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Paris Has Everything,
but the Best of Every¬
thing . Soap, Shoes,
Cigarettes, Ch arley
Chaplin.IsAmeriean.

ll 4 H. VOIaLA! Monsieur desires
Z-k some soap to soften the beard

before shaving? Here is some
from Monsieur's own country. Will
Monsieur have the steeck, the powdaire.
or the leetle tube with the creme? Mais
oui! I have the three kinds. My
boutiquc is. how you call heem, tout a

fait rnodt /.//..up to the date! What,
Monsieur desires Bome soap Francai*.
lmpossil.lt*! Mais »<»i: Francois would
not aell Monsieur French soap. which is

rulgaire, compared to the soap Ameri-
. i
And bo Moniieur departa from the

little parfunn ru . tightly clutching the
familiar tin tube. so familiar at home.
and incidentally with a new idea of
French commercial methods. imports
;md exports. Always Monsieur believed
that the French led the world in soaps
and toflet articles. Do not the advertise-
niehts in the subway and elevated at
home proclaim as much? And here in
Paris. of all placea, the home of the ex-

hcting dOettante of fashion.or more

often fiction.he ii confronted by the
home-growii product.

But let ua follow the peregrinationa of
thia Monsieur Amiricain. A smoke?
To be aure one cannot stroll along the
BouJevarda without wiihing to imitate
all one's fellow beings, who are making
human chimneys out of themselves. A

Tvbac lign arrests his eye. Monsieur
muil certainly get some of those won-

derful cigarettea that he pays such high
b for ai home. because of the e\

orbitant revenue tax. France is the
imoker'8 heaven. so it always has been
rumored.

"Will you be so kind as to let me have

"What Kind Would Monsieur Prefer?"

Bome ci^ar'-ttes0 says Monsieur in his
:,.h to the pretty little girl with

the apple blossorn complexion who sits
behind the spotless marble slab, with
*h«* delicate snulT scales and loose to-
bacco pits in front of her.

"Certainly. Put what kind would
Monsieur prefer? Some Ameriean cig
arettea, no doubt? Here are some Pele
Mole whieh have just arrived from New
York."
"No, no. those an* not Amt-rican cigar-

..¦ ." Monsieur expoitulatea. "They're
Knglish. Why, at home they're adver-
tised ri 'A Shilling in I^ondon. a Quarter
here.' Moreover, these are not the gen-
uin*-, deapite the fact that they come in
a red box with a white band. They
haven't the Rritish coat-of-arms. What
is that screaming eagle with the arrows

in its claws, and the scroll with 'E pluri-
bus unum' doing here? It must be a

rank imitation. However, I'll take a

box, just to iee. Mademoiselle, I desired
BOBM real French cigarettes. L*et me

have a box of Xanthia, Figaro, or some

.yold-tipped Murattis."
"Put Monsieur must be mistaken.

Thoaa ar*- not French cigarettes at all,
but Kgyptian and Turkish, and are very

expensiv<*. because they are imported.
If llonaieur wiahea French dgarettea
J etfl give him some Marylands, or Cap-
orals. ThOM an- the true cigarettes of
patnot.s, made by the (iovernment. To
ba sure, all the tohacco is imported from
Monsieur's United States, but then it
is cured and f-tripped here, and I can

assure Monsieur that they are abso-

lutely pure."
Another IdaaflJ has been shattered, and

Moniieur d«*parts smoking one of the
§M*wrkm "P'ie Meles." It has a curi-

Monsieur Wails a Few Brief Moments 10 Let the Drink Digest.

oualy familiar flavor. He next triea
one of the Marylanda, whieh is entirely
differenl but bringa to mind the corn-
silk eacapadea of hia boyhood. Never-
theless all hia friends seem to enjoy
them, and as they only cost 66 centimes
(Fl cents) for twenty. Monsieur is a

convert He flnda al length that all
Mademoiaelle claimed for them is true.

and he can smoko one after another
without any "hoady" feeling.

But here ia a cafe. Monsieur must

sit at a table on the teratse, or ordinary
cement aidewalk, and aip an aptritif
while watching the paaaing crowda. It
is very gay this year. despite the war.

Of COIirae one aeea many wounded
aoldiera; with arms in alinga, or hob-
bling with the aid of crutches, or per-
hapa being guided by a friend. How¬
ever, Paris has been saved, and even if
the Germana are only sixty miles away
;,.- the crow flies the Frenchman and his
wife must lai'gh.over the apiritif. It
ia not forced laughter, either, because
the Frenchman at heart is a true pa-
triot and fully realizes the seriousness of
the situation, but also firmly believea
that it is only a question of time before
the invader will be driven from French
soil and France will again eome into her
own. "Patience! All we need is to be pa-

.ient a little longer and all will be well,"
is the watchword of Paris. But here
comes the waiter.
"What is Monsieur's pleasure? A

cocktail perhaps, as a reminder of
Monsieur's favorite cafe at home?
Ccrtainerrunt, there is a Bnr Amrricain
within, and a book of excellent cocktail
recipes whieh was given to Jules the
sommelier by some of Monsieur's com-

patriots. A real French ap&ritif? Mais
non! A thousand times, non! Mon
sieur would not enjoy it. One has to
be a born Frenchman to enjoy an apeVt-
tif. It is very bitter, or else very sweet,
or perhaps very sour, and always very
disagreeable to one who has not been
cnlucated to appreciate its merits."

