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x mI N [ “Lmust bear it, if youletit in.” (Laying the
A. ’.L‘\ LE OF I‘“ 0 (‘lTlEb- palest shadow of a stress upon the second word.)
In Three BVooks, The opened half-door was opened a little
T W further, and secured at that angle for the time.
O A broad ray of light fell into the garref, and
o ot : showed the workman, with an unfinished shoe
Book rie Frmsr. Recariep 7o Lirx, upen his lap, pausing in his labour. His few
{ CHAPTER VI. THE SHOEMAKER. | common tools and various scraps of leather were
‘ “ Goop pax !” said Monsicur Defarge, looking | af feet and on his bench. He lad a white
down at the white head that bent low over the | beard, raggedly cut, but not very long, a hollow
shoemaking. | face, and exceedingly bright eyes. The hollow-
It was raised for a moment, and a very faint | ness and thinness of his face would have caused
voice responded to the salutation, as if it were at | them to look large, under his yet dark eyebrows
a distance : {and his confused white hair, though they had
“ Good day !” | been really otherwise; but, they were naturally
“You are still hard at work, I see?” [large, and looked unnaturally 'so. His yellow
Alter a long silence, the head was lifted for | 1 gs of shirt lay open at the throat, and showed
another moment, and the voice replied, “ Yes— | his body to be withered and worn. He, and his
I am working.” This time, a pair of haggard | old canvas frock, and his loose stockings, and all
eyes had looked at the questioner, before the | bis poor tatters of elothes, had, in a lo sclusion
face had dropped again. from direct light and air, faded down to such a
The faintness of the voice was pitiable and ydull uniformity of parchment-yellow, that it
dreadful. Tt was not the faintness of physical | would have been hard o say which was which.
weakness, though confinement and hard fare no| He had put up a hand between his eyes and
doubt had their part in it. Its drp!ur:ﬂ;fr:| the light, and the very bones of it seemed trans-
peculiarity was, that it was the faintness of parent. So he sat, with a steadfastly vacant gaze,
solitude and disuse. It was like the last fecble | pausing in his work. He never looked at the
echo of a sound made long and long ago. So | figure before him, without first looking down on
entirely had it lost the life and resonance of the | this side of himself, then on that, as if he had
human voice, that it affected the senses like a lost the habit of associating place with sound;
onee beautiful colour, faded away into a poor | he never spoke, without first wander in this
weak sfain. So sunken and suppressed it was, | manner, and forgetting to speak.
that it was like a voice underground. So expres- |
sive it was, of a hopeless and lost creat ure, that a | to-day !
famished traveller, wearied out by lonely wander- | to come forward.
i o ing in a wilderness, would have remembered | “ What did you say
home and friends in such a tone hefore lying | ! 0

: g| “Doyou mean to finish that pair of shoes
down to die. | to-day 27

Hal . ¥ | A .
Some minutes of silent work had passed, and| ** I can't say that I meanto. I suppose so.
I don’t know.” )

the haggard eyes had looked up again: not with
But, the question reminded him of his work,

¥

Are you going to finish that pair of shoes
" asked Defarge, motioning to Mr. Lorry

any interest or curiosity, but with a dull me.
chanical perception, beforehand, that the spoi | and he bent over it again,
where the only visifor they were aware of had |
stood, was not yet empty.

1 want,” said Defarge, who had not removed

Mr. Lorry came silently forward, leaving the
daughter by the door. When he had stood, for
J a minute or two, by the side of Dofarge, the
his gaze from the shoemaker, *to let in a little | shoemaker looked up. He showed no surprise

murr\ci sht here.  You ean bear a little more #7 | af seeing another figzure, but the unsteady fin-
The shoemaker stopped his work; looked, | zers of one of his hands strayed to his lips as he
with a vacant air of listening, at the floor on one | fo ked at it (his lips and liis mnails were of the
ot side of him ; then, similarly, at the floor on the | same pale lead-colour), and then the hand
Utl‘l‘(i'r :\Jtlc lJf him; then, upward at the speaker. ! dropped to his work, and he once more bent
: What did you y £ 1 [ over the shoe. The look and the action had oc-
“You can bear a little more light 2 | cupied but an instant.
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A TALE

Cliarles Divkens,]
d
breathing, he was
“ What is th
With the tea ! 2
put her two hands to her lips, and kissed th

heard to say :

OF TWO CITIES

ecs, in the pauses of his quick and laboured | folded his

treaming down her face, she
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little packet and iried to secure it in
his breast; but, he still looked at her, and
gloomily shook his head.

“No, no, no ; you are too young, too bloom-

e (ing: It can’t be. See what the prisoner is,

to him; then clasped them-on her breast, as if | These are not the hands she knew, {his is not

she laid his ruined head there.
“You are not the gaoler’s daughter »*
She signed * No.”
“Who are you ?”

