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serve itor not
—

we do not find the saints any hap-

pier than the sinners for that matter— but withall

her sin, wemust pitythis woman; we must see her

inallthe enforced humiliation ofa state ball, where
half the company looked at her with averted eyes,

while the other halffollowed the lovingeyes of the
Czar, who always ordered her to dance in the set

next to the royal cotillon,and who distinguished her

on these occasions by speaking toher twice; while at

her feet sat the royal Chamberlain, obedient toher
slightest wish. We must sco her in that summer
palace, withfinally the husband ofher heart wholly

at her feet withher twobeautiful children playing

about her. We must follow that lofty intellect and

that courageous devotion to the Czar through the
enormous labor that she imposed upon herself inhis

service. Allhis private correspondence, allher own,

much ofitdone byItalians who knew no Russian,

much ofit with the head ofaNihilist organization

who little suspected who was his correspondent
—

but who betrayed toher even the fatal plotby which
the Emperor Iqpt his life,or so far warned her that
she was wretched.

see her, as lie was brought, mangled and bleeding,

to the Winter Palace. She stood at his bedside until

the new Czar arrived; he, with one strong pitiless1

hand, pushed her into an adjoining room.
The first act of his reign was to banish her from
Bnssn.

Wo know not what kind friend took the insensible

woman incharge, bet we do krow that in fifty-eight

hours she was inVienna. We do know that ofall the

millions who saw the dead Emperor lyingin state,

the woman whom he loved thebeat, his wife, wha*-

ever her faults may have been, was the onlyone not
permitted to kiES hisdead hand.

In this piece of cruelty the Emperor Alexander

111. will probably bo praised by severe moralists,

but there willbe here and there a tender heart,
hating the sin but not the sinner, who willthink
differently.

At any rate, looking,as wemust, upon all the de-

flections from moral law, with the eyes of thesinner
himself, we may wellbelieve that the Princess Dol-
gorouil considers her love for the Czar the virtue of

her life. She m«yhave been very much mistaken
—

woare all apt tomake mistakes
—

but she was true to
her lights, as aRussian and a loving woman. She
haa expiated her virtue orher crime, as the case may

be, withthe most horrible sufferings that the human
heart can know. She has lost that smile that so
dazzled her inher schooldays, she has lost the father

ofher beautiful children, she has lost her place in

the world, she is an exile and a broken-hearted
wife, so wecan afford, poor woman, topityher.

Itwas in vain that she hung about Alexander's
neck on that fatalSunday morning,and begged of
him uot to go out. The hour of destiny had arrived
and the Czar was obstinate. She had saved his life
who knows howmany times byher sleepless vigilance

and she could save itno longer.

The woman who loved him best was warned, and

sat tremblinguntil the dreadful news was brought

toher. His dyingeyes were once more permitted to

CHAPTEK XII.

OAPTtmTNO A fringe's HEABT.

The French capital Ib,as everybody knows?, the
birth-place and chosen home of opera bouffe, which
expresses certain phases of lifeinthat city;itsmock-
ery,its gaiety, its sarcasm, its wild recklessness, its
license, as no other kindof performance does or can.
The wittyand wicked, the indecorous and defiant
spirit ofunconventional women and rapid men, who

consider Paris the Paradise in which their natures
can revelunrestrained, find a delighf, in the music
ofOffenbach and Lecocq. Itharmonizes with the
sinfulpart ofman's nature, soothe the bruised spots
and exhilarates the parts which hare not yet been
numbed into insensibility bydebauchery.

more, they must have experience to portray the
various phases of life which enter into composition,

of opera bouffe. Since itsintroduction to the world
it has been very fortunate in having women
thoroughly imbued with its spirit,to stand sponsors

for it. One of the first of these was Hortense
Schneider. She began life as a flower girl, and
managed to p:'ck up an experience which served her
excellent well inher subsequent career as a boufflst.
She gained her feme inthis line in1867. the year of
theExhibition, when thousands flocked to see her
"Grand Duchesse." During that time she had
princes and dukes at her feet, and was as reckless a
heart-breaker as ever livedinParis, which is saying
a good deal. She was born at Bordeaux, her parents
were laborers of German descent, and very early

Itisnatural to expect that the interpreter ofopera
bouffe should bo insympathy and spirit with the
feelings which this class of musio portray. Further-
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