
A MAGNIFICENT PALACE.
One of the sights of St.Petersburg,in the absence of the Imperial
family,is the winter palace, with its front 700 feetlong, directly
facing theGrand Nevaat itspoint of its greatestwidth. Withinthe palace one becomes so confused by its extent, the immenseof its rooms andthe brilliant magnificence, thathecarriesawaybut an uncertain picture of marble halls,ceilings coveredwith wondrouapaintings,pillarsof preciousstones,withthe richestdamasks, allmaking a royal and fitting abode for theruler overthe greatestempirein the world.

The hallcalled the Saloon ofNicholas is largeenough tocon-tain 1,500 persons, and is lighted by twelve immensechandeliersof crystal, which onfete occasionsblaze with 5,000 candles j at theendarebuffets reaching to the ceiling, on which are ranged gold
and silver plates,some as much as two feet indiametei° and alldisplaying marvellous skill of workmanship. At the side of theroomopposite tothe throneare twotables of solid silver. Aroundthe roomstand Bix high silver candelabra;sixmore arefastenedto the walls, and chandeliers of silver are suspended from theceiling.

The golden saloonhas itsdoors and all its woodwork coveredwithsolid gilt, and its walls and ceilings areheavily ornamentedwithgilding. Over the mantel is inserteda long panelof mosaicwork,representing an Italian landscape. This panelhas a valueof §30,000. The room is furnished with crimson draperies, and
contains mosaic tables, vasesseveral feethighof malachite, j*sper,etc.;a beautifulfirescreen,consisting ofonelargeplate of crimsonglass standing in a gilt bronze frame;marble statues andcan-delabraof lapis-lazuli,andmuch other elegant furniture. This, Ibelieve,was the saloonof the late Empress,mother of the presentEmperor.

The malachite hall has its walls ornamented with sixteenmalachite pillars reaching from floor to ceiling, two malachitemarble mantelpieces and malachite vases. The doors and trim-mings of the room are of solid gilt. One room has remarkabledoors, each of which, weare told,cost 4,000 roubles,equalto$3,000.They areofrosewood, inlaid with wood of the palm-tree,and thepanels are ornamented with paintings on porcelain. Anotherroom communicates with the adjoining apartmentsby severalsetsof folding- doors of tortoise shell, inlaid with a finepatternin«old,
andeachpair of these doors cost §12,000. In still another roomeach panel of the doors bears a large oval medallion, either ofwroughtcameo,or an imitation of it, made atthe manufactoryofSevres china,near Paris. A very valuable mosaic table, its toprepresentingeight separateItalian landscapes, was, we weretold,
the gift ofGaribaldito one of the Grand Duchesses. A massivesilver mantel set of clock andvases,curiouslyandheavily wrought,togetherwith the central chandelier in the room,we werealso told,waspresentedby the City of London to the EmperorofEnssia, ata cost of $30,000.— 5t.Petersburg Correspondence 'SanFranciscoChronicle.'

THE PYRAMIDS.
A cobeespondent writing to the New York 'Evening Post1thus
describes his sensations on first viewing the pyramids:

letus suppose,now,thatyounever saw apyramid. Youmay
have reserved those atGeezehfor the last, andif, inyour reading,
youhave ever stumbled upon any speculationsas to the original
design andmotive of the pyramids you maypossibly have turned
fromit as an extremely mouldy and uninteresting topic;butas
your donkey,makinghis last turn,clears theshadowingpalmsand
brings youout uponthe desert,youareconfronted withsomething
concerning which, as it rises there before your eyes,it is just as
impossible not to be curious as it is not to breathe. That huge
and towering mass of stone, whoseverysimplicity of outline and
utter absence of ornament lend to it a majestic grandeur and
dignity whichare allits own

—
whoreared it there ? What does it

mean? How wasitbuilt? What did it hide? And whether or
not youhavean answer ready for these questions, this atleast you
know,that thosemighty monuments havenot beenrearedinvain.
If they weremeant to perpetuate the memoryof a greatpeople,
verily theyhave done it. Therace which, could plan such struc-
tures andthenrear them

—
the kings who could make their tombs

so stable that already theyhave outlasted fifty centuries, andlook
down to-dayupon the ruins of mightiest empires mingling their
dust at their feet

—
such kings, wicked, cruel, remorseless though

they may have been, were men and not children,rulers and not
puppets. Andyet all this is not the mere superlativeofheated
imagination, andit is the simple truth. If we can be certified of
any fact on earth, then we may be sure of this

—
that it is more

than five thousand years since the supervising architect of the
Great Pyramid of Geezehwalked into the throne-room of Cheops
andsaid, "Sire, your tomb is finished." You remember that the
pyramids of SakKarahareevenolder than this, andwhile you are
trying to grasp this fact, your guide beckons youdowninto oneof
the splendid tombs which lie at the foot of these pyramids,and
you find yourself surrounded by awealthof color and.aprofusion
of adornmentwhichscoresof centuries have not been able todim
or efface.

"
Who werethe people that did these things ?" youask

yourself,andat oncepiqued andstimulatedbyyourownignorance
of them, youride slowly back to your dahabeehagain,busy with a
hundredquestions to whichamonth before youneverconceivedit
possibleyou could take the trouble to seek for ananswer.

