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nating ait the other snowy heights, the Monte Rosa group, is seen
rising before us. The spiendour of its snowy niantie dazzles our
eyes, and secins to impart its own radiance to ail the iower peaks
tluat surround it."

lleturning to Lake Maggiore, a cbarming sail, with magnificent
views of the snow-clad Alps, broughit lis in the evening to Isola
liella-", the beautiful island'" In the seventeenth century, a
famous Count Borromeo contverteci this 'barren crag inio a gai-den
of delight. It rises in ten terraces a huîidred feet above the
lake; and is stocked with lux-
-ariant orange and lemon trees,
cypresses, laurel1s, magnolias,
- fiienu oieandiers, and fra-

grant eamphor trees. Fountains,
grottoes, a nd stituary adorn
this lovely spot. We found the
châateau and gardens closed
but by din'. of perseverance we
effccted an entrance, anid, by a
judieiuus fée, obtained permis-
sion to explore die beauties of
the scene. Near by is the many-
tnrreted château of Baveno,
whe'e Queen Victoria was an
honoured guest when she visited
Italy. ,

In the after-glow of a golden
sunset, we were rowed by a pi-
rite-iooking boatman to Stresa.
On a lofty lill near the lake,
overlooking the country which.
he ioved 80 weil, is a colossal
statue of St. Charles Borromeo, .'s

one handred and tweive feet
high, his hands stretched out in
perpetuat benediction upon its
ba.-niets and villages. AOP'>NNCL0

Traversing the entire length of Lake Maggiore, between tower-
ing nioantains on either side, we took the train for Biasca, then the
terminus of the ritilway. T4i scenery was a blending of Alpine
zýundeur, with soft Mitahan beauty. From the dining-table of
the hotel at Biasca, I looked up, and up to a clif towering hun-
dreds of feet above my head, making at night a deeper blackness,
il, the air, from which leaped with a single bound a snowy water-
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