Not yet. trusting the tones of her voice, she Huiling his' softened tone and

sat down on the bench beside him. He recoiled
bub she Jaid her hand upon his arm. A strange
thrill strack him when she did so, and visibly
passed over his frame; he laid the knife down
softly; as he sat staring at her.

Her golden hair, which she wore in long curls,
had been hurriedly pushed aside, and fell’ down
over her neck. Advancing his hand by little

s

and little, he took it up, and looked at it. In
and;

the midst of the action he went astray,
another deep sigh, fell to work at liis s
making,

But, not for long. Releasing his arm, she
laid her hand upon lis shoulder. ~ After look
doubtfully at it, two or three times, as if to be
sure that. it was really there, he laid down his
work, put his hand to his neek, and took off a
blackened string with a. serap of folded rag at-
tached to it. He opened this, carefully, on. his
knee, and it contained a very little quantity of
hair: not more than one or two long golden
bairs, wliich he had, in some old day, wound off
upon his finger,

He took her hair info his hand again;. and
looked closely at it. “It is the'same. How
can itbe! When wasit! How was it 1

As the concentrating expression: returned: to
his: forehead, he seemed to become eonseious that
it was in hers too. He turned her full’ to' the
light, and looked at her,

“She had laid her head upon my shoulder,
that night when T was summoned out—she had
a fear of my going, though T had none—and
when T was brouglht to the North Tower they
found these upon my sleeve. ¢ Yon will leave mq
them? They can never help me: to eseapo i
the body, though they may in thespirit.” Those
were the words I said. I remember them very
well,”? i

He formed tlis speech: with: his: lips: many
times before lie: could uiter it.. Buf when he
did find spoken words for ity they came to him
c.uimrm:ll_v, thon slm\-l‘v. i

“How was this *—Fas i you 7

o

the face she knew, this is not a voice she ever
heard. No, no. She was—and He was ~before
the slow years of the North Towe
What is your nane, my gentle ange

ges ago,
manner, his
daughter fell upon her knees before him, with
her appealing hands upon his breast.

“0; sir; at another time you shall know my
name, and who my mother was. and who my
father, and how I never knew their hard, hard
histors But I cannot tell you at this time, and
L cannot tell you here. Alithat I may tell you,
here and now, is, that T pray to you fo touch
me‘and to bless me. K O my
dear, my dear

His cold white hes

Kiss me, kiss me !

ningled with her radiant
which warmed and lizhted it as though if
the light of Freedom shining on 1

“If you hear in my voice—I don’t know that
it is so, but I hopeé it is—if you lhear in my
voiee any resemblance to a voice that one
sweet musie 1 Your ears, weep for it, we
If you toueh, in touchi {
recals a beloved head that lay in y
when you were young aud free, wee
weep for it! If, when I hint to you of a Ho
there is before us, where I will be {rue to you
with all my duty and with all my faithful ser-
viee, I bring back the remembrarice of a Home
long desolate; while your poor Leart, pined away,

eep for it, weep for it !”
She held him' closer round the neck. and
rocked him on lier breast like a child,

“If, when T tell you, dearest dear
agony is over, and that T have
take you from it, and that we o
be at peace and at rest, T cause you to t
your useful life laid waste, and’ of tive
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and wept all night, because the love of
my poor mother hid lus torture from me, weep ||
for it, weep forit! Ve p for her, then, and for
Good gentlemen, thank God! I feel his

e

tna

that your

our 1

lon for

re his p

Once more, the two spectators started, as lie
turned upon her with a frightful suddenness,
But, she sat perfeetly still in his grasp, and only
said, in a low voice, “T entreat good gen-
tlemen, do not come near us, do not speak
not move 1’

“Harle I he exelaimed:
that »»

His hands released ler as he uttered this
ery, and wenf up'to his white hair, which they
fore ing frenzy. Tt died out, as everything but
his shoemaking did- die out of him, and he  re-

“Whose voice was

sacred tears upon my face, and his sobs strike
against my heart, 0O, see! Thank God for
us, thank God !1”

He had sunk in her arms, with his face dropped
onherbreast: asight so tonchix
in the tremendous w rong and suffe
gone before it, that the two beliolders covered {|
their faces. |

When the quiet'of the sarret had he
undisturbed, and his heaving t
form had long yielded fo the calm that must {
follow all storms—emblem to humanity, of the {|
rest. and silence into which the storm callsd

yet so terrible
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Charles Dickens.]

