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" Dc Piiris a Versailles. Ion, la,,

I)e Paris A, Vcrsaillos—
II y a do hellt's alU'cs,

Vive U; Rui do France !

11 y a do belles allees,

Viveiit lea ecoliers !"

One sultry Saturday afternoon in the summer of 1847

\ ant at niy desk in the junior scliool-room. or s((l(e

(I'etiith'H (Irs pclifs, of tiio Institution F. Hrossard, Kond-

point de I'Avenue de St. -Cloud ; or, us it is called now,

Avenue du Bois de Boulogne—or, as it was called during

the Second Em[)ire, Avenue du Prince Imperial, or else

de I'ljuperatrice ; I'm not sure.

There is not much stability in such French mimes, I

fancy; but their sound is charming, and always gives

me the nostalgia of Paris— Hoyal Paris, Imperial Paris,

Hepublican Paris! . . . whatever they may call it ten or

twelve years hence. Paris is always Paris, and always

will be, in spite of the immortal Uaussnumn, both for

those who love it and for those who vh)n't.

All tlu^ four win<lows were open. Two i>f tlicm, freely

and frankly, on to the now deserted play-ground, ad-

mitting the fragrance of lim(> and syringa and lilac, and

other odors of a mixed quality.

Two other win<luws, derended by an idaboratc n(it-

work of iron wire and a formidable airay <d' spiked iron

rails bi'yond. opened on to the IJond-point, or meeting

of the cross-roads—one of which led northeast to Paris


