A TALE OF TWO CITIES

Adapted by Ben Kingsland

Copyright © MMXYV by Ben Kingsland, All rights reserved.
ISBN: 978-1-61588-415-5

CAUTION: Professionals and amateurs are hereby warned that this Work is subject to a royalty.
This Work is fully protected under the copyright laws of the United States of America and all
countries with which the United States has reciprocal copyright relations, whether through
bilateral or multilateral treaties or otherwise, and including, but not limited to, all countries
covered by the Pan-American Copyright Convention, the Universal Copyright Convention and
the Berne Convention.

RIGHTS RESERVED: All rights to this Work are strictly reserved, including professional and
amateur stage performance rights. Also reserved are: motion picture, recitation, lecturing, public
reading, radio broadcasting, television, video or sound recording, all forms of mechanical or
electronic reproduction, such as CD-ROM, CD-I, DVD, information and storage retrieval systems
and photocopying, and the rights of translation into non-English languages.

PERFORMANCE RIGHTS AND ROYALTY PAYMENTS: All amateur and stock
performance rights to this Work are controlled exclusively by Heuer Publishing LLC. No amateur
or stock production groups or individuals may perform this play without securing license and
royalty arrangements in advance from Heuer Publishing LLC. Questions concerning other rights
should be addressed to Heuer Publishing LLC. Royalty fees are subject to change without notice.
Professional and stock fees will be set upon application in accordance with your producing
circumstances. Any licensing requests and inquiries relating to amateur and stock (professional)
performance rights should be addressed to Heuer Publishing LLC.

Royalty of the required amount must be paid, whether the play is presented for charity or profit
and whether or not admission is charged.

AUTHOR CREDIT: All groups or individuals receiving permission to produce this Work must
give the author(s) credit in any and all advertisement and publicity relating to the production of
this Work. The author’s billing must appear directly below the title on a separate line where no
other written matter appears. The name of the author(s) must be at least 50% as large as the title
of the Work. No person or entity may receive larger or more prominent credit than that which is
given to the author(s).

PUBLISHER CREDIT: Whenever this Work is produced, all programs, advertisements, flyers
or other printed material must include the following notice: Produced by special arrangement
with Heuer Publishing LLC.

COPYING: Any unauthorized copying of this Work or excerpts from this Work is strictly
forbidden by law. No part of this Work may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or
transmitted in any form, by any means now known or yet to be invented, including photocopying
or scanning, without prior permission from Heuer Publishing LLC.

HEUER PUBLISHING LLC
P.O. BOX 248 « CEDAR RAPIDS, IOWA 52406
TOLL FREE (800) 950-7529 » FAX (319) 368-8011



2 A TALE OF TWO CITIES

A TALE OF TWO CITIES
An Adaptation of the classic tale by Charles Dickens

Adapted by Ben Kingsland

SYNOPSIS: Charles Dickens' masterpiece about the people of France and
Britain during the Reign of Terror is vividly brought to life in Ben Kingsland's
brisk, bold adaptation. Justice, sacrifice, class, love, and duty are put to the
test as leaders are beheaded and a people rebel. As blood flows in the streets,
is anyone truly innocent?

CAST OF CHARACTERS
(5-11 males, 5-6 females, 0-21 either, 0-10 )

.. (72 lines)
........................ (79 lines)
(66 lines)
(49lines)
(14 lines)
(9 lines)
(11 lines)
(2 lines)
(51 lines)
(161 lines)
(31 lines)
(14 lines)

....................................... (21ine)
.................................. (2 line)
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BARSARD (/1) oottt (26 lines)
JERRY CRUNCHER (IVf) .o (16 lines)
ENGLISH JUDGE (I/f) ..o (7 lines)
ATTORNEY-GENERAL (I0/f) ..o (15 lines)
GUARD (/) 1.ttt (21ines)
WOOD-SAWYER (I/f)...ocvoviiiriiiciiieieeeeeeeeee (3lines)
FRENCH JUDGE (I/f) ...voviiieiiiieieieieieeieieeeeines (16 lines)
SAMSON (/D) .o (9lines)
REDCAP (/). (11 lines)
ENSEMBLE #1 (/) ...ovoviviieiiiicieeeeeceeee (13 lines)
ENSEMBLE #2 (I0/f) ..ottt (12 liny
ENSEMBLE #3 (/) ...ovoviviieieiecieieeeeeeeeeens (51
ENSEMBLE #4 (/) ...oovoveiiieieiiieeeeeeeeeenes 3
ENSEMBLE #5 (I0/) e i
ENSEMBLE and EXTRAS:

French Citizens
British Citizens
Barmaid
Redcaps

CAST OPTIONS M, 5F)

M1: Dr. Alexandre tte

M2: Jarvis ry AlMarquis D’Evremonde / Younger Brother
M3: Jerry G % Ernest DeFarge / Boy

M4: Damdy/ Sydney Carton / Older Brother

MSs: er / Gaspard / Husband / Redcap

F1: Luc anette / Seamstress

F2: Mme Defarge / Woman

F3: Barsard / Gabelle
F4: Miss Pross / Attorney General /Wood-Sawyer

F5: Judge / Samson / Darnay’s Mother

Available cast fills in as small speaking parts (e.g. ATTENDANTS,
REDCAPS, GUARDS, ENSEMBLE, etc) as needed.
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DURATION: 120 minutes
TIME: Before and during the French Revolution
SETTING: England and France

PRODUCTION NOTES

SET: The script is designed to move freely across time and space.
Consequently, a set design that allows for the same platforms or areas to serve
multiple functions and be transformed quickly with a light change r addition
of a piece of furniture or drapery would serve the production well.

The original production asked the actors to become all ki et pieces, like

the horses of a carriage or the legs of the Marquis d’E ’s table. Please
play around with how the cast and the audiences’ al imaginations can

help a big story keep speeding along.

PROPS
NOTE: Many of theseitems can b tomimed, if desired

[J  Knitting (Mme

[J Samovar,

quis d’Evremonde)

ork (Gabelle)

and Knife (Marquis d’Evremonde)
Locket with hair (Manette)

Bag of Gold (Marquis and Barsard)
Flask (Carton)

Gavel (Judge)

Papers (Attorney-General)

Wine and Glasses (Barmaid)
Birdcage (Lucie)

Book (Manette)

[y
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Cloth (Pross)
Sword (Boy)
Glass (Stryver)
Book (Marquis d’Evremonde)

Knife (Gaspard)

Drum and High Hat (Ensemble)
Letter (Lorry)

Papers (Darnay)

Musket (Redcap)

Ledger (Lorry)

Letter (Cruncher)

Clubs, pikes, torches (Ensemble)
Paper (Defarge)

Note (Mme Defarge)

Letter (Stryver)

Paperwork and bell (French Judge
Manette’s letter (Defarge)

Case of medicines (You rother)
Collar (Husband)
Bread (Woman)

gplace poker, cane etc (Lucie)
Gloth and Bottle (Carton)
Official papers (Barsard)
Swaddled baby (Lucie)
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PREMIERE PRODUCTION

Originally commissioned by Olney Theatre Center, Artistic Director Jason
Loewith, Managing Director Debbie Ellinghaus; for the National Players,
Artistic Director Jason King Jones.

The world premiere of A Tale of Two Cities was produced by Olney Theater
Center and the National Players in Olney, MD on September 9th, 2015. It was
directed by Jason King Jones with the following cast:

CHARLES DARNAY/
SYDNEY CARTON /ELDER BROTHER.....................