Officer,” said Defarge, getting down, and taking
lim gravely apart, “these arc the papers of
monsieur inside, with the white head. They were
consigned to me, with him, at the——" He
dropped his voice, there was a flutter among
the military lanterns, and one of them being
handed into the coach by an arm in uniform,
the eyes connected with the arm looked, not an
every day or an every night look, at monsicur
with the white head. It is well. Forward !’
from the uniform, “Adieu!” from Defarge.
And so, under a short grove of feebler and
feebler overswinging lamps, out under the great
grove of stars.
~ Beneath that arch of unmoved and eternal
lights : some, so remote from this little earth
that the learned tell us if is doubtful whether
their rays have even yet discovered it, as a point
in space where anything is suffered or done:
the shadows of the night were broad and black.
All through the cold and restless interval until
dawn, they once more whispered in the ears of
Mr. Jarvis Lorry—sitting opposite the buried
man who had been dug out, and wondering
what subtle powers were for ever lost to him,
and what were capable of restoration—the old
inquiry :

“I hope you care to be recalled to life #”

And the old answer :

I can’t say.”

THE END OF THE FIRST BOOK.

BUNGAREE, KING OF THE BLACKS

I

Trere are few old Australian eolonists to
whom the name of Bungaree is not familiar;
but I conceive it right that the whole world
should know something of this departed mo-
narch, and of his habits and peculiarities,
Honoured, as I was, by his favour, politely
greeted, as I always was whenever I met Lis
Majesty in the streets of Sydney, flattered, as I
was, when he invited me oceasionally to accom-
pany him in his boat to “go kedge fiss,” 1
consider myself as well qualified to become lis
biographer ‘as was Mr. Boswell to write the life
of Doctor Johnson, or Lord John Russell that
of Thomas Maore.

King Bungaree and myself were contempo-
varies; but there was a vast difference between
our ages. When T first knew Lim, he was an old
man, over sixty, and I aboy of twelve. It would
be false to say that I camnot account for the
great liking the king always had for me : for, the
truth is, I was in the habit of lendine him small
sums of money, bread and meat, and not unfre.
(]llmll”_\' a glass of rum. Many a time have iE
siyly, visited the larder, and the decanters on
the sideboard, to minister to the wants of the
monarch. I used the word “lend” because
the king never said “give” It was invariably
“len’ it half a dump? (T3d.), “len’ it glass o’
grog,” “len’ it loaf o bread,” “len’ it ole
shirt.™ Tt is needless, perhaps, to state that,

BUNGAREE, KING OF THE BLACKS.

Diay 2,188, 77

Bungaree was as extraordinary as that of the
late King George the Third, he was utterly
oblivious to the extent of his obligations, so far
as repayment was concerned. !

In person, King Bungaree was about five feet
eight inches high, not very stout and not very
thin, except as to his legs, which were mere
spindles. " His countenance was benignant to
the last deg and there was a kind and
humorous sparkle in his eye (especially when it
was lighted up by liquor), which was, to say the
least of it, very cheerful to behold.

King Bungaree’s dress consisted of the cocked
hat and full' dress-coat of a general officer or
colonel, an old shirt, and—that was all. I
never saw him in pantaloons, or shoes, or stock-
ings. Once, I remember he wore a worsted
sock on his left foot; but that was in conse-
quence of having wounded himself by treading
on a broken bottle.

As the king was a person of irregular habits,
he generally slept as well as fished in his elothes,
and his failor’s hill would have been enor
mous, even if he had had a tailor; but, as he
“borrowed” his uniform, as well as his money,
bread, and rum, his finances were in no way em-
barrassed. Every new governor, from Governor
Macquaric down to Governor Gipps (during
whose administration Bungaree died), supplied
him with an old cocked-hat and full dress-coat ;
and almost every colonel commanding a regi-
ment instantly complied when his Majesty
pronounced these words: “Len’ it cock-’at
—len’ it coat—len’ it ole shirt.” Around his
neck was suspended, by a t chain, a brass
late.  On this plate, which was shaped like &
{1.111' moon, were engraven, in large letters, the
words :

“ BUNGAREE, KING OF THE BLACKS.”

On the plate there was also engraven the arms
of the colony of New South Wales—an emu
and a kangaroo,

In point of intelligence and natural ability,
King Bungaree was far from deficient. He was.
in truth, a clever man; and not only did e un-
derstand all that was said to him' in English,
but he spoke the language so as to be com.
pletely understood, except when his articulation
was impaired by the too copious use of ardent
spirits, or other fermented liquors,

His Majesty changed his manners every five
years; or rather, they were changed ~with
every administration. Bungarce, like many
of the aborigines of New South Wales, was
an amazing mimic, The action, the voice,
the bearing, the attitudes, the walk, of any
he could personate with astonishing m
uess. It mattered not whether it
attorney-general stating a case to a jury,
the chiefl justice sentencing a culprit to be
hanged, a “colonel drilling a regiment in the
ck -square, a Jew bargaining for old
clothes, a drunken sailor re sting the efforts
of the police to quiet him—King Bungaree
could, in mere damb show, act the scene in

110 some respeets the memory of King

such a way as to give you a perfect idea of it.
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