” he said, “the room that you wish to see is at
the top of the stairs. Go into the courtyard. One of you has
been there before and will show you the way.”

They paid for their wine and left. The elderly gentleman
advanced towards Monsieur Defarge and asked permission to
speak to him. Their conversation was short. Almost at the first
word Monsieur Defarge’s face showed deep attention. After a
minute Defarge nodded and went out. The gentleman then
signalled to the young lady, and they, too, went out.

Madame went on with her knitting* and took no notice.

Mr. Jarvis Lorry (the oldish gentleman) and Miss Lucie
Manette joined Defarge in the courtyard to which he had
recently directed the three men. In the courtyard Defarge did
a surprising thing. He went down on one knee and put his lips
to the young lady’s hand.

Defarge had been at one time servant of Dr. Manette, father
of Lucie Manette. Lucie’s mother died, and her father, the
doctor, disappeared: no one knew what had happened to him.
His money was in Tellson’s Bank—an English Bank. The
baby Lucie was brought to England, and Mr. Jarvis Lorry, an
official of Tellson’s Bank and an old friend of her father’s, was
put in charge of her money and watched over her education.

Mr. Lorry asked an Englishwoman, Miss Pross, to bring up
the child. Miss Pross became like a mother to Lucie Manette,
and would willingly have given her life for the child.

Lucie was now a young woman, and strange news had
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breught her with Mr. Lorry to Paris—news that Dr. Manette
(whom all had thought to be dead) was alive. He had been a
prisoner in the Bastille—the great prison of Paris. Now he had
been set free, and was in the care of his old servant, Defarge.

Defarge rose to his feet. A remarkable change had come
over his face. There was no good nature left. In its place was
a look of anger and hatred—hatred for those who had com-
mitted a dreadful wrong against someone he loved.

“The stairs are high,”” said Defarge. “Let us go up slowly.”

“Js Dr. Manette alone ?** whispered Mr. Lorry.

“Of course. He has been accustomed to being alone for so
long that now he cannot bear the presence of another.”

“Is he greatly changed ?”’

“Changed! You will not recognize him.”

As they neared the top of the stairs, Defarge took a key out
of his pocket. '

“Do you keep his door locked ?”

“ think it safer to do so.”

“Why ?”

“Why! Because he has lived so long locked up that he
would be frightened if his door was left open.”

“Is it possible ?”’ exclaimed Mr. Lorry.

“Tt is possible,” replied Defarge bitterly. “In this beautiful
world such things are possible, and not only pessible, they are
actually done every day. Such is the state of France.”

This conversation had been held inso low a whisper that none
of it reached the young lady’s ears, but as they near=d the top
of the stairs she trembled. Her face showed such deep anxiety,
such terror, that Mr. Lorry spoke to her to encourage her.

“Courage, my dear! Courage! The worst will be over in a
minute. Think only of the happiness you will bring him.”

At last they were near the top. Suddenly, at a turn in the
stairs, they came upon three men who were locking into a
room through the cracks in a door. Hearing footsteps they
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turned and rose: they were the three men who had been
drinking in the wine-shop.

«Leave us, good boys. We have business here,” said Defarge.

The three went quietly down. :

Mr. Lorry was angry. He whispered to Defarge, “Do you
make a show of Monsieur Maneite i

«J show him to a few, to those t0 whom the sight is likely
to Ao good. They are all men of my own name, Jacques. You
are Englishand donot understand. Stay here a minute, please.”

Defarge made a noise on the door with his key as if to give
a warning to the person inside. Then he put it in the lock and
turned it slowly. The door opened; he looked into the room
and said something. A faint voice answered. He looked back
and signed to them to enter. Mr. Lorry put his arm round the
daughter’s waist and held her. “Come in,” he said. “Come
m.’ﬂ .

I am afraid,” she answered, trembling.

““Afraid of what?”’

] am afraid of him, my father.”

He drew over his neck her trembling arm, lifted her a little
and hurried into the room.