JERRY CRUNCHER /

ERNEST DEFARGE / BOY ...uvvvviiiiiiiiiieeeee ale® Cedrone

JARVIS LORRY / MARQUIS D’EVREM
YOUNGER BROTHER .....ccoooivirircnc B B Beau Harris

DR. ALEXANDRE MANETTE.... . ....cccoovveeennn. Andrew Garrett

MR. STRYVER / GASPARD

HUSBAND /REDCAP ... e Mitchell Martin
LUCIE MANETTE / SEAMSBRESS..........cccovvveeeee. Mackenzie Devlin

MME DEFARGE / WRMART ......cooiiieree Tina Munoz Pandya

JOHN BAR GABELLE ..o Rosie O’Leary
MISS P,
AT GENERAL / WOOD-SAWYER................. Libby Barnard

JUDG SON /DARNAY’S MOTHER.................... Marion Grey
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AT START: In France, ENSEMBLE of peasants nationwide engages
in rhythmic menial labor. DOCTOR MANETTE is hunched over a
shoemaker’s bench in a cell. MME DEFARGE is knitting. She finishes
a section that resembles the French tricolor and stops to admire her
handiwork.

ENSEMBLE: (As they work.) Un... deux... trois... quatre... cing...
six... sept... huit... neuf... dix... onze... douze...

ENSEMBLE restarts at "Un", and continues their chant ungder MME
DEFARGE'S line.

MME DEFARGE: For what do we strive? (Placin ands on the
colors one at a time.) Liberte. Egalite. Fgéter democratic
France, eclipsing the glory of all nations. A d cruel passions,
enchained by the laws. All goodly a encrous feelings aroused.
Each citizen subject to the magistfate. ch magistrate to the

people. All the people to justige. Th rnal justice whose laws
are engraved, not upon or stone, but in the hearts of all
men...

Fanfare. Chanting ce R ATTENDANTS enter and dash to

their places.

ATTENDA The Marquis D’Evremonde is about to take his
chocol

Pro % music as the MARQUIS D’EVREMONDE enters, dressed
in fine

MARQUIS: It takes four men to conduct the happy chocolate to my

lips.

A beautiful serving tray with samovar, cup, saucer, spoon, etc is
revealed by FOUR ATTENDANTS. MARQUIS notes this and makes
a small gesture for the ritual to begin.

! Liberty. Equality. Brotherhood.
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MARQUIS: One lacquey carries the chocolate-pot into the sacred
presence.

FIRST ATTENDANT carries chocolate-pot, slowly and with great care.

MARQUIS: A second mills and froths the chocolate with the little
instrument he bears for that function.

SECOND ATTENDANT mills and froths the chocolate.
MARQUIS: A third presents the favored napkin.
THIRD ATTENDANT presents a napkin; MA S.

MARQUIS: The favored napkin.
Chagrined, THIRD ATTENDANT gtesent fferent napkin and, with
great care, tucks it into MARQ ollar.

MARQUIS: A fourth poucolate out.

FOURTH ATTEN s the chocolate.

MARQUIS: asing my lacqueys of their burdens... | take it.
MARQ@U sip. He holds it in his mouth. He spits it back into
the .@ ng lost interest.

MARQUIS: Tedious.

MARQUIS gestures, and the ATTENDANTS whisk away the chocolate
gear.

MARQUIS: My coach!

ALL ATTENDANTS rush into action. MARQUIS’ coach is brought with
DRIVER. MARQUIS takes a pinch of snuff and gets into his coach.
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MARQUIS: The estate. Drive hard.

The coach sets off through the streets at a furious pace. ENSEMBLE,
GASPARD, MME DEFARGE, and DEFARGE enter as the coach
approaches the Parisian neighborhood of St. Antoine. As the coach
drives past the ENSEMBLE, they are menaced.

ENSEMBLE #1: Mon Dieu!
ENSEMBLE #2: A wild rattle!
ENSEMBLE #3: A clatter!
ENSEMBLE #4: Through streets...
ENSEMBLE #5: Around corners...

DEFARGE and MME DEFARGE are in fron @ wine shop and
take interest as the coach goes past.

ENSEMBLE #1: Allez, vite?!
ENSEMBLE #2: Duck!
ENSEMBLE #3: Hide!
ENSEMBLE #4: Escape
ENSEMBLE: Or else

A squishing, crunchi
coach stop

noise. Coach lurches, horses whinny. The

in horror.

forwaué

keeping pyes on the MARQUIS. She pulls out a new color of yarn
to mat costume. ENSEMBLE is silent, watchful.

MARQUIS: What has gone wrong?
DRIVER: (Horrified.) Pardon, Monsieur the Marquis... it is a child.

GASPARD howls. MARQUIS peeks out, frowning.

2 Move, quickly!
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MARQUIS: Why does he make that abominable noise? Is it his child?
(Sighs heavily and pulls out a coin-purse.)

GASPARD: Killed...! My son! Dead!

DEFARGE: Be brave, my Gaspard! He has died in an instant. Could
he have lived an hour as happily?

MARQUIS tosses a gold coin towards GASPARD.

MARQUIS: It is extraordinary that you people cannot take care of
yourselves. How do | know what injury you have done my horses?
(To DRIVER.) On!

The coach with MARQUIS and DRIVER exits. GA D scrambles
to his feet, picks up the coin, and hurls j MARQUIS.
GASPARD weeps. Most of the ENSEMBLE a eyes and begin
to drift away. Only MME DEFA steadily knitting.
DEFARGE puts his arm around her.

MME DEFARGE: Libertie. E Fraternite.

MME DEFARGE and DEF, : eath.

Coach with MARQUI ER enters, arriving at MARQUIS'
home. MARQUIS DRIVER his coat and sits for supper.
MARQUIS: inner!

Dinn 0 MARQUIS. GABELLE, the town Postmaster and

tax Te ry, enters with some paperwork.

GABELLE: (Bowing.) Felicitous return, Marquis. | present the latest
ledger of tax receipts from the village. Now, until such time—

MARQUIS: Is this all?

GABELLE: Quite, ah, quite so, Marquis. Until such time as the tax
base increases, a potential avenue for closing the budget gap of the
estate could—possibly—involve reductions in... spending.

MARQUIS looks at him and continues eating, giving no sense of having
understood.
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GABELLE: Temporary reductions, only on the most trivial of matters.
Just until—
MARQUIS: (Calling out.) My chocolate!

FOUR ATTENDANTS enter as before and enact the chocolate ritual.
MARQUIS speaks as they do.

MARQUIS: “Reductions in spending on trivial matters...?” A queer
suggestion, Monsieur Gabelle. Whatever do you mean?

GABELLE: | hardly know myself. | leave you to your r arquis.

MARQUIS: (Dismissing him.) Ca vas.

GABELLE: A votre plaisie*. Bonne soir.

MARQUIS: Mmm. My nephew, whom | expe ived?

GABELLE: | will inquire.

FIRST ATTENDANT enters, followed bYaCHARLES DARNAY.

FIRST ATTENDANT: Mister s Darnay, announced.
GABELLE: Ah, a happy cgimeidenc
DARNAY: Bonne soir, @ r Gabelle. A pleasure to see you

again.
s always, is mine, sir. | daresay all the

GABELLE: The
staff are pleased ee you home—except the cook, perhaps!

DARNAY: g8halyl never live down my appetite? If he didn’t want a
growing @ eat so much, he should not have prepared such
MARQ lurps noisily or stabs his fork into a morsel with a loud

clatter. They take note of him.

GABELLE: Fond memories. |take my leave and wish you good night,
and welcome home.
DARNAY: Merci beaucoup. Bonne soir.

* Fine / That will do.
4 At your pleasure
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GABELLE bows and exits.

DARNAY: Bonne soir, dear uncle.

MARQUIS: (Standing.) A very fine evening to you, Charles
D’Evremonde.

DARNAY: | call myself Charles Darnay, sir.

MARQUIS: | know. Will you dine with me, nephew?