ST. FIACRE.
Ithasbeensaid thatIrelandsentreligionandgardeningtoFrance.
We allknow what the Monksof the West didfor this country,but
possibly itis not equally wellknown that thepatronof gardeners,
St.Fiacre, whose festivalwasbeautifully celebrated recently, was
an Irishman, born about the year 600. He died inFrance, to
whichhe passedover,in670,havinglivedlongasahermitof great
sanctity in theBrie country,nearMeaux. He founded anhospital
there whichat first wasanasylum for agedgardeners. The good
saint, knowing their civilising influence, taught the culture of
flowers

—
andalso of fruits

—
inallhis neighborhood. Living near

the time of paganism, allthehomage once renderedtoFlora, Ver-
tumna, andPomona was turnedtowardsthe HermitfromHibernia
It is believedthat he first cultivated the rose in France, the
antique rose of Provins, centuries before the Crusaders brought
back to this country the sweet rose of Damascus. The IrishSt.
Fiacre must not be confoundedwitha more modern Frenchsaint
of the samename, who,since the days of theGrandMonarque,has
given his nameto public cabs andcoaches. Thissecond St.Fiacre
wasborn atMarly-la-Ville in1609, andwas also amonk of great
piety, who predicted the birth and glorious reign of LouisXIV.
He founded a chapelwhich was the origin of the presentParisian
chief church of pilgrimage,Notre Dame des Victoires. Thisholy
man washeldin such veneration that on the first introductionof
public carriages they fixed his likeness on the backs of thenew

DUBLIN ON SUNDAY.
Itis an acknowledged fact that foreigners are more at home inDublin than in any other town in Great Britain. French andItalian tourists especially love the dear oldcity. This is not tobewonderedat,when onecomes to remember thatDublin, albeitnotso gay as ofyore,still is thehome of wit and humor. Itsstreets,too, have a continental look about them, anditspeoplehave thatdelight fully easy-going way only to be met elsewhere in Franceand It«,ly. Your denizens of London, Glasgow, Liverpool, andother large towns,are too matter-of-fact, too full of business forcontinental folks out for a holiday. Not that Dubliners areidlers—

far from it. But they transact their affairs in such an easy-goingmanner, that itseems moreamusement than business. And
1hink ofDublinonSunday ? Itis thenthatthe foreignerexclaims,"Ah, it is verymuch grand— it is one otherParis!"Of course the theatres anddancing saloons are not open as inihe gayFrench capital,butarenot thepicturegalleries, museums,bowling greens,&c,open for amusement, instruction, and recrea-? Andhere letme remark thatthere are nopeopleunder the"bun -who attendto their religious duties with such regularity andpunctuality as the Dubliners. They are never absent from theirplaces of worshiponSunday morning,but think itno sin toamusethemselves after their fancy for the remainderof the day. Andwho will say they are wrong?

Just think of the number of delightful spots you canget totromDublin insuch a short space of time— Clontarf, Sandyinount,Kingstown,Eathgar, Swords,andhosts of others. You cano-et toany of the above,except Kingstown, inhalf anhour by carfvomthe verycentreof the city. Kingstown is anhour'sdrive,butyoucanreach itby train within thirty minutes. The first mentionedplace
—

Clontarf— is themostnorthernpart ofDublin. Itis oneofthe quietest seaside retreatsIknow of, exceptona Sunday, whenits sandy road is thronged from twelve noon till tenatni^ht withgaily-dressed pedestrians and trim vehicles. Who has not heardof the "green lanes of Clontarf, those dear shadywalks overhuno-with trees?" Green lanes theymay well be called indeed! Andsuch a network as theyare— a regular maze to those whodonotknow theirbearings. And whenyouare tiredof walkingthroughthem, andif youdo succeed in findingyour wayout of them,iusttake a stroll into Burns' Hotel,walk right through the halland'into thegardens. Thereyoumay seetheDublinersenjoying them-selves, sitting in shady corners, chatting gaily; on the smoothbowling green,playing a match;trying their skillat this"doe'snosej in the gymnastic corner,trying their horizontal bar per-formance—all enjoyment, goodhumor,andplentyof bottledstout..No drunkenness, though, remember. You have heard that theIrish aredrunkards; butIwill back the Londoners against tiemany day; and, thank heaven,veryfew Dublin women willenter a.
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public-house
—
I£wn sorryIcannot say the same for the London

women.
"When you sire tired wandering about the garden, return

through thehall again,andhire a boat
—

therearedozens -waiting
for you just outside the hoteldoor— in fact, youhaveonly tocross
the road towalk intothe sea. Take arowovertoKingstown,which
youcansee sparkling in the summer sun,sevenmiles across the
bay;or pull over to Howth, which looks so glorious to-day. It
wont take you long to get toit, for itis only fourmiles from you.
You -wouldprefer a walk? Well, stroll along the beach to> that
old ruin you see to the left. Itwas a chapel onee

—
before your

greatgrandfatherwasborn. Itisknown asKilbarracknow. The
notorious"Sham Squire" is buried there. Just scrape themoss
off some of the tombstones, andread the inscriptions. They will
give yousomeideaof the age of the place.

To those whodon't care for the seaside Eoundtown affords a
pleasant Sunday outing. As Clontarf is onthe north,Eoundtown
is the extremesouthof the city. You willreachit bytram-car in
thirty or fortyminutes. Ifyou.wereto close your eyes from the
time youstarteduntil you arrivedat your destination, youwould
imagine you weresixtymiles from Dublin instead of four. You
arealmostat the footof the Dublin mountain. Then thereis the
walk by the Dodder river, with its overhanging banksand steep
slopes. Ishall never forget a summer evening spent on those
samebanks. The bedof the river was almost dry inparts, while
inother parts the trout wereleapingat the flies. AsIsat there,
gazing at the wild scenes of rushes, tangled briars, tall trees,
rugged banks,andold ruins of bygone bridges,Icouldnotbring
it to mymind thatIwas within ten minutes' ordinary train drive
from the centre of Dublin.

—
F. B. Hudson, in 'Westminster

Gazette.'
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