
IN THE STREET

IN my almost daily perambulations throughhe bnlhant. through the drab, and thr^h
the ambiguous quarters of Paris. I cc^.stantly eome upon street seenes that bring^emquis. .vely to a standstill. Not that th^ Zlpar.eularly novel or startling. Indeed, to S^e

that he passes them by without so niudi as aglanec. But for me, familiar though I ^ "ththe physiognomy of the Amazing Cky. therst^etscenes, amusing or pathetic, sentimeLfor c^?^
pc^sess an mdefinable, a never-faihng charm '

beat:roMT,r ''t °" ^^^^•" ^^^
'^^' -^'^-beaten old fellow who is always and always to bediscovered, on a boulevaM bench. unZfa dimgas-lan.p, at the precise hour of eleven Ic^^

cSlrettc end!
"7'?"^"' ''''''' ^^ ^^^o^- of

^nS ? ^""^ "^'^^^
'^"''^P^' ^hich have beenindustriously amassed in the streets and nn fk

terraces of caf^s, during the da^ kvet ll^i'on this same boulevard bench at fhT^^ ^ '

of eleven fh^ «u f ii
' ^'^^ ^*™^ ^om

"Frftv fi ii^^"°^ ^°""*^*h up his spoil.

t^h bien. le vieux. how are affairs ? "
asks a


