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Book taE Tnmmp. Tur TRACK OF A SToRM.
CHAPTER 1I. THE GRINDSTONE.
Tprrsox’s Bank, established in the Saint
Germain Quarter of Paris, was in a wing of a |
large house, approached by a court-yard and |
shut off from the street by a high wall and Ell
strong gate. The house belonged to a great |
nobleman who had lived in it until he made a
flight from the troubles, in his own cook’s dress, |
and got across the borders. A mere beast of the |
chase flying from hunters, he was still in his
metempsychosis no other than the same Monsei-
gneur, the preparation of whose chocolate for
whose lips had ence occupied three strong men
besides the cook in question.

Monseigneur gone, and the three strong men
absolving themselves from the sin of having
drawn his high wages, by being more than

nd willing to cut his throat on the altar
1e dawning Republic one and indivisible
of Liberty, Equality, Fraternity, or Death,
sigueur’s house had been first sequestrated,
1 confi d. » For, all things moved so
1d decree followed decree with that fierce
pitation, that now upon the third night of
the antumn month of September, patriot emis-
saries of the law were in possession of Mon-
seigneur’s house, and had marked it with the
tricolor, and were drinking brandy in its state
apartments. i
A place of business in London like Tellson’s
place of business in Paris, would soon have
driven the House out of its mind and into the
Gazette. For, what would staid British re-
sponsibility and respectability have said to
trees in boxes in a Bank court-yard, and
a Cupid over the counter? Yef such
gs were, Tellson’s had whitewashed the
Cupid, but he was still to be seen on the ceili
in the coolest linen, aiming (as he very often
does) at money from morni t.  Bank-
ruptey must ine ) of this
_\':'Hm-_:‘l‘ in Lombard-street, ndon, and
also of a curtained alcove in the rof the i
mortal boy, and also of a looking

daneed in public on the slightest provocation.
Yet, a French Tellson’s could get on with these
things exceedingly well, and, as long as the
times held together, no man had taken fright
at them, and drawn out his money.

What money would be drawn out of Tellson’s
henceforth, and what would lie there, lost and
forgotten; what plate and jewels would tarnish
in Tellson’s hiding-places, while the depositors
rusted in prisons, and when they should have
violently perished; how many accounts with
Tellson’s, never to be balanced in this world, must
be carried over into the next; no man could
have said, that night, any more than Mr. Jarvis
Lorry could, though he thought heavily of
these questions. He sat by a newly lighted
wood fire (the blighted and unfruitful year
was prematurely cold), and on his honest
and courageous face there was a deeper shade
than the pendent lamp could throw, or any ob-
jeet in the room distortedly reflect—a shade of
horror.

He occupied rooms in the Bank, in his fidelity
to the House of which he had grown to bea
part, like strong root-ivy. It chanced that they
derived a kind of security from the patriotic
occupation of the main building, but the true-
hearted old gentleman never caleulated about
that. All sueh circumstances were indifferent to
him, so that he did his duty. On the opposite
side of the court-yard, under a colonnade, was
extensive standing for carriag i
(l("'ll\ some l".‘ll‘l'i S cur vet ﬁ]()l}ll.
inst two of the pillars were fastened two
at flaring flimbeaux, and, in the light of
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these, standing out in the open air, was a large
grindstone : a roughly mounted thing which

peared to have hur
from some 1
workshop.  Rising
dow at these harmless objects,
shivered, and retired to his
He had opened, not only the glass window,
but the lattice blind outside it, and he had
closed both again, and he shivered throu
frame.

From the streets beyond the hi
strong gate, there came the ust

lly heen broug

smithy, or
ing and looking out of win-
Mr. Lorry
At l):. the fire.

1 his

the eity, with now and then a
ring 1 it, weird and unearthly, as if some u
wonted sounds of a terrible nature were going

the wall, and also of clerks not

up to Heaven.
“Thank God,” said Mr, Lorry, cla
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Charles Dick

“You will be good to my poor husband. | DBut the shadow of the manmner of these De-
wm.  You will help me to | farges was dark upon himself, for all that, and
in his secret mind 1t troubled him greatly,

You will do him no
see him if you can ¥’

« Your usband is not my business here,” re- g
turned Madame Defarge, looking down at he |'| & i
with perfect composure. It is the daughter MELONS.
of vour father who is my business here.”

“TFor my sake, then, be merciful to my hus- |
band. For my child’s sake ! She will put her
hands together and pray you to be merci ]
We are more afraid of you than of these
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