Work was going on in the room. With his back towards the
door and his face towards the window, 2 white-haired man
sat on a long bench¥*, bent forward. He was very busy, making
shoes.

2
The Shoemaker

“GooD pAY,” said Monsieur Defarge, looking down at the
white head bent over the work. .

The white head was raised for a moment. Then a faint voice
replied, “Good day.” '

It



“You are still hard at work, I see.”

After a long silence the head was lifted again for a moment,
and the weak voice replied, “Yes—I am still working.”

The faintness of the voice was very pitiable. It seemed to be
the result not only of bodily weakness but also of lack of
practice. The old man was poorly dressed. He had a white
beard, a hollow face and extremely bright eyes that appeared
to be unnaturally large. He took no notice of his visitors; he
seemed hardly to know that they were there. His mind had
obviously been affected by his long imprisonment.

Mr. Lorry came silently forward, leaving Lucie by the door.

“Come,” said Defarge, ‘““you have a visitor. Show him the
shoe that you are making. Tell him what kind of a shoe it is.”

The weak voice replied, “It is a lady’s shoe, a young lady’s
shee. It is in the present fashion. But I have never seen such a
shoe. I have only seen a pattern.” He looked at the shoe with
a little pride, pride in his own handiwork.

‘“And what is your name ?” asked Mr. Lorry.

“My name? One hundred and Five, North Tower.”

“What? Is that all?”

“One hundred and Five, North Tower.”

“But you are not a shoemaker by trade, are you?” asked
Mr. Lorry.

The old man paused for a while. “No,” he said, “I am not
a shoemaker by trade. I learned it in prison. They gave me
permission to learn.”

Mr. Lorry looked steadily in his face.

“Dr. Manette, don’t you remember me ?*

The shoe dropped to the ground. He looked wonderingly at
his questioner.

“Dr. Manette, don’t you remember Monsieur Defarge here?
Don’t you remember Jarvis Lorry, the old banker ?”

The prisoner of many years looked from one to the other. A
look of intelligence seemed to come over his face. Then it



disappeared again. Darkness came down on his mind. He
picked up the shoe and continued his work.

Slowly, very slowly, Lucie drew near the bench of the shoe-
maker. She stood beside him as he bent over his work.

He dropped his knife, bent down to pick it up, and caught
sight of her dress. He stared at her with a frightened look and
breathed heavily. The two men were afraid; he had the knife
in his hand and she was very near. But she showed no sign
of fear.

«“Who are you? Are you the prison warder’s daughter ?”

“No,” she sighed.

“Who are you ?”

She could not speak, but she sat-down beside him on the
bench. He drew away from her, but she laid her hand on his
arm. He dropped his knife and sat looking at her.

Her golden hair lay in curls on her shoulders. Nervously he
put out his hand to touch it. Then he gave a deep sigh and
went on with his shoemaking.

Again the old man stopped; be touched Lucie’s bair again
and looked closely at it.

““It is the same,” he said. “But how can it be?”

He put his hand to his neck and took off a blackened string
that had a folded bit of cloth at the end of it. He opened this,
carefully, on his knee. It contained a small quantity of hair—
just a few long golden hairs which he had long, long ago
wound upon his finger.

He took her hair into his hand again and looked carefully
at it.

“It is the same. But how can it be? She laid her head upon
my shoulder that night when I was called out. And when I
was brought to the North Tower I found these hairs upon my
coat.”

He turned on her with terrifying suddenness. But she sat
perfectly still and, when Defarge and Mr. Lorry would have
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come to her help, only said, “I beg you, geatlemen, do not
come near us, do not speak, do not move.”

“Whose voice is that?” he cried. “What is your name?”

““Obh, sir, at another time you shall hear my name, and who
my mother was, and who was my father. But I cannot tell you
now; and I cannot tell you here. All that I can tell you is that
Ilove you, and that I beg you to kiss me and to give me your
blessing.”

She put her arm round his neck, held his head to her breast
as if he were a child.

