12 THE CRITIC.

MY FRIENDS STORY.

( Contirned )

It was very Frencl,, I know, but somehow it stemed all right, on that
occasion, when the litile Lieutenant put his arms around my uveck and
kissed me. I dou’t suppose we shall ever ful'y uuderstand the-e French,
anyway. They do everthing under bigh pressure, and it occasionally they
blow out a cylinder-head in politscs or manners o¢r religion, it must be
expected.

Aimee did not kiss me.

“ Do not wait to hear from us. Come often and call on Aimee.  Ishall
probsbly be ordered soon to join my regiment. Remember, Mousicur, you
are our friend, and whatever happens, bring my angel-daughter under the
Stars and Stripes, and care for her as I would did God let me live.”
Aimee sst in tears. The Lieutenant stood in the middle of the ronm with
one hand ou his heart and :he other extended in benediction over lus child.
Thus I left them.

CHAPTER V.

Paris in sackcloth and ashes. Paris hungry and thirsty, and gazing out
of darkened windows on desolate streets, where the few shivering citizans
who stir abroad are seeking bits of wood, or scattered boughs from lately
cut shade-trees slong the beautiful straets. It is winter in Paris, and yet at
night casements do pot rattle with music, nor the pavements jar with rapidly
fizeting carrisges. 1t is a strange winter for the kay city. At night we
cannot look down the long averues and ece them flioded with hght. Noj;
all the light we see is the fires at the sentry reserves in open parks or at
windy strect corners, or along the boulevards, where an army 1s encamped.
Paris-is surrounded with fortifications. Is it a providential meting out to
the noisy, belligerent city of the measure she would heap for others, that all
the blood and hunger and cold of war sbould at last setile down at her
gates—that the dregs of the cup at which the Emperor drank and Baziine
tasted, should be poured down the throat of Paris? Hollow-eyed wretches
might pour out of the faubourgs and shiver snd curse; but what can they
smite? Where shall the weight of their anger 1all? On the Germans?
Ah 1 these cold, sleepy Germans. Fiom Saarbruck to Sedan has been the
stolid, heavy pounding of ap overgrown blackemith. No valor, noelan, no
-dash is of any avail. The German is fate itself,

The Ewperor, with one hundred thousand men—with a thousand batter-
ies of his vaunted light artillery— with an eagle and two standsrds, bad
'surrendered at Sedan. Bsziine had followed the Imperial example at Meiz.
and had laid in the broad palm of Williz.a of Prussia a compleic army,
with al] its equipments and stores, and s, France li=cd! DBuat she is
starviog, and 1t is wibter.

Paiis is France—then save Paris,

The Crown Prince of Prussia bad drawn inose cold, ¢ ‘Im German lines
around the gay city, snd wais with phlegmatic patience for Pans to vield.
Of course, she will struggle io her desth agony, and then she will feel the
shells from two hundred cannon ;or sf her struggles push ber out far enouab,
ehe will feel the iron hail of grape and canister, and bs driven back, torn
and bleeding, to await a slower death by starvauion. This is such a strange

aspect in which to view the luxurious capitz1! The restanrant where idle |

and fashionable youth used to order the dinner of a dozan courses is still
opcu. How dreary the yellow bill of fare looks which is prnoed behiad
the cashicr's desk 8s a curiosity ! The wioe curd is there too, and 1t lcoks
also liko a Bower long dead and only dear by its memories. Perbapsa faint
tinge of the odor is still there. Now tbe restaurant ofiers to its fzvored
patrons steaks and roasts at fabulous prices ; but these savory cuts of choice
meat should savor of the war aisd, fur they are cut from the bodies of horaes
which once carried the eaddle in the cavalry or worked in the collars of the
artillery. And cven tbis food is difficult of attainment except by the
wealtby. What of the pallid wretches of the faubourgs? Why they tell
us that they are fishing with line and hook through the gratings of the
sewers, and their kooks are baited with crumbs of bread, and when they are
successful acd secure a bite, they drag out the great blae rat of the Saine,
and shout with glee, for they have won sustenance for a family for oue day
more.