DARNAY: (Sitting.) Oui, merci.

MARQUIS: You have been a long time coming.

DARNAY: | meant to come sooner.

MARQUIS: Ne vous inquietez pas®; why should4isig to the
responsibilities your father left you be a priority?

Beat.

DARNAY: In fact, dear Uncle, responsi is llls the sails of my
return here. My responsibility to exec@ute thellast request of my dear
mother’s lips. As you well k , Sir, e lives a young woman
who was wronged—sorely ed—by actions taken under this

roof in my father’s time.
find this woman and
MARQUIS: Young Chagle
surprise®.
DARNAY: Sir, | do wish to spar with you. | will simply repeat my
all due”deference, for sufficient funds and access to

my magher’s deathbed, she begged me

would not be so far advanced.

DARNAY: Why not help her, sir?

MARQUIS: | do not care to, sir.

DARNAY: We have done wrong, and are reaping the fruits of wrong.
| believe the Evremonde name to be more detested than any name
in France.

5 Don’t worry.
® What a surprise.



BEN KINGSLAND 13

MARQUIS: Let us hope so. Detestation of the high is the involuntary
homage of the low.

DARNAY: They are not so low, and we are not so high.

MARQUIS: Oh, Nephew, but we are. This village? Those peasants?
As they are mine today, they will be yours, if you ever have the
sense to claim them. Better to be a rational creature and accept
your natural destiny.

DARNAY: | will forge my own destiny, starting by helping that woman.

MARQUIS: Then enjoy making your way through every woman in
France. | know | did, once upon a time.

Beat.

DARNAY: | renounce this place.

MARQUIS: It is not yours, but feel free.

DARNAY: | renounce my title. | renougiCe my . If this property
passed to me from you, tomorroW, | wBuld abandon it as a
wilderness of misery and ruin!

MARQUIS: You listen to me.

DARNAY: | am fatigued. |de
‘. ,

MARQUIS: (Unconcerne
MARQUIS gestures f@gan ATTENDANT, who bears a torch.

e fish, it's quite good.
morning.
breakfast, then, dearest nephew! A

benevolent repose!

MARQUIS @ onsieur my nephew to his chamber there!
MA ntinues to smile as DARNAY exits with ATTENDANT.

MARQUIS: (To himself.) —and burn Monsieur my nephew in his bed,
if you will.

DARNAY in his room as MARQUIS finishes his meal.

DARNAY: | will find her, mother, with or without his help. | swear it.
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LUCIE and LORRY enter together in the streets of St. Antoine.
DARNAY and MARQUIS fade away. MANETTE is visible, making
shoes.

LORRY: (Checking a slip of paper.) Miss Manette? (LUCIE shakes
herself and attends to him.) | believe our man is here.

The DEFARGES’ wine shop. DEFARGE and MME DEFARGE are in
low conference with two ENSEMBLE members. LORRY and LUCIE
enter the store, looking glaringly out of place. ENSEMBLE \inembers
drift away. The DEFARGES watch LUCIE and LORR closely
with an air of total disinterest.

LORRY: (To DEFARGE.) Bonjour, monsieur

DEFARGE: (Pointedly, in English.) Hello.

LORRY: I'm called Jarvis Lorry, Tellso an ndon.

DEFARGE: (Curious, collected.) Defargg, youfiservant. My wife. You
have come a long way for our afine.

LORRY: Quite. Ah, thatis, n have come about a gentleman of
our mutual acquaintan ay $introduce Mademoiselle Lucie
Manette.

This changes everythi EFARGE and MME DEFARGE.

DEFARGE and MME DEFARGE look at each other.

LORRY: Tell us, DeFarge, is he well?
DEFARGE: ...After me, please.

7" The doctor’s daughter?
8 Of course. She’s the right age.
1t’s true.
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DEFARGE leads LORRY and LUCIE away from the shop. MME
DEFARGE watches them go. They wander through the streets of St
Antoine, after DEFARGE.

LORRY: Step lively there, Miss Manette. Are you alright?

LUCIE: (Sheisn't.) Yes.

LORRY: Quite a whirlwind, I'm sure... Your father, long thought dead,
now discovered, alive! Itis not so often that a child, once orphaned,
sees the process reversed.

LUCIE: | have no memory of him. Mister Lorry... do y ink he will
be well?

LORRY: After years detained in the fearful Bastille, ay be greatly
changed. Almost a wreck, it is possible, t ould hope for
the best...

LUCIE tears up.

LORRY: ...come, Miss Manett€. e it as | do, as a man of business.
With any asset there is gsrisk of line...

LUCIE begins to cry.

LORRY: Forgive mey, These affairs are not my strength. Until such

time as eed to know what nine times ninepence is, or how
many s twenty guineas, perhaps | should hold my tongue.
LUC agf) It's alright.

LORRY: There’s that smile, more precious than any deposit box.
LORRY and LUCIE stop in front of a staircase.
DEFARGE: It is very high. Better to begin slowly.

LORRY: Courage, Miss Manette.
LUCIE: Courage.
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They reach a door, near where MANETTE has been working all along.
DEFARGE pulls out a key.

LORRY: (Offended.) His door is locked, then, my friend? Is that
necessary?

DEFARGE: Because he was so long a prisoner in the Bastille, he
grows frightened... raves... would tear himself to pieces, if his door
was left open.

LUCIE: (Anxious.) Can that be?

DEFARGE: Bienvenu a Paris'®, Mademoiselle. Long live thg Devil.

DEFARGE knocks heavily on the door. He inserts urns the key
very noisily. A ritual for the prisoner’s benefit. T r is opened.
DEFARGE steps back. LUCIE is still. MAN faintly inside
the room and then goes quiet.

DEFARGE: Good day!
MANETTE: (Slowly, not looking up.) Go

LORRY and DEFARGE ar ing ectantly at LUCIE.

LUCIE: Mister Lorry, e is a ghost!
LORRY: Courag iSS.

LUCIE shal head. DEFARGE steps into the room.
ard at work, | see?

Yes. | am working.
o DEFARGE.) ...making shoes?

MANETTE looks up slowly at the sound of a new voice. LORRY clears
his throat, uncomfortable, and nods hello.

DEFARGE: Come! Regardez, you have a visitor, who knows a well-
made shoe when he sees one. Show him. Tell monsieur what kind
of shoe it is.

10 Welcome to Paris
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MANETTE passes LORRY the half-completed shoe he is working on.

MANETTE: Itis a young lady’s walking shoe. lItis in the present mode.
DEFARGE: And its maker's name?

Pause.

MANETTE: Did you ask me for my name?
DEFARGE nods.

MANETTE: One Hundred and Five, North Tower.
LORRY and LUCIE look at DEFARGE.

DEFARGE: His former cell. He brings it with im.

DEFARGE taps his temple. ETTE takes the shoe back from

LORRY while LORRY is t way®y They watch him work.

LORRY: (Coming cloSer. Manette, do you remember nothing
of me? Ist Id banker, no old business, (Indicating

DEFARGE.) no ol@yservant, no old time, rising in your mind?

MANETTE @ ddenly. LORRY backs away. MANETTE becomes
0 tes to work. DEFARGE gestures for LORRY and
gicautious.

DEFARGE: In this mood he may strike out.
LORRY: (Looking to LUCIE, anxious as ever.) Perhaps we should
adjourn? Return tomorrow, when our presence is not so new?

LUCIE begins to approach MANETTE, trembling. DEFARGE moves
to stop her, but LORRY draws him away. This is what they came for.
LUCIE sits next to MANETTE on his bench. His back is to her and he
does not notice. He switches tools and catches sight of her dress. He
looks up into her face. Pause.
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MANETTE: What is this? You are not the jailer's daughter.

