
CADENABBIA.

LAKE OF COMO.

No sound of wheels or hoof-beat breaks

The silence of the summer day.
As by the loveliest of all lakes

I while the idle, hours away.

1 pace the leafy colonnade

Where level brànches of the plane

Above me weave a roof of shade

Impervious to the sun and rain.

At times a sudden rush of air

Flutters the lazy leaves, o'erhead,

And gleams of sunshine toss and flare

Like torches down, the path I tread.

By Somariva's garden gate

1 make the marÉle stairs my seat,
And hear the water, as 1 wait,

Lapping the steps bençath my feet.
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