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carrying the wounded and French and Brit­
ish officers unwashed from the trenches, in 
mud-covered, bullet-scarred cars, raced down 
the echoing boulevards. In the few restau­
rants open, you met men who that morning 
had left the firing-line, and who after dé­
jeuner, and the purchase of soap, cigarettes, 
and underclothes, by sunset would be back 
on the job. In those days Paris was inside 
the “fire-lines.” War was in the air; you 
smelled it, saw it, heard it.

To-day a man from Mars visiting Paris 
might remain here a week, and not know 
that this country is waging the greatest war 
in history. When you walk the crowded 
streets it is impossible to believe that within 
forty miles of you millions of men are facing 
each other in a death grip. This is so, first, 
because a great wall of silence has been 
built between Paris and the front, and, sec­
ond, because the spirit of France is too alive, 
too resilient, occupied with too many inter­
ests, to allow any one thing, even war, to
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