The Opening of a Tale of Two Cities by Charles Dickens
It was the best of times,
it was the worst of times,
it was the age of wisdom,
it was the age of foolishness,
it was the epoch of belief,
it was the epoch of incredulity,
it was the season of Light,
it was the season of Darkness,
it was the spring of hope,
it was the winter of despair,
We had everything before us, we had nothing before us, we were all going direct to Heaven, we were
all going direct the other way— in short, the period was so far like the present period, that some of its
noisiest authorities insisted on its being received, for good or for evil, in the superlative degree of
comparison only.
There were a king with a large jaw and a queen with a plain face, on the throne of England; there
were a king with a large jaw and a queen with a fair face, on the throne of France. In both countries it
was clearer than crystal to the lords of the State preserves of loaves and fishes, that things in general
were settled for ever.
….In England, there was scarcely an amount of order and protection to justify much national
boasting. Daring burglaries by armed men, and highway robberies, took place in the capital itself
every night; families were publicly cautioned not to go out of town without removing their furniture to
upholsterers' warehouses for security; the highwayman in the dark was a City tradesman in the light,
and, being recognized and challenged by his fellow-tradesman whom he stopped in his character of
"the Captain," gallantly shot him through the head and rode away; after which the mail was robbed in
peace.
France, less favored on the whole as to matters spiritual than her sister of the shield and trident,
rolled with exceeding smoothness down hill, making paper money and spending it. Under the
guidance of her Christian pastors, she entertained herself, besides, with such humane achievements
as sentencing a youth to have his hands cut off, his tongue torn out with pincers, and his body burned
alive, because he had not kneeled down in the rain to do honor to a dirty procession of monks which
passed within his view, at a distance of some fifty or sixty yards.
All these things, and a thousand like them, came to pass in and close upon the dear old year one
thousand seven hundred and seventy-five.

