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obsess it. The people of France have ac­
cepted the war as they accept the rigors of 
winter. They may not like the sleet and 
snow of winter, but they are not going to let 
the winter beat them. In consequence, the 
shop windows are again dressed in their best, 
the kiosks announce comedies, revues, operas; 
in the gardens of the Luxembourg the beds 
are brilliant with autumn flowers, and the old 
gentlemen have resumed their games of cro­
quet, the Champs-Elysées swarms with baby- 
carriages, and at the aperitif hour on the 
sidewalks there are no empty chairs. At 
many of the restaurants it is impossible to 
obtain a table.

It is not the Paris of the days before the 
war. It is not “gay Paris.” But it is a Paris 
going about her “business as usual.” This 
spirit of the people awakens only the most 
sincere admiration. It shows great calm­
ness, great courage, and a confidence that, 
for the enemy of France, must be disquiet­
ing. Work for the wounded and for the fami-
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