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VAIDA-HUNYAL CTASTLE,

a perpetual going and coming of car-
riages, countless hackney-coaches, all
open, with just a hood to protect the
hirer from the cold, the sun, or the
rain. The coachinen are extraordin-
ary-looking creatures, beardless Rus-
sians of the Lipovan sect, wearing long
black velvet robes, pulled in at the
waist with a colored sash. They drive
very rapidly, with the arms stretched
out, as in St. Petersburg. They are
clean, stcady, and honest. I amused
myself sometimes by counting them;
no matter what the weather, from 120
to 150 carriages an hour passed the
windows of the palace: only between
two and four o’clock in the morning
was there comparative quiet.

In addition to the noise of the car-
riages. peddiers and porters on foot
make the strcets reverberate with their
long, melancholy cries. These walkers
are mostly Bulgarians, wearing long
white mantles with wide red woollen
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sashes, and a red or white fez on the
head. They hawk milk, oranges,
bonbons, a horrible drink of fermented
millet, and sheep from which the skins
have been taken, the still bleeding
bodies being hung upon poles. To our
streets, which are an imitation of those
of Paris, they give a quaint touch of
the Oriental.

There is a good deal of amusement
going on in Bucharest, and the people
are very sociable and hospitable. No
one would sit down to table without
two or three extra covers in case of
unexpected guests arriving.  The
peasant invites you to share his meal,
if it be but a couple of onions, a few
boiled beans, a half a melon. But
for all that there is no real gaiety,
or rather no joy. Never did I see
people so sad at heart as are the Rou-
manians.  The very children have a
gravity about them unnatural to their
veers. Their little faces are pinched



