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sledges are seen in the town; even the carriages are mounted on
skates, and the houses are no longer shaken by the perpetual
passing of traffic. Sometimes a snow-storm buries the low houses
of the faubourgs, and eleven people once perished in a single

night at the gates of Bucharest.
come into the town.

It is no rare thing for wolves to

The great cemetery of Bucharest is worthy of a visit. It com-
mands a view of the whole town, a view which is especially
grand in the evening, when the sunset bathes houses, churches,

clouds, and dust in a glow of
purple and violet tints, with
here and there gleaming, scin-
. tillating points of light from
the roofs and windows. Very
touching, and very naive, too,
are the inscriptions on the
picturesque tombs, which are
adorned with photographs and
locks of hair framed in the
marble of the crosses. Food
is even sometimes placed on
the graves, as in the daysof the
Romans. In fact, the dead are
never abandoned, never for-
gotten. One feels that they
are constantly visited; and as
night falls the little lamps
which shine out on every side,
give one an impression of rest-
less, wandering, floating souls,
over which one must keep
watch.

1 once passed haif a night
with an orphan ast the grave of
her father, who had just been
buried, amongst the strange
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scen’s peculiar to a cemetery after the great heat of the day, in
the silence eloquent with the presence of the countless sleepers
veneath the soil. The town shone as if illuminated, and its
sounds came muffled by the distance like waves breaking behind

the dunes.

One’s tears are stanched in the solemnity of the immutable
peace—at Jeast this is generally the case; but I remember once
seeing an official of high rank, generally cold and impassible