Rut the Germans have shut Laris in frym sympathy or help. The Loe
is now complete, and it is only a question of codurance, and then Paris
will fall and thoe 1vin of France wili bo complete. The ety 1s very silent.
The French soldicrs do not sing as they did twwo months ago. They have a
drabbled, discouraged look, ss of . handsome militia company caught ina
thunder-shower. The drums do not threb as they did, vor the fifesscream.
Paris is not eothusiastic—shc is only enduriag.

But in this crucible of national torment the American Mipister remains
with the Provisional Government, as he did with the Empire, and as he wiil
+sith the Republic, when it is szt up, as no doubt 1t wall be. Dcfore the
eyes of Paris float the Stara and S.nipes, and even the nearest hines ot Ger-
maos may look upon * Qi3 Glory ™ as it laziy dnidts about 1n the wintry
wicd. We had suprosed that every Amencaa cit:zen had pazeed out befere
the city was fully invested, and that we shoud have 2 long scason of rest
uatil Yaris became sgaio tne centro of fash.un and foliy. Imagine, then, oy
surprisc as 1 saw cotering the office unc day a full-blocded, athlcuic, but
Jank New E.gland Yankce. My hiesrt leaped with pleasure 28 he took cif
his tall silk Lat, scmewhat westher-beaten, snd reaching down wto s
capacious depths fisticd out ared printed bill and pointed to the l2st line
with one finger, as he laid 1ton my desk. 1 read:

% Nehcunale Sturqus, Genrral Ayent?”
“ I hev to git them bills done into French over here, That ain't a bad

bill, though. Gosh! 1 could git little dodgers like them printed in Boston
fur a dull:r and seventy-five cents a thousand. Coste me about twice that
here in Paree.”

.;‘ You appesrto have something to do with soap,” I remarked witha
smile.

*\Well, I guess, Seoator, non-corrosive, non-explosive ; flhats in water,
as it ouchter ; one prund of it will make sixty-four c:hic feet of lather,
and it will remove any kind of grease, stain, won-rust, mddew or moths, 1t
will prove stzonger, last longer, and will stay sweot and remain hard 10 any
climate. e give a beautiful chroma card with every cnke. Save up
your wrappers and send twenty-five of them to the home office. and get a
large steel engraving, eighteen by twenty<six, of the capture of Fort Fisher
by Leonidas Brown—‘hat 1s, the gucture 1s by Leonidas Brown ; e didn’t
capture Fort Fisher. Here, put a cake in your pocket”

“Well, but, min alive,” soid T, * why didn't you get out before the
siege 1 You will starve here or be killed."”

“ Biggest thing you ever see, Sznator. It will be in histery, ¢The
agent of the Wild Flower Soap remained in Paris during the siege.” Gosh}
look here ; I gave away a thousand cakes to the soldiers, and whenever one
was shot or captured the Gzrmaps found the cake of soap in his pocket,
with the chromo card and the namo of the general agent 10 Paris, and the
firm's name in Boston. Look at them "ero cards 1"

Arnd he spread on my desk s row of gaudy advertising cards, with red.-
checked damsels in every position at the bath or swash-tub, and a conspicuous
adsertisemznt at the bottom.

I want to git,” said e, * some photographs of great paintings in the
Louvre, and when I g> home I will elevate the soap trade and encourage
art all m the same time. This will be the bigaest kind of a boom n ten
yoars in Americi. Save up the wrappsrs and send 'em in to the home
office.”

* In the meaotime, you will starve in Paris,” said I, laughing.

