
PRESIDENT POINCARÉ

The young soldier kissed the wife, or sister, 
or sweetheart, or whatever she was, sketchily 
on one ear and shoved her after the fleeing 
figure.

“Guardez mama!” he said.
It is the tragedy that will never grow less, 

and never grow old.
One who left Paris in October, 1914, and 

returned in October, 1915, finds her calm, 
confident; her social temperature only a lit­
tle below normal.

A year ago the gray-green tidal wave of 
the German armies that threatened to en­
gulf Paris had just been checked. With the 
thunder of their advance Paris was still 
shaken. The withdrawal of men to the 
front, and of women and children to Bor­
deaux and the coast, had left the city unin­
habited. The streets were as deserted as the 
Atlantic City board walk in January. For 
miles one moved between closed shops. 
Along the Aisne the lines had not been dug 
in, and hourly from the front ambulances,