LUCIE shakes her head and touches his arm. MANETTE recoils. She
gives him space. He goes back to his shoemaking. He hums, briefly.
She chooses to hum as well. He stops and looks at her again. Looks
more closely.

MANETTE: (Slow realization.) It is the same.
LUCIE: (Checking in with DEFARGE.) ...I'm sorry, | don’t un@erstand.

Slowly, MANETTE reaches to his neck and takes off kene@string
with a scrap of rag attached to it. He unwinds the r ealing a lock
of golden hair. He raises it up to look at her e hair at the
same time.

LORRY: Good God.

MANETTE: Itis the same.

LUCIE: That must be from was... You have carried me with
you all this time?

MANETTE: Itis the sam

LUCIE: Yes. Yes, father, same!
MANETTE: How i When...? How...?
He lurches 6 her.”LORRY and DEFARGE start forward. LUCIE

gestures fa D stay away.

No, no, no, it can’t be. Too tall, too blooming. She was—

egpwas—before the North Tower, before... before?

LUCIE: (Kneeling, embracing him.) Yes. Before. Look at me. Feel
my hair. Do you see? ltis the same.

MANETTE pulls away, back to the shoes.

LUCIE: You had a life before, more than this, and | was in it... and you
were in mine, in turn, though | do not remember. You remember.

MANETTE stops.
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LUCIE: My father! All these years, stolen from us. Push them aside!
Push through them and think of all the brighter years before us,
away from this wicked land. | was with you all this time in this wisp
of hair. Now | am here in the flesh. Join me. Leave this room and
these shoes and say you’ll build a home with me...

MANETTE is weeping and grasps her in an embrace.

LUCIE: Thank God! Gentlemen, there is blood in this ghost. O, thank
God, thank God, thank God...

LORRY: (Stifling tears.) Well transacted, young womant¢

DEFARGE: (Satisfied.) Shall | hire a carriage and rse

LORRY: That's business, and if business is to be , | had better

do it. @

DEFARGE: (Before moving away with LOR
man is in your care, now. As you lovg’him, K8
LUCIE: Only life and death would bringus ba

UCIE.) A good
im out of France.

~

DEFARGE shakes hands wit RY and LUCIE helps MANETTE
stand. LORRY, LUCIE an ETT®move to one space. DEFARGE
exits a different way.

MANETTE: My t ork. My tools.

a bag with MANETTE'S tools.) Here, dear father,

. L)
: % 5 are you.

MA utches the tools, looking miserable. Sound of waves and
creakin od; we realize that they are on a ship crossing the Channel.
DARNAY, two well-dressed Frenchmen, and a servant, BARSARD, are
in their own conversation, some distance from the pair. LUCIE leads
MANETTE towards a chair.

MANETTE: One Hundred and Five, North Tower. One Hundred and
Five, North Tower.

LUCIE: (Keeping up a good face.) You are free now, father.

MANETTE: (Continuing.) One Hundred and Five, North Tower.
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LUCIE: The fortress-walls which encompassed you are gone, and you
are safe. There is sea spray here, and sun, and breeze—

A gust of wind makes them wince. LUCIE yelps involuntarily.
MANETTE drops his bag of tools. He buries his face in his hands.

LORRY: | must find the captain.
LORRY exits. LUCIE glares after him.

MANETTE: (Despairing.) My tools! My work...
LUCIE: (Fetching the bag, trying to coax him b 0, n®, dear
father, your bag is right here.

LUCIE puts the bag in MANETTE'S la is completely
unresponsive and hums loudly.

LUCIE: You must be cold. | will &lp you; you will stop moaning.
Just a moment of patienced. ind gust; she begins to undo her
cloak.) There.

LUCIE removes her cl rs itto MANETTE. He keeps his face
buried. Wind gus pes the cloak over top of him, obscuring
his head. DARNAY ISystanding next to her. She starts.

el Mademoiselle.
, Monsieur. ... | regret if my convulsions here on
> disturbed you. | just want my father to be comfortable.

LUCIE’S cloak is over MANETTE'S head like a cloth on a birdcage.

DARNAY: He looks comfortable. You, by contrast, will become chilled.
LUCIE: (Rubbing her bare arms.) With what he has endured, | can go
without.

' ’m sorry
12 1t’s alright
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Wind gust.

DARNAY: Would you accept the aid of a fellow-traveler?

LUCIE: | would consider it.

DARNAY: (To MANETTE.) Excusez-moi, monsieur...

He changes the angle of MANETTE's chair. He goes to a nearby barrel

and, in an unpretentious show of strength, moves it so it rests just next

to MANETTE's shoulder.

DARNAY: The wind blows from here. Let it spend it against
the cask, not your father.

He gently pulls the cloak off MANETTE'’s hedd, t8 it in his lap

instead. MANETTE uncovers his face. His @ to his tools. He

looks up at DARNAY, uncomprehendingfbut unafwaid.

DARNAY: Jespere que cela voy§ plait. peu meilleur®? (Smiles
and bows.)

LUCIE: Merci, monsieur, votréybonte'*. How can | thank you
enough?

er coat to give to her.) Cease your
ntent.
n, merci, monsieur. It's... what is the nautical

DARNAY: (Starting t
shivering, and i
LUCIE: (Declining.)
term? Byé
DARNAY:
LUC

They s " They look at each other for a long time.

DARNAY: Do you holiday in England?

LUCIE: No, itis my home. | was born in Paris, and my father... has
been here for many years... but now we are starting a life together.
Leaving France for good.

DARNAY: | am doing the same.

13 T hope this pleases you. A little better?
14 Thank you for your kindness
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LUCIE: Ah! Well, perhaps we will meet again.
DARNAY: Itis a small island.

They enjoy each other some more. He forces himself to break away
with a bow.

DARNAY: Bon voyage, mademoiselle.

LUCIE: May | ask your name?

DARNAY: ... Charles Darnay.

LUCIE: Lucie Manette. Bon voyage, Monsieur Darnay.

DARNAY bows and returns to his companions.

Scene change. The ship fades away. DARE s by himself.
BARSARD begins to exit, but is stopped by th UIS. MARQUIS
whispers an instruction and hands SARD”a bag of gold.

BARSARD counts it in excitement and agrées nonverbally to the
MARQUIS’ terms. MARQUIS al ARS exit. STRYVER enters
during this business.

STRYVER: Carton!

SYDNEY CARTO irSshimself to look at his law partner.

STRYVER;
you're @
CAR

approving of CARTON’s appearance.) Good God,
e to attorneys everywhere.
agSay that's saying something.

CART kes a heavy swig from a flask.

STRYVER: The trial is about to begin, and you’re drinking yourself
blind.

CARTON: Like justice.

STRYVER enjoys this, despite himself. He motions for his friend to
hand him the flask and takes a nip himself.
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STRYVER: God help this Darnay if you were the only one defending
him. As usual, I'll have to carry the day.

CARTON: He'll be fine. He’s a professor, he’s been in London
peaceably five years. There’s no earthly way he’s guilty of treason.

STRYVER: Tellitto the jury. If we're not careful they’ll see him hanged
just to watch him swing. | think our character witness will tell well
with them; she certainly did with me.

STRYVER and CARTON continue their conference as they enter the
Old Bailey. LUCIE, CRUNCHER and LORRY enter.

CRUNCHER: A treason case, Mister Lorry? Bust That¥neans
this Darnay will be half hanged, sliced up, his in aken out and
burnt while he looks on, then his head chogped¥fmand the whole
package cut in quarters. Seems a bit odd ute one man so

many times, but | s’pose that’s the o ay earn.

LUCIE: No one will be executing him, Mister Gruncher, because he’s
innocent. I'm sure | can help jury at.

LORRY: Just stay out here, until the trial is done, and wait for
my instructions.

