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Chapter VIIL.-Palermo.
T last we were in Sicily, the land of brigandsAand earthquakes, the end of our voyage, for

here we werc to spend a month or two. Our
Cnly regret was that we had to say good-bye to the
good friends we had made on ship-board and miglit
neyer see again. We wouldn't stop to think of that,
but made the conventional remark of travellers,
"Oh, we are sure to nieet again some day; the
'world is s0 small 1" Sam nearly wept at the thought
'Of Ieaving the Captain and the other officers of
whom lie had grown so fond, but wlien we told him
that we miglit return home on the saine slip, lie
was ail smiles again.

We landed at Palermo, the Capital of Sicily,
which is built on a fertile plane between two pro-
tifontaries that form an excellent harbour. The
filountains that overhang the city are almost bare
'Of vegetation, for the forests of Sicily were al
liewn down long ago, and the fiocks of goats on
Mount Pellegrino mnust work overtime to keep the
grass from growing. At any
rate, the miountaifl is bare
and pink, and the sea is the
blàest blue--so blue that it
mnakes a summner sky look
pale and faded. That is the
way Palermo is coloured,
tOO; You must paint it with
the brightest colours in y'our-

green. That alone is enough to make one stare,
but they atre also moving picture galleries, for
around the cart are painted panels representing bis-
torical events, scenes f rom Grecian mythology, from
the Bible, or from the Italian operas. I even
noticed one from the if e of Abraham Lincoln.
This surprised me greatly until I remembered that
hie had been assoÏled at one time with Garibaldi,
tlie popular hero Sicily.

Sam became so absorbed in the pictures on the
carts that we could flot get him to look at anything
else. The paintings that interested hlm most were
of a sensational order. The first represented a man
driving a cart, the second had the addition of an
approaching railway train, the third showed the
accident, and in the fourth the unfortunate was
received into heaven by shining angels. I did wish
I could speak the Sicilian dialect well enougli to ask
the owner why lie chose sudh a subject.

Palermo lias been occupied successfully by
Greeks, Arabs, Spaniards and Frendch, and each
country lias Ieft its marks on the architecture of
the city. The big cathedral was erected on the
foundations of a pagan temple, the Arabs converted

will bie a ring of grand old trees, with violets
peeping out f rom their mossy roots, and
vines climbing up them. There shall be,
also, garden seats--very numerous-beneath them,
where I shall "sew a fine seam, and feast upon
strawberries, peaches, and cream." A fountain will
be gushing up in the centre of this ring. Number-
less birds, also, shall sing in the trees.

The entrance, and front and side fences of my
garden will bie of low stone, covered with red and
yellow rambler roses.

There are two divisions in my garden to be. One
is devoted to roses and the other to fiowers of ail
kinds.

SThe rose-garden, as 1 call it-and as it will be
called by ail who wish to receive my good graces--
will be composed of pink, white, red and yellow
roses. In the centre of it is a summner house, where
I will have my tea-parties when the niosquitoes, etc.,
are too bad in xny ring of trees. It will be covered
with pink and white ramblers, and is indeed a minia-
ture cottage, for I have in front of it a small, cir-
cular lawn, walled in by moss-roses-beautiful ones
with their tiny faces just peeping out from their
wealth of greenery. In a corner remote from my
cottage I have oceans of yellow roses. I love them,
partly for themselves and partly because they look
so pretty against the blue paper in my "really"
house. The rest of the place is devoted to red
and white roses.

The other haîf is divided into ten beds of dif-
ferent shapes and sizes, the back of which is the
samne stone f ence as is at the front and sides, only

covered with canary-bird