“Yes, in the meanest kiod of a trmez ; but the crmpany foots the bill,
and I have eat horsc-mest till I feit s if 1 was 1o light harpess all the tune,
and fittin’ up for a epriog weetin’ on Long Island. On, I'll come out all
right if the artillery doesn’t give out. Say, I used to hear the iofantry
volunteers tell about fightin' cavalry, and how many saddles they emptied
in a fight. I doo’t know how many saddles it will empty from the under
side tofeed me until the ¢sprioglime comes again, my love,’ as the poet
says, but I am goin’ to see the thiog through. Put me on the register, and
if I fall, ship the remains ; but while thers's life there's soap I”

Boom! Ah, thatis close by !

We hurried cut into the street, and were nesrly crushed by a battery of
artillery, mhich was hurrying out to the barriers. Ia the shame and
humiliation of France, amid the ruins of ber military glory, i her darkest
bour, there arcse « flime of such lustre that for 2 moment it caused her to
forget the machinations of Royalists, the ambitions of the Repubhicans, and
the brutishness of the Socialists or Reds. With Biziine, McMahoo, aud
the Emperor defeated, there remained 1n Paris—Trochu.

France was to cast off for a moment her sackcloth aond ashes, and sce for
a time such fightiog as she saw at Jens, Auvsterhiz, Magenta, Solferino.
When the hioness is in the den with her cubs, beware ¢

Trochu was shut up in Paris with the fragments of the army, and the
_setting sun of France's glory would go dowa in a sez of flame.

When we reached the barriers we looked out on a glorivus scene. Forty
thousand infantry were in column of battalions. Oa the flanks the pitiful
remnants of the calvary. Ia the furtifications on the right and on the left
the artillerists stood at theirguus. Once more a dull boom ofa single guo,
and then the roar of two hundred pleces discharged at once to cover a
sortie.

These Fren -hmen were haagry —they were desperate ;and now we shall
sec how the soldier fights when he is in carncat,

Forward! The stolid mass of infantry moves out agsinst the Prussian
line. They nave sicge guns, these Germans, and the sixty-four-pound sheil
ploughs the sulid mass of uniformed humamty. Tune gap silently closcs,
and the m1ss mwoves on.  Ha ! now a huodred fisld pieces vpzn at close
range, with 8; herical case. There is now behind the movieg massa ternble
debris of writhing wounded soldiers and quict dead. Now they double-
quick and coms up close 1o the red clay carthworks of the enemy, and the
s'cady lorg ro!l of thirty thoeasand muskets upen oo what is lef: ot the sortie.
Here bebind moves Trochw. 118 aids dash into the smoke a moment, and
relurn with smiles on their faces.  They salote, and say :

*They are climbing over into thie works !’ Trochu motions back to
the rear, and the cannors cease their bellowing. The French are 1n the
German works. )

Ha ! tho siege guns—are silent. Do we hear a shout ?

Yee, a shout of victory, for the French hold the line ¢f works. There
isa spot yopder where the smouke rises in a white cloud, and under it 1s an
ircessant roar, as of the attrition of a thousaed grinding masses of granite.
It woves away. The Germany line is broken. Theso are the same blood
with those Frerch who moved up the fire-sttewn path of Scbsstopool, who
cheered the Eagles at Austerliz. Buat what avaiils it now.  Dead-weight of
nurabers push thew pantiog back.  User the works agaip, with three Ger-
mans 1y ek dlgp rate Frenchman ! Down the escarpment, paiatiog 1t with
their Vo 1, inte the diteb, shese tiey lic gaspiog fur a moment and thea
clmber out and ¢c~me crecying bick—yc¢s, butthey come back with honor |
With annther Trochu France misht be free, but history wiil hinger loug
cver the terribie sonties at tie sieg. of Pans.  Up the street past us hmp
men who use a muskcet for acruich.  Men with blood-stained handkerchicfs
bound sbout their heads szd'y smile as they hear our words of praise, but
tkey are tov weary to answer, only they raise the night band to the bloody

forchead in wilitary salute.  Now come the atretchers with growing buts