CRUNCHER: Fine by ldn’t go in the Old Bailey less you

dragged me. Whic e constables did that one time...

CRUNCHER makes self comfortable. LORRY and LUCIE enter
axious, and take their seats. STRYVER sits next to
ere CARTON is. ATTORNEY-GENERAL and

ENGLISH JUDGE: Charles Darnay, emigrant from France these five
years, you are accused of treason and providing military intelligence
to a foreign power to the great detriment of our Lord the King of
England. How do you plead?

DARNAY: Not guilty, m’lord.

ENSEMBLE murmurs darkly. The ENGLISH JUDGE bangs his gavel
and indicates the ATTORNEY-GENERAL, who stands.
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ATTORNEY-GENERAL: Ladies and sensitive gentlemen! Do not let
the prisoner’s demeanor bewitch you. Charles Darnay emigrated
from his native France five years ago for the sole purpose of sowing
mischief in our realm. You must find the prisoner Guilty. You can
never lay your heads upon your pillows until you do; you cannot
tolerate your wives or children to lay their heads on their pillows;
there never more can be, for you or yours, any laying of heads upon
pillows at all unless the prisoner’s head is taken off.

Ensemble buzzes. ATTORNEY-GENERAL sits.

ENGLISH JUDGE: Mr. Stryver.

STRYVER: (Standing.) Honored citizens of {
wish | were somewhere else. So sho This baseless,
tasteless, shameless case against & profi of literature is a
waste of our time. A traitor? A spy?§Pshaw! Just look at him! He

e be frank: |

is a man of exceptional charagter an al decency, as our first
witness will establish. The se calls Miss Lucie Manette to the
stand.

LUCIE tentatively take

STRYVER: Miss MaRgtte, look upon Mister Darnay.

LUCIE and @ Y exchange a look.

ave you seen him before?

s. On board of a packet-ship returning from France, sir,
some five years’ hence.

DARNAY: Can it be five years?

LUCIE: Indeed!

ATTORNEY-GENERAL: Objection! Fraternizing!

JUDGE: Sustained.

STRYVER: Miss Manette, had you any conversation with the prisoner
on that passage across the Channel?
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LUCIE: Yes, sir. The gentleman was so good as to advise me how |
could shelter my ailing father from the wind and weather, better than
| had done. He expressed great gentleness and kindness. | was
very glad to have known him.

STRYVER: Thank you, Miss Manette.

STRYVER sits. ATTORNEY-GENERAL stands.

ATTORNEY-GENERAL: Miss Manette, had the prisoner come on
board alone?

LUCIE: No... he was with two other French gentlemen; is man.
(Indicating BARSARD.)

ATTORNEY-GENERAL: Let the record state the witness
indicated this honorable patriot, John Barg@rd™ e. On that
ship, the prisoner conferred together with @ ers?

LUCIE: Well, yes...

ATTORNEY-GENERAL: (Holding up\a stack of paper.) Were any
papers handed about among them, si o these?

LUCIE: Some papers may ha en handed about, yes.

ATTORNEY-GENERAL: he redprd state that the defense’s own
witness just reported s @ harles Darnay exchange these lists
of His Majesty’s ' gpfes, sea and land, with mysterious
Frenchman stil

ENSEMBL S.

STR tion! Speculation!

EN DGE: Overruled.

LUCIE: ... but | only said | saw some papers, not those papers. |
never said—

ATTORNEY-GENERAL: (Sitting.) Nothing further.

LUCIE: The prisoner was open, and kind, and good to my father. |
hope | may not repay him by doing him harm today!

ENGLISH JUDGE: (Banging gavel.) Next witness!

ENSEMBLE buzzes. LUCIE sits next to LORRY, distressed.
STRYVER is fuming.
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ATTORNEY-GENERAL: The noble and unimpeachable John Barsard
to the stand.

BARSARD takes the stand.

ATTORNEY-GENERAL: Sir John, pure soul thou art, tell the jury thy
account.

BARSARD: | had been friend to the prisoner Darnay, in an evil hour.
Imagine my dismay to discover that he was transporting those lists
of His Majesty’s military forces.

ATTORNEY-GENERAL: What did you do?

BARSARD: On discovering the wickedness and gui is business,
| could not but resolve to immolate the traitor on acred altar of
my country.

ATTORNEY-GENERAL: Bless you.

Appreciative murmuring from ENSEMBLE. ATTORNEY-GENERAL
sits. STRYVER stands.

STRYVER: Mister Barsar ati ur profession?
BARSARD: Gentleman.
STRYVER: What do n?

BARSARD:
STRYVER:

AT
BARS : Rude, too!

JUDGE: [I'll allow it.

STRYVER: Ever been in a debtor’s prison?

BARSARD: Yes.

STRYVER: How many times?

BARSARD: Once... or twice... three... five or six times.
STRYVER: Ever live by gambling?

BARSARD: Not more than other gentlemen do.
STRYVER: Ever kicked downstairs for cheating at dice?
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BARSARD: Decidedly not. | once received a kick at the top of a
staircase and fell downstairs of my own accord.

STRYVER: Ever borrow money of the prisoner, Charles Darnay?

BARSARD: Yes.

STRYVER: Ever pay him?

BARSARD: | can’t recall.

STRYVER: What more can you say about these lists of his Majesty’s
military forces?

BARSARD: Only that | found them during a righteous and pure-
hearted search of the prisoner’s luggage.

STRYVER: And what compelled you to open Mister Da S\uggage
in, as you say, a righteous and pure-hearted fashi

BARSARD: To seek the truth. What other reason | have?

STRYVER: To plant the lists there, fo X purpose of
“discovering” them yourself?

BARSARD: Why, ha ha ha ha! ...liste ou.

STRYVER: Mister Barsard, do you n money to pay off gambling
debts?

BARSARD: Why? How muc ou have?

STRYVER: What would say W a wealthy party offered you
employment to provide e and lay traps?

BARSARD: ...nothing®

STRYVER: Your i
prisoner?

BARSARD ger patriotism.
STRYVER % Patriotism. Nothing further.

EN DGE nods to BARSARD, who steps down.

en, in providing this evidence against the

LORRY: If that’s the best they can do, Darnay should come out alright.

LUCIE: Lord, | hope so...

ATTORNEY-GENERAL: (Holding up a paper.) My lord, | enter into
evidence a sworn affidavit from three honest Britons identifying that
some two years ago Charles Darnay was present in a hotel outside
Dover — in the dead of night — waiting for a foreign party... and in
possession of lists very like these.

ENSEMBLE buzzes.
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STRYVER: Objection! Poppycock!

JUDGE: ...Overruled.

ATTORNEY-GENERAL: What rationale for this midnight rendezvous?
Why, what other could it be, but to arrange the transfer of
intelligence to the enemies of our English Prince? The prisoner
Darnay was there—there can be no doubt of that! Eyewitness
testimony is unimpeachable!

STRYVER: M’lord...

CARTON catches STRYVER’s attention. STRYVER down to
listen to CARTON'’s whispering.

JUDGE: Well, Mr. Stryver?

STRYVER: (Standing.) Mr. Attorney-G you say your
eyewitnesses must be trusted. | beggthe cotrtis®indulgence to look
well upon this gentleman, my learne@ colleague Sydney Carton...

DARNAY pivots and become TON, standing next to STRYVER.
ENSEMBLE gasps.

STRYVER: Are he an er very like each other?

ENGLISH JUDG able!

LUCIE: (Pleasantly rised.) Very like indeed...

ATTORNE RAL: (Blustering.) Objection! Your purpose, Mr.
Stryver

ENG : (Curious.) Indeed. Your purpose?

f we can scarcely tell these men apart in front of our faces,
gftain can we be that your witnesses saw Charles Darnay
doing what you say in a hotel two years ago in the dead of night?
Nothing further.