“Thank God your long sorrow is over. From here we are
going to England to be at peace and at rest. Rest, rest. Give
thanks to God who has brought you through so much suffering
into peace at last.”

For a long time he remained with her arm around him,
Then he slipped softly to the floor. A great calm had followed
the storm. He slept as peacefully as a child.

Mr. Lorry bent over the slecping man. “We must take him
away now, immediat

““But is he fit for the journey?”” said Lucie.

“Fitter for the journey than to remain in this city, so terrible
to him.”

““It is true,” said Defarge. “And for many reasons Monsieur
Manette would be better out of France. Say, shall I hire a
carriage and horses ?”’

‘““That is business,” said Mr. Lorry “And zf business is to
be done, I am the man to do it.”

“Then please leave us here,” said Miss Manette. “You see
how quiet he has become. Lock the door when you go out.
Leave us together. Do not be afraid. He is quite safe with me,
and I am quite safe with him.”

The two men went away to make arrangements. for the
journey. When they had gone, the daughter sat and watched
her father. The darkness deepened and deepened. He lay quiet
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until a light shone through the cracks in the door. The time

for departure® tad come.

As one long accustomed to being ordered, he ate and drank
what they gave him, readily put on the clothes they had
prought for him, and went with them. Lucie put her arm
through his. He took her hand in both of his own and kept it.
They began 1o go down the stairs.

There was no crowd about the wine-shop to see their depar-
ture. Only onc person was to be seen, and that was Madame
Defarge, who leaned against the door-post, knitting, and
seemed to notice nothing.

3
The Trial

TeLrsoN’'s BANK in London was an old-fashioned place
even in 1780. It was very small, very dark and very ugly, but
the owners were proud of its smallness, its darkness and its
ugliness; they thought that if it looked better, it would be less
respectable. Inside its honourable walls, the only men to be
seen, solemnly carrying on its business, were very old; it was
believed that if a young man joined the bank, they hid him
until he was old enough to be seen.

One March morning, one of the oldest of the clerks in the
bank sent for Jeremy Cruncher, the messenger, who usually
spent his time sitting just outside the door.

“Do you know the Court of Justice called the Old Bailey?”
said the old clerk.

“Ye-es, sir,” said Jerry anxiously.

“And you know Mr. Lorry?”

“Much better than I know the Old Bailey, sir.”

“Very well. Go to the door-keeper of the court and show
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him this note for Mr. Lorry. He will then let you in. When
you are inside, show yourself to Mr. Lorry and wait until he
wants you.”

Jerry took the letter, bowed to the clerk and set out for the
Old Bailey. As he drew near, he had to make his way through
a crowd of dirty people, all attracted to the place by the
coming trial and hoping to enjoy the pleasure of seeing the
accused man. All the doors were guarded, but when Jerry
showed the letter, one of the doors was opened to let him in.

“What’s the next case?” Jerry asked a man near him.

“Charles Darnay—the man accused of helping the King’s
enemies.”

Mr. Cruncher saw the door-keeper go to Mr. Lorry with
tke note in his hand. Mr. Lorry was sitting among the laywers
at a table in the court. One of these lawyers was Mr. Stryver;
he was appearing for Darnay, and had a lot of papers in front
of him. Nearly opposite was another gentleman whose whole
attention seemed to be fixed on the ceiling. When Mr. Lorry
saw Cruncher he nodded quietly to him.

The entrance of the judge stopped all the talking. Then the
prisoner was led in. Everyone tried to see him—except one
man, the carelessly dressed man who sat looking at the ceiling.
Sydney Carton was his name.

The prisoner was a young man of about twenty-five; he
seemed to be a gentleman. He was quite calm and bowed
politely to the judge.

Silence in the court. Charles Darnay had yesterday declared
that he was not guilty. But he was accused of being a spy* and
of helping Louis, the French King, in his wars against the King
of England. He was accused of travelling between England and
France, and informing the French of what armies our King was
preparing to send to Canada and North America.

The accused man listened to all this calmly; but as he did
s0 he looked about the court and noticed two persons on his
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