So, in desperation, Monsieur orders a

cook book cocktail, with the usual re-

sult. Its ancestor many eons ago might
have had some relations connected by
marriage to the cocktail family, but the
present genenition is sadly lacking in
all the necessary ingredients. Never-
theless it is a drink, and Monsieur gulps
it down with the usual savagery of
the Anglo-Saxon races, calls the waittr,
to settle his addUion, and prepares to

depart.
"Wha^t! Monsieur is surely not going

yet? Why, Monsieur has only this
moment honored me with his presence
at my table. If Monsieur will wait for
only a few brief moments to let the
drink digest he will in addition have
the pleasure of seeing the sun set be
hind Sarre Corur on Montmartre. It
is truly a wonderful sight!"
Amazement appears on Monsieur'-i

face as he realizes that he is not to be

huiTied from hia table, although there
are many others waiting for an oppor-
tunity to be seatetl. Truly the French
an- a remarkable nation, he thinks, to

be able to take time to appreciate the
gloriea of a aunaet.

All too BOOn they have faded into deep
purple ahadowa, whieh gradually en-

shroud every distant object, and regret-
t'ully Monsieur prepares to depart. first
thanking the waiter for his advicc to
remain. He talcea his place in the
throng of pedeatriana groping their
way along in the semi-darkness. For
all the street lamps wear heavy ahadea,
a prccaution against Zeppelin raids.
The inner man recalla the fact that

it is along past .Monsieur's ordinary
dinner hour, nearly eight o'clock. How
late the sunsets are in Paris in sum-

mer! But what is this dainty shop,
with the attractive lace curtaina and
soft lights within? Over the doorway

order (clam broth, fried chicken with
hominy cakea on th<* aide, corn bread
muffina, raipberry tart, and coffee with
cream), Monsieur would tind it diflVcult
to believe that he was not Down South.

What. can that string of purple lights
across the street portend? He crosses

over to find that it ia a cinema, or ordi-
nary "movie," ihowing the lateat esca-

pades of ontWharlot, known better as

Charlie Chapnn. Indeed it aeema im-
poaaible to get away from America. He

entera, and finda an audience spell-
bound, watching a Wild West tilm. A
woman Bcreama as the hero, racing on

a foaming charger to save the heroine
from the "Pcaux Pouges" (redskins).
does a spectacular fall.
"What a aavage country! What bar-

baroua people! How can Americans
exist, when BUch terrible things are

going on around them? I do hope little
Jacojuea in San Franciaco will be care-

(harlot. Known Better as Charlic Chaplin.

is a iign in Engliafa proclaiming that a
"Regular Dinner, Southern style," may
be had within. Monsieur enters, and
to hia surprise finds a btlZX of conversa-
tion in his native tongue, interlarded
with "Knglish-Knglish," going on all
about him. Surely an American oasis.
transplanted intaet from Southern Vir-
ginny to the heart of the French capi¬
tal. Were it not for the lisping foreign
nccent of the waitress who takes his

ful!" are some of the pithy comments
Monsieur hears on all sides. The
Frenchman is almost as provincial as

the average Ameriean, and believes
much that he sees on the screen, just
as we take many French films seriously.
Charlot is greeted with the same up-
roar the moment his name is llashed,
even before the lirst picture is shown.
An awed silence. The click-click of

the machir.e is the only sound, except

an occaaional stifled sob, when the mili-
tary picturea of the devaatation in
Northern France are ahown. There la
alwaya one of Pere Joffre, the idol of
France, decorating some of the Bran
Gars, who have won everlasting distinc
tion and honor in some recent engage-
ment. Cheer after cheer breaks forth
as the regiment. with colors llying.
marchea past before the aged com-

mander, who atanda erectly at salute as

the aoul of France passes on.

.Monsieur departs with an entirely
new conception of the French nation.
But Monsieur wishes a bite to eat be¬
fore retiring, and so seeks one of the
boulevard reatauranta. It is closed. He
triea another. But it, too, is closed.
What can be the matter with Paris?
Can every one have retired in this fa-
rnoua city so renowned for ita night life?
He tells his troubles to an agent rf>
surrtr, or "cop," who looks like a moun-

tain of BCCUrity in his wide blue cape.
"Ah! Monsieur is evidently a for-

eigner, or clse he would know that every
cafe and restaurant must close sharply
at half past ten. It is the military
order. No, there is nothing to do. I
regret that Monsieur is hungry, but I
fear he will have to wait until five
o'clock to-morrow morning before he
can get a petit d>}>'inur. I wish Mon¬
sieur bon 90tr, and may he sleep well."

