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summits with chestnuts and olives, to the height of 7,000 feet.
At their base nestle the gay villas of the Milanese aristocracy,
embowered amid lemon and myrtle groves. Lovely bays, con-
tinued into winding valleys, run up between the jutting capes
and towering mountains. The richest effects o.” glowing light
and creeping shadows, like the play of smiles on a lovely face,

LAKE COMO—LOOKING
SOUTH FROM
BELLAGIO.

give expression to
the landseape. Like
a swift shuttle, the
steamer darts across
the narrow lake
from village to village. The glowing sunlight, the warm tints
of the frescoed villas, the snowy campaniles, ard the gay cos-
tumes, mobile features, and animated gestures of the peasantry,
gave a wondrous life and colour to the scene.

On a high and jutting promontory is Bellagio, the culminating
point of beauty on the lake. After dinner at the Hotel Grande
Bretagne, whose windows commands one of the loveliest views I
ever beheld, I set forth with a companion for a sunset sail on fair
Como. Softly crept the purple shadows over wave and shore
Gliding beneath the lofty cliffs, our boatman woke the echees
with his song. Snowy sails glided by like sheeted ghosts in the