Murmuring from the ENSEMBLE. STRYVER and ATTORNEY-
GENERAL trade rhetoric in a dumb show of the remainder of the trial.
CRUNCHER snores loudly while dumb show takes place.

CRUNCHER: (Waking.) Oh, an itch. | got an itch. (Scratches
vigorously, until the itch is tamped down. Yawns.) What'd | miss?
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ENGLISH JUDGE bangs his gavel.

ENGLISH JUDGE: The jury has reached a verdict. (Visibly
disappointed.) Acquitted!

ENGLISH JUDGE bangs gavel. Disorderly noise from ENSEMBLE,
who disperse. ENGLISH JUDGE, BAILIFF and ATTORNEY-
GENERAL exit. DARNAY comes forward, pleased, disbelieving. He
is approached by LORRY and LUCIE.

LORRY: There you are, Mister Darnay! Tha avens, and
congratulations!

DARNAY: Mister Lorry, | thank you. | hardl to belong to
this world again.

LUCIE: Small wonder; you were ne dv d on your way to
another.

They look at each other. H s her hand. STRYVER pushes

forward.

STRYVER: The free !

DARNAY: (Pulli from LUCIE.) My warmest thanks, Mr.
Stryver. You havélaid me under an obligation to you for life.
amous prosecution, grossly infamous. | am glad to
u off with honor. | should present my colleague to
dney Carton. (Turning.) Sydney? What are you
op looming like a vulture—these are people of quality.

DARNAY moves and becomes CARTON.

CARTON: Precisely why | was keeping my distance.

STRYVER: It was Carton’s idea to point out the resemblance between
you. Uncanny, isn’tit?

LUCIE: (Blushing.) Quite striking.

STRYVER: Sydney is my jackal...

CARTON: | thought | was a vulture.
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LUCIE is amused. CARTON zeroes in on this.

STRYVER: He is my jackal, and | am his lion. Between us, nothing in
the jungle stands a chance.

CARTON: You should see us tuck into a corned beef. Quite grisly.

LUCIE: (Laughing, focused on CARTON.) Well, for a pair of beasts,
you performed quite nobly today.

CARTON: Won't happen again, | swear.

LORRY: (Can't handle any more flirting. He yawns desperately.) Well,
well, well, what a day it has been! Quite trying, for all parties. |beg
an old man’s privilege to break up this conference a er us all
to our homes. Jerry! Jerry, a coach.

JERRY CRUNCHER goes to flag a coach do N turns back
into DARNAY.

DARNAY: Mister Lorry.

LORRY: Oh, Darnay... Thank hegven fo r safe delivery. Thanks
to you too, Mister Stryver, your associate.

LUCIE: Yes, thank you.

STRYVER grabs her h ses it ostentatiously.

STRYVER: A pleastige, Miss Manette. An honest citizen is worth a

hundredoliSitors.
LUCIE: (G % CARTON.) And their jackals?

STR péusand of their jackals.

LUCIE to DARNAY. He bows deeply.

LUCIE: Mister Darnay, Let us not make it another five years before
our next meeting.

DARNAY: Agreed.

LUCIE: (Shy.) I... do hope you will call soon to pay your respects...
to my father. He will be so glad to see you again.

DARNAY: | should like that very much. Bonne nuit, Mademoiselle.

LUCIE: Bonne nuit.
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LUCIE, LORRY and CRUNCHER exit.
STRYVER: (Appreciative.) A little French, that was good.

DARNAY shrugs his thanks. STRYVER pats him on the shoulder and
exits. Beat. DARNAY looks at CARTON. CARTON looks at DARNAY.

CARTON: This is a strange chance that throws you and me together.
DARNAY: | agree. Standing with my counterpart is quite a sensation.
CARTON: ...So | am your counterpart, and not the other way, around?
DARNAY feels awkward.

CARTON: Why the devil don’t you dine?

CARTON strolls down the street. They ghter a and stand at the
bar. CARTON flags down a BARMAID Yo bringifood and drink.

CARTON: (Asthey move.) Y Id have died today, for god’s sake.
Let’s bring you back to thi restfigl scheme again with some meat
and potatoes and win

BARMAID brings lasses.
DARNAY:

service
CAR

you.  And thank you, Mister Carton, for the great
lered me today. A toast to your health.
to that.

They he BARMAID walks by and CARTON gooses her or grabs
at her or something equally inappropriate. She extracts herself,
disgusted, and exits. DARNAY is highly disapproving.

CARTON: So—counterpart of mine—what was it like? Not the trial,
not the looming threat of death. What was it like to have such a
face regard you with such a look?

DARNAY: |... I'm not sure | take your meaning. Miss Manette? Well...
she is a credit to her sex. | am glad to know her.
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CARTON: And did you know her on that packet-ship from France,
those years ago? Hmm? A bit of time below decks with the
Mademoiselle, hmm? Don’t answer that. A man like you wants a
woman, all he has to do is mumble in French. A man like me has
to fight for everything... Mademoiselles most of all. Fight and fail
enough times, you learn that it's easier not to try. You wouldn’t
understand. What have you ever wanted that wasn’t given you
straight away?

DARNAY: (Stewing, greatly offended.) Mister Carton, you may
assume whatever fancy suits you about me, but | will nofistand for

your imprecations about Miss Manette. | thank you ore for
your service in the courtroom and take my leave
CARTON: [I'm trying to tell you something. | disappointed

drudge, sir. | care for no one, and no one gfi €2 es for me.
DARNAY: Much to be regretted. You migh & sed your talents
better.

DARNAY walks away, stern angl self-satisfied. As he walks, he
becomes CARTON, later that

CARTON: (Mimicking D
better.” Thank you;
utter those wor

“You might have used your talents
or being the first person in my life to
LUCIE ent other space, tending a birdcage.

you have been looked at by those blue eyes as he
commiserated by that face as he was? Well, why not?

CARTON drains his bottle and exits. The home of DR. MANETTE and
LUCIE. MANETTE enters, reading. Sound of birdsong.

LUCIE: Bonjour, papa.
MANETTE: (Delighted.) Lucie, more songbirds yet?
LUCIE: My only vice.
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MANETTE kisses her on the forehead and continues walking and
reading. After a moment, he turns to watch LUCIE from a distance.
MISS PROSS enters with a colorful cloth, folded.

PROSS: (Bowing to MANETTE on her way past.) Afternoon, Doctor.
Cook will have tea out any minute now.

MANETTE: Very well, Pross. Look at her.

PROSS: At our Ladybird? Begging your pardon, Doctor, | feel she’s
apt to get a swelled head already with all the looking at she’s getting
from these young gentlemen.

MANETTE: Itis to be expected.

PROSS: | don't care for it. That's my little Ladybir:
always will be.

MANETTE: Well, you've done splendidly. | ¢
she means to me, Pross. She’s my lighthd
my North Tower.

PROSS: ...Beg pardon?

MANETTE: (Unaware of his slip)She’s orth Star. Fixed on her,
| cannot go astray.

MANETTE smiles and on with his book. PROSS goes to
LUCIE with the cloth begin a dumb show conversation.
MANETTE ends i study, unexpectedly close to his old
shoemaker’s workbe and tools. WOMAN whispers mysteriously,
indistinct, !l!m: g MANETTE'S attention. MANETTE stops reading

and looks &

LU a?

Whisper stops. LUCIE enters his study and kisses him on the head.

LUCIE: Papa, Miss Pross and | are going out for the shopping. Will
you be alright?

MANETTE: Of course. Be well, my angel. (Returns to reading.)

LUCIE: (Tidying up.) Cook has scones ready downstairs if you're
hungry... (Notices his shoemakers’ tools and bench and stops. To
herself.) Father... must you keep these things?