Monaieur ftnda to his astonishment
that an order is an order, and that even

all the side entrances are loeked and
barred, and so, much surprised that
such an order can be enforced in a

metropolia, he betakee himself to bed, as

the only alternative. He cannot sleep,
however, as an aching tooth begins to
act up in a most unkind manner, and
he resolves to see a dentist the first
thing in the morning.

After a breakfast of the eternal cof¬
fee and rolls, he asks his hotel clerk to
be recommended to a good dentist.
"The only good dentists are American
dentiata," the clerk replies. "In France
all those who can afford it patronize
them, aa the art of dentistry is only in
i*s earlier stages of development here."

The dentist's oftice is situated in one

of the most exclusive quarters and is
fitted up with the splendor of a king's
palace. He ia received by a butler and
a footman, in livery, who in turn pass
him on to a French secretary, seated be¬
hind a mahogany desk, who prepares
to make an appointment. But Monsieur
wishes to have his tooth fixed imtne-
diately.

Living must be exceedingly cheap
here, he thinks,, if an ordinary "mouth
niiison" can have quarters like these.
A few minutes later a young French
assistant wearing rubber gloves and a

starched, spotless sanitary operating
apron announces that his maitre will
accord him an interview. He proceeds
to the operating room, and awaits the
arrival of the great personage.
The master enters. But instead of a

Truly9 as the Author Is
Eorced to Conelude, a

Produet Is Not JVith-
out Honor, Save in
Its Own Country.

man gray with years he turns out to be
a youth who looks as if he had only
graduated from his dental eoUega three
or four years ago.
"How is it possible for a man aa

young as you appear to be to attain
such great success? Why, it would have
taken years at home. What is the se-

cret?"
"Paris is the dentist's heaven." is the

laconic reply. And as Monsieur re

ceives a bill for 200 francs (,$40) from
the secretary on his way out Monsieur
sees the force o\' the remark.

But you see Monsieur is l*-annng all
the time. and he is forced to believe that
the Ameriean invasion is no longer a

dream but a grim reality. Two other
experiences only are necessary to con-

vince him that it is an accomplished
fact.

Monsieur desires to write severa!
business letters, and wishes a stenog-
rapher to transcribe them on the type-
writer. The major domo, one of whose
species may be found in every Pan.«
hotel, a venerable gentleman with a long
gray beard. willingly directa Monsieur
to one of the Ameriean typewriting es-

tablishmcnts situated at frequent inter-
vals throughout the city.
Here Monsieur must wait his turr.

before he is ablc to obtain an Englisk
stenographer. The bulk of dients are

French, who have been converted by de-
grees to Yankee time saving device*.
although many of the banka and old
conaervative business houaea '-ontinue
to uae the laborious hand method.v

While waiting Monsieur apiei oneof
the latest importaiions.a I'i.onngra-

r\
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"Some .Soap Francai*'.' taaaJBBaaaaf

phic machine that he is a ;s*omcdto
use for dictati'iu in hia oflaCC at horW-
Deapita the friemlly waiiiinga of th*
other waiting clients. Motiaieuf slir>s u

a record, and while the erowd gathen
around to await dire devek)] rr,.nts 1*
ftniahea hia dictation, givea e recor*
to an attendant to be trat. nbed i
leisure. and d* parts. Proadway aU

the Rue de la Pai.x RT8 not M far 9-

moved after all. he thinks.
Before his departure n tha 9*9 JJ

lowing Monaieur rememberi a ra**

command of hia lawful spouse.
"Pring me back some ihoU aaj

Paris." Madame had calie.I as ¦
steamer was leaving the dock*

"Vallik-ovaire" some one had aaid aaa

the best shop. He repairs f..rthwithtc
find the "Wa'.k-Over" ahoa stolt
crowded with French Iadies. eagerly I

pursuit of feminine footwear.
"Yes, Monsieur, all our boots Ral

shoes are imported direet from Amenc
The French Iadies of fashion n-cogni*
that Ameriean Iadies have the prettitf
feet in the world. and BO wiah to %99
late them as far M possible." the dapP*r
French clerk infornis him.
The Iast cherished idcal goea orashinf

to earth. It is impossible to aaCRJIl J
Americanism. this continual .sP'rit/'
progress. The French are ¦*jjj|
Ameriean methods and ideflla ai rapj .

as they can conveniently assim.i*^
them. Its only necessary to fati ***'

to and how great ly Ameriean 9m

facturers are appreciated.
Truly, B produet is not without MeP

save in its own country. _^mta+*


