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Nvith tl1e (lark-coloured stocks on
w'licli are -erected the skeletons of
polaccas andl feluccas iii course of
construction; fle white line show-
ingr so briglit in tlue suni is the Riva
(lei Schiavoni, al! alive wvith its
w'orl(l of gondloliers, fruit-sellers,
Greek sailors, anid Cliiog,,giotes iii
tlîeir niany-coloure1 costumes.

Looking over flue bow, the tra-
veller hias facingr him,
the Grand Canal, ý *ith
the Custom Huse,
whcre the figure of For-
tune veers with the wind
abuve lier golden bal;
beyond risc the double
domes of the Salute,
with thîcir great reversed
consoles, forming the
Most majestic entra nce
to this watery avenue
bordered by palaces.
lHe w~ho cornes for flic
first time to Venice by
tlîis route realizes a
dream-his only dreain
perhaps, ever destined
to be surpa.ssed by the
reality ; and if hie knowvs
how~ to enjoy the beauty
of nature, if hie can tak-e
delighit in silvcry-gray
and rose-coloured re-
fiections ini water, if he
loves lighit and colour,
the picturesque lifie of
Italian squa1 res and
streets, the gooa hu-
mour of the people and
their gentie speech,
like the twvittering of
birds, let hini oiily allowv hirself
to live for a littie tinie under tlie
skyv of Venice, anîd lie lias before
lîim a seasoiî of happiiîess withuout
alloy.

But if, instea<l of entering \Tenice
bv the Adriatic, thie visitor conues
from France or tlue Peninsula, and
crosses at niglut tue long viaduct
whicli connects the town witli the.
mainland, whlat a strange impres-

sion lie %'ill reccive! T ' gli<le
silentlv, ii tîle illle of the nlcigt
over still, b)lack wvaters, to sec
glininîerir.g l-anternîs flitting- righit
and left. to lîcar trie splaslî of ail
oar on thue water, to gli<le 1)etweeil
hîigli banks of architecture, proces-
sions of palaces that flit by. more
feit tluai seen, as iii anl etcling of
Piraiîesi-to pass uli(er bridgycs,
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hear cries wvitluout catchiing their
Iiueaiiing, everv nmoment to brush
past thuose sonmbre catafalques,
wluich are otlîer gonidolas ghidinig
tlîrouglî thue darkness as sileîitl as
your own-tîen, from tirne to time,
to sec as in. a flash of lighitning tlue
outline of a figuire leaningy forward
on its oar, a lamip burning anud
casting a keeîî reflection at the cor-
ner of a w'iîdingy canîal, a window
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