MANETTE: (Looking up.) Hmm?
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LUCIE: Nothing. Adieu.
MANETTE: Au Revoir.

LUCIE exits, troubled. MANETTE looks up after she goes. Eerie
flashback.

WOMAN: (Offstage.) Un... deux... trois... quatre...

BOY appears with a sword in one hand and the other protecting a
bloody wound in his side.

BOY: Have you seen her, doctor?

WOMAN: (Offstage. Continuing to count undern Cing... six...
sept... huit...

MANETTE: How has this been done, Monsi

BOY: Doctor? Doctor! Have you seengier, D

WOMAN enters, deeply traumatizgd, with aints on her arms.
WOMAN: Neuf... dix... 0 douze...!

WOMAN and BOY shr . Quiet knocking ends the flashback
instantly.

there?
DARNAY: s tentatively.) May | be so bold as to announce

(Standing.) Charles Darnay! Well, well!

ave | disturbed you?

MANETTE: No! No, hardly, I'm relieved you came. Lucie has gone
out on, uh, some household matters, but will soon be home.

DARNAY: Doctor Manette... | took the opportunity of her being from
home to beg to speak to you.

MANETTE: ...Oh?

DARNAY: | have had the happiness, Doctor Manette, of being so
intimate here, for some year and a half, that | hope the topic on
which | am about to touch may not—

MANETTE: (Raising a hand.) Is Lucie the topic?
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DARNAY: She is. (Beat.) You anticipate what | would say. When |
first saw you on that packet-ship from France, | knew that between
you and Miss Manette there is an affection so unusual, so touching,
that it can have few parallels. | have felt, and do even now feel, that
to bring another love between you would be to touch your history
with something not quite as good as itself. But | love her. Heaven
is my witness that | love her!

Beat.
MANETTE: Have you any reason to believe that Lucie ou?

DARNAY: None. As yet, none.
MANETTE: Do you seek any guidance from me?

DARNAY: ...if, to my great fortune, Miss Ma e
innocent heart, and told you so, that you s &

have related to you here.

efMheld me in her
ate to her what |

Beat.

MANETTE: [ will.

DARNAY: Oh, Doctor—! @ not know what happiness this brings
me. Your confidencgintge o¥ight to be returned with full confidence
on my part. | y name—my true name from France—a
secret to all thoseYere in my new life. | wish to share it, if you will

hear blush to say that | am nobly born Charles
D’Evre @

Fla w shrieks—disturbing images of BOY and WOMAN.

DARNAY: (Unaware.) The only son of the Marquis—
MANETTE: Stop!

Noise and images cease immediately. DARNAY is nonplussed.
MANETTE: Spare me. Uh... Fellow exiles that we are, let us... let us

leave our pasts buried where they are. Your future is my concern,
Charles Darnay, not your past. Pray, do not mention it again.
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DARNAY agrees.

MANETTE: She will be home directly. Perhaps it is better she should
not see us together tonight.

DARNAY: Of course. | will call again. | am eternally grateful to you,
Doctor.

MANETTE: Go! God bless you.

DARNAY exits. MANETTE wanders, and happens to wind up near his
shoemaker’s bench. Flashback again; BOY appears.

MANETTE: (Picks up a shoe, absently.) God save

WOMAN appears, weeping. MARQUIS af , §looking more
youthful. He holds out a purse of coins.

MARQUIS: | need not tell you the thingg that you have seen here are
not to be spoken of, Doctor.
MANETTE: Devil take you... onde...

WOMAN shrieks. A grea d a pool of red onstage. Lights out
on MANETTE and fla fance. Ensemble notices the pool of
red and moves to urprised and delighted. DEFARGE and
MME DEFARGE watBg the ensemble.

ib.) Wine! Come, come see! Wine enough for all!
cask tumbled from its cart—

A festive atmosphere as the ensemble begin drinking the wine any way
they can.

ENSEMBLE #1: Use your hands!

ENSEMBLE #2: Bring your mugs, your bowls, your saucers!

ENSEMBLE #3: Soak your handkerchiefs! A drop for yourself...

ENSEMBLE #4: (Wringing the liquid into her baby’s mouth.) A drop
for the baby...
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Laughter.

ENSEMBLE #1: Companions all, companions in good fortune!
ENSEMBLE cheers.

ENSEMBLE #1: Dip your fingers!

ENSEMBLE #2: Drain your cups!

ENSEMBLE #3: Suck your rags!

The wine is mostly gone now. Desperate to keep the alive:
ENSEMBLE #1: Strain it from the mud!

ENSEMBLE #2: Chew the barrel-wood!
ENSEMBLE #3: Lick the paving-stones!

ENSEMBLE: Before it drains away... ofe i away... Before it
is gone.

The wine is all consumed or ¢ inated by now. Beat. ENSEMBLE

sink back into their rougi they sense of play fading away

immediately.

DEFARGE: (An , ot a complaint.) That wine was meant
for our shop.

That'wine was meant for those mouths. Let them

bring a
DEF em bring another.
ENSE drift away. DEFARGE and MME DEFARGE close up their

wine shop. DEFARGE takes a moment.

MME DEFARGE: Husband?

DEFARGE: | am a little tired. It is a long time.

MME DEFARGE: Vengeance and retribution require a long time.
DEFARGE: Too long, perhaps.
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MME DEFARGE: What do you mean? (Beat. Holding up her knitting.)
| hold here a chronicle of every crime committed by every cultured
criminal, on to every citizen, with each passing hour. Rendered in
plain sight, until such day as justice can be served, row by row.
Every slight. Every theft. Every blow. Every father jailed. Every
mother ruined. Every child crushed.

DEFARGE: | know.

MME DEFARGE: These things must be answered.

DEFARGE: | do not question that. | only mean that it has been a long
time coming... and it is possible that an end may not corie, during
our lives.

MME DEFARGE: (Approaching DEFARGE, tend y hisband.
Can you imagine the Republic?

DEFARGE: Sometimes.

MME DEFARGE: | seeit. Clearly as | see the S) or these hands.
We will accomplish the promises philose , to become the
model of all nations for all free peopleg everywhere. Is that not worth
waiting for?

DEFARGE: ...Worth dying fo

MME DEFARGE: The war gfiligerty insttyranny is coming. It never
retreats. It never stog “ always advancing. (Staring up into
DEFARGE'S face.)SAnthl belteve, with all my soul, that you and |
shall see the tri

They kiss; g embrace. England. STRYVER and CARTON at
work. STR ishes his bit of reading and stands with a sigh. He
pour

STR I have had enough of this style of life, Sydney. All work.

No comfort. (With other hand, he puts a cigar in his mouth, or eats
a pastry, or some other decadent activity.) I've looked it in the face
and made up my mind. | intend to marry, and | recommend you do
the same.

CARTON: Do you.

STRYVER: Find a respectable woman with a little property and marry
her, against a rainy day. Somebody in the landlady way, that’s the
kind of thing for you.

CARTON: Capital, perhaps she’ll throw in free room and board.
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STRYVER: Al I'm saying—as a friend—is that you’re highly
objectionable. If you find a woman who can stomach you, grab her,
before a better man does.

CARTON: Sage advice.

STRYVER: (Finishing his drink.) My specialty.

STRYVER claps CARTON on the shoulder and exits. CARTON thinks.
CARTON drinks. Morning at the MANETTE household. LUCIE at her
desk, doing watercolors. PROSS cleaning. CARTON knock on the
door. PROSS admits him.

PROSS: (Displeased.) Good morning, Mister Carto
CARTON: Good morning, Proost. (Mispronouncin SS' name.)

