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" CHAPTER 1.
THE STRANGE MAXUSCRIPT,

OLp GARTH sat i# his room in Liverpool,
smoking his pipe and reading a letter. It was
a large, low apartment in the topmost story of
a bui dmg that looked Hke a warchouse. From
this a window opened out upon a narrow lanc,
on the other side of which and -about six feet |
away ros2.the blank wall of another warehous :
There wes butJittle furniture in the room: a
narrow iron ot with mattress, two stout chairs,
8 small deal table, and fipally & scaman’'s chest.
which had been transformed iuto a couch by
the simple meaps of a few gunny-bags.

The occupsnt of this room had not been in
Liverpool more than six months, and vet had
made himself known during that time through-
out a. prelty extensive -circle of acquamumces
both by the eccentricity of his character, and
the singularity of his business. These bad im-
pressed the public mind very strongty, and had
produced that peculiar sentiment of good-
natured toleration which is often felt townrd
any one who ma¥ be regarded as an “* oddity.”
O1d Garth, as he stooa in his humble apart- | d
ment with the letter in Wi hand, presented
rather & singular appearance. e was so tall
that Lis bushy hair almost touched the low ceil-.
ing; his frame was gaunt, raw-boneéd, and sin-
ewy, and his dress, thout;sh not ex'tctlv shabby,

tling, giving a gtneral

His
face was bronzed, asthough by long exposure to
a tropical sun: he Jad his beard and mustache
T and 'of that length which is most
popular with practical men, since it enables one
dzscsrd ruzors and yet gives no inconvcnience;
‘his nose was thin and long, bis eyebrows shag-
gy, and-over the whole face fhere was a certain’
grimness, arising from the grizzled hair which'
overspresad it. ere was, however, somethitg

in tbe face whicli attracted rather than repelled;
nmgny eyes were sad rather than stern; “be-
the roughness of the features there were

the sigus of genﬂenes and kipdly human feel
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A STORY OF SICILY.

Author of ** The Borge ' lub,” ete

found earmestness was blended with the mos |
touching simplicity. -

As Old Garth studied the letter whieh hc held |
in his hands, the sound of footsteps, apparently !
ascending the: stajgs, came from below without
attraclm«' his attention, At length there came
arap at the door, after which the vititor, w nh~’
out waiting for any invitation, opencd the door
anid entered the room.

The new-comer was one of those good-looking :
voung fellows, who are so plenuful everywhefe |
fo-this nincteentl century. both in fiction and in!
real Jife. He had a round, almost boyish face,
clustering dark curls, open, frank expression,
while his eyes were of that kind whieh look one
full in the face. and compel a certain sort of
interest if not regard. His fu-st remark was the
usual and natural one: :

“ Well, Hencla}vc my son,” said Old Garth,
“1I'm delighted to see you. Make yourself at
home. Don't be b&shful and don't mind me.
For my part, I'mina confounded fix and about
used up.’ :

““hy, what's the ‘matter?” smd Henslowe

pping inlo.a seat upon the seamen s chest,
. b, evervlbmg’e tm'ned up, *said the other,
‘o that ought not to.”

“Do ‘you mean here in Liverpool, or in
Bicily?” asked Henslowe. “ Any news from
the scat of war?”

“Well,” said Garth, ‘“ that’s about it. Tt is
news from Sicily. It's thiat beggar Berengar.
He's thrown up the cards. The | game’s up.’

. “Thrown up the cards? Why- what's tlat
or?”

“ Well, perh'xp« it couldn’t b(”z helped; but,
you see, the fact i is, he was expebum; wmet]xrng
from me, and that something wasn’t forthcom-
ing, and so—the game's up. It's hard, too.
You see, it was this way with me:- I'd been tep
years or so in Sicily. They’re a bad lot but
they've got some good pointsafter all, and oy ht
tghave thelrln hts. .. t's toohnitfiemanv
those beggarly Bourbons to hol amagmﬂcent
country like a vegtable garden, and treat the

ing; while in the' whole man there was the sug-
Monot 'chncter inwhich the moetpcd-

w

poegulnuon ‘like a Jot of slaves. Well, you know
ve votkmg my for ten yem or 80

|.of a patriot in Liverpool.”
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tagainst the rascally Bourbons for - the \xcxlinn

' Republic, and didn’t make much progress, so I -

offered to come home and see if 1 couldn; do
‘somcthing; and that, as you know, is the réason
w ln 1 came here.”

** The very lust place in the world to corie toon
such a business,” said Henslowe; ** thaf's what
I've always told you. Now, if jould tried
i France, you might bave done ﬁometbm"; but in
hn 2 nd_there’s no chance. W e’re the most mat-
ter-of-Tact people in the world. ' We sympathize
with rcwolutnoncw cverywhere, but wé néver
dream of helping thém; and in all Eugland
there’s no such matter of-fact place as Liverpool.
I know that. Look at me. . I'm-an amsk An
artist! and in Liverpool! Thiuk of that!’ Now,
an artist in Liverpool knows exactly the pd,smon
But what does‘your
friend Berengar say? Is that from him?” .

“Yes. He don't say anything in particular,
except that he's given ‘up, and is going to make-,
his péace with the Government. That means
that the infernal scoundrel is goiug to be what =
we call Queen’s evidence. He's going to play
the Judas, betray his friends, tell all he knows
about 1he revolution; hapd in thensmes of the
Jeaders. and all'that. He means to save his own -
skry, and maXe.enough by his treachery to_ get
a sturt in life.” _

«“ How did thx;,happcn”’ . N

‘ Oh, well—every raitor has an «@xcuse, and
Berangar has as good an excuse n8 ‘any ore.
You see, the game had become dgsperate. 'When
Ileft, 1 promascd to seek for help here. and re- -
turn in three months,. But six months have

assed, and I've (]one nothing. - This is what

eremz‘sr “elis . mefand he adds that he must
either do as Ke is domg. or bﬂﬁ{: There's no
doubt that the poor devil is in a fix. Here'shis
letter.  You can see-it for yourseif.” -

“* Thanks—but T don't know Italian.”

“ Wc]l it isn't hardly Italian, it's the Sl(ﬂ‘an
palois. Bercn?ar boasts, or used to boast, about
r | being g man of the people. , After this he will -

.probably be a'man of the Government, for they

will, no doabt, reward him for hig" trcacberv -
and in return for enabling them to hang a score
ortwoothismostinmmtefﬁmds y will,




