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deepening twilight. At nine o’clock the Benediction rang from
the village campaniles—one after another taking up the strain—
now near, «ow far, the liquid notes floating over the waves like
the music of the spheres. As we listened in silence, with sus-
pended oar, to the solemn voices calling to us through the dark-
ness—
““We heard the sounds of sorvow and delight,
The manifold soft chimes
That fill the haunted chambers of the night
Like some old poet’s rhymes.”

Next day we crossed by private carriage, with jangling bells

ITALIAN-SWISS VILLACE.

and quaint harness on our horses, from Lake Como to Lakes
Lugano and Maggiore—a delightful diive, up hill and down,
through romantic scenery and picturesque villages. At the top
of one long, steep slope, commanding a map-like view of the
winding Como far beneath, our driver stopped beneath an iron-
grated window of an ancient church. Behind the grating were
about a hundred skulls, and just opposite, a receptacle for money,
with a petition for alms for the repose of the souls of the former
owners of those skulls. It was the most extraordinary appeal ad
misericordiam that I ever saw. Two or three times during the
day we crossed the frontier between Italy and Switzerland, with
its inevitable guard-house and knot of soldiers.