PROSS: (This is not the first time.) It's Pross 48

CARTON: (Completely disinterested, hanc @ his coat.) Oh?
Where is Lucie, then?

PROSS: The drawing-room, sir.

CARTON turns away.

PROSS: Waiting to have @ ing spoilt. (Exits.)

LUCIE notices CA e approaches.

LUCIE: (P .) Mister Carton! | did not know you to be an early

shakes, should you have the need.

LUCIE: If ever | see a snake in the parlor, my first action before fainting
dead away will be to send for you, my mystical friend.

CARTON: Your friend.

Beat.

LUCIE: (Not sure what it is going on.) | beg your pardon?
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Beat.

CARTON: What do you paint?

LUCIE: Trees.

CARTON: (Mustering up as much enthusiasm as he can.) Ah. | like
the... (He doesn't like anything. He trails off.)

Beat.

LUCIE: Tell me of your—
CARTON: (Overlapping.) Pray forgive me, Miss tte. Wbreak
down before the knowledge of what | want to sa u.

LUCIE is intrigued.

CARTON: Will you hear me?

LUCIE: [ will.

CARTON: | am like one who ung. All my life might have been.

LUCIE: Mister Carton—! would you say such a thing?

CARTON: The truth, ? Indeed, | generally have little
acquaintance with i

LUCIE: | have se efore, Mister Carton, and you are not one.
You are young, yogare vital, you are witty—

CARTON: d'¥kifting, and dreary, and dissipated—
LUCIE: ( @n him on the arm, or the hand.) | do not see you so.
CARTON: You do me too much credit.

LUCIE: A man | loved was in direr straits than yours, once, and | was
so blessed as to have played a role in his... rescue. Can | use no
influence to serve you? Have | no power for good, with you, at all?

CARTON: Miss Manette, your power with me is... considerable.
Usually, my tongue trips me up from flapping too fast. Today | can
hardly make it move.

LUCIE: | can wait.

Beal
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CARTON: Since | have known you... you stir old shadows that |
thought had died out of me. Whispers from old voices, impelling me
upward, that | thought were silent forever. You kindle me, heap of
ashes that | am, into fire.

LUCIE: | am very glad.

CARTON: ...Desired as you are, Miss Manette, you must have heard
such things before.

LUCIE: You are the first to say them to my face.

LUCIE and CARTON are very close together. He takes her Rand, very
gently.

CARTON: (Thinking about kneeling.) Lucie Manet you—
PROSS: (Offstage.) Begging your pardon, L

LUCIE and CARTON immediately pull afay fro h other. PROSS
enters.

PROSS: Mister Charles Darn oming up the drive.

CARTON goes cold and @ ediately. Beat.

PROSS: Thought : to know.
LUCIE: Thank you, SS.

PROSS e

LU @ ... were you about to say something, Mister Carton?

CARTON heads for the door.

LUCIE: Mister Carton...! Sydney, where are you—?

CARTON: | know very well that you can have no tenderness for me. |
ask for none. | am even thankful that it cannot be.

LUCIE: What?

CARTON: Just know this: For you, and any dear to you, | would do
anything.

LUCIE: Sydney! What were you—?
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CARTON: Good afternoon.
LUCIE: Wait!

He all but runs away. LUCIE braces herself against her desk.

LUCIE: But what were you going to say? What was | going to say?
(Tries to compose herself.)

Behind her, DARNAY enters.

DARNAY: (Brightly, not noticing her mood yet.) B journee,
mademoiselle. Comment vous sentez-vous cett ins?
LUCIE: (Wiping her eyes, smiling.) Comme ci, co als,

DARNAY: Is everything all right?

LUCIE: Oh, mais oui, bien sur®’. Just a touc @ iment.
DARNAY: None the less real in its effe

LUCIE: You are kind.

DARNAY: And you are brave.

Beat. She looks at him, ideri DARNAY is unsure what the
attention means.

DARNAY: (Befor comfortable.) What... do you paint?
LUCIE: ...trees.
DARNAY: ing cloSely at her painting.) | have seen this spot!

have not recognized it from my halting strokes.
leontraire, this is that beautiful elm in the churchyard—
d LUCIE: That the children love to climb.

DARNAY: You rendered it so skillfully that in my mind there was no
doubt, from when | first saw it.

15 Good day. How are you feeling?
16 So-so
17" Sure, of course
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LUCIE: Of my favorite spots, | think | like this one the best. Charles.
Why did you come here today?

DARNAY: (Controlling himself.) Why, merely a social call. Is that
inconvenient?

LUCIE: No, no. Just... indirect. (Contemplating DARNAY.) So alike,
and yet so far apart. Charles.

DARNAY: Lucie?

LUCIE: Why do you call on me so often?

DARNAY: (Prepares a polite answer, then hesitates.) Pray forgive me.
| break down before the knowledge of what | would say t@lyou.

LUCIE: You men break down like carriages on a mountai d.

DARNAY: You've watched others navigate these efore®» Very
well, I'll be bold, and I'll be brief.

LUCIE: And | will accept.

DARNAY smiles at her. They clasp hands. P enters.

PROSS: (As she enters.) Begding yo ardon, Ladybird, but—
(Observing the situation.) ind. (Exits.)

LUCIE: Father?

MANETTE: (Enters, read

LUCIE: | have somet

Irritated, not looking up.) Gabelle? Whatis it?
? Look at you... and him...

BOY appears, holding his wound. Only MANETTE can see him.
BOY: (To MANETTE.) Can you see her, doctor?

MME DEFARGE appears, watching MARQUIS as she knits. Creaking
floorboard.

MARQUIS: (Turning.) What in God’s name do you—
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GASPARD rushes out of the darkness and knocks MARQUIS on his
back.

MANETTE: (Pained, struggling to hold it together.) You have my
blessing.
GASPARD: For my child.

GASPARD stabs MARQUIS in the chest. MME. DEFARGE stabs a
needle through her knitting at the same time. LUCIE and {[DARNAY
kiss. The towers of the BASTILLE come into view. EMBLE
members enter, armed. MANETTE and BOY exit.

MME DEFARGE: Libertie!
FRENCH ENSEMBLE: Egalite! Fraternite! O @

DEFARGE: To the Bastille!

The revolution in Paris begins. 4#/DAR xits, leaving LUCIE to
prepare for the wedding. S of battle, gunfire and cannons.
DEFARGES lead a strugglgsimthe streets of Paris.

DEFARGE: On with
MME DEFARGE:
Mille, Jacques Mi

Un, Jacques Cing, Jacques Dix!
public, Jacques Deux Mille, Jacques Cent

continues:

LUCIE: It was the season of Light.

DEFARGE: (Watching a fellow peasant get gunned down.) It was the
season of Darkness.

LUCIE: It was the spring of hope.

GASPARD: (Dropping his knife, attacked by a pair of guards.) It was
the winter of despair.
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ENSEMBLE #1: (Watching MME DEFARGE draw out a strategy,
worshipful.) It was the age of wisdom.

PROSS: (With LUCIE, who does something playful with a veil.) It was
the age of foolishness.

MME DEFARGE: It was the epoch of belief!

ENSEMBLE roars agreement.

DARNAY: (Smitten, seeing LUCIE during their wedding ceremony.) It
was the epoch of incredulity.

DARNAY and LUCIE: (After exchanging rings.) We erything
before us.

DEFARGE: (After a great crash, seeing that th bridges are
down.) We have nothing before us!

LUCIE: In short—

FRENCH ENSEMBLE charge into the BASTILLE. DARNAY kisses his
bride. A white flag of surrender rigés ove astille.

MME DEFARGE: The dayg rs!
French ENSEMBLE ¢ r
ALL: It was the bes times!

CARTON g @ y, watching the wedding from afar.

CA was the worst of times.

END OF ACT ONE
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