
night on the steamer the visitor feels
still more when he walks these
streets and looks upon Paris trans-
formed. A strange, Sunday-lik- e quiet
dwells in the placeJhat used to be so
noisily blithesome. "The streets look
empty, most of the persons in them
are women, most of the women wear
black, one woman in three is in deep
mourning, and the endless procession
of sad, set faces is likely to knock at
the heart of the most callous.

Gay Paris! The old phrase jars
horribly now. In the almost deserted
cafes a few persons sit and do not
talk and at night the darkened streets
hear hardly a footfall.

There could be no greater or
stranger contrast between two na-

tions. In London the war seems to
be something of a joke. In France it
is a grim, terrible, deadly reality.

Is not this strange enough? You
see here the accepted, traditional
traits of the two races reversed. It is
the Gaul that is silent and grim, with
clenched mouth, while the Briton
laughs, sings Tipperary and stands as
of oldj heavily jesting in a theater
qeue.

In London, life and all the amuse-
ments clatter on as usual; in Paris
the theaters are dark, the cafes close
at 10 o'clock and nobody cares to be
amused.

All the conditions in the two na-

tions seem at sharpest contrast.
In Great Britain it is the aristocrats

and the upper classes that are
aroused about the war and support it.
In France it is the masses of the peo-
ple, and the aristocrats where are
the aristocrats of France? Nobody
knows and nobody cares.

It is a ruling class war in Great Bri-
tain; it is a people's war in France.

In Great Britain the government
has spent $125,000,000 in appeals to
the people to enlist and endorse the
war. In certain styles of posters
alone it has spent $50,000,000. In
France the people arose spontane-
ously and at once, with one purpose,
one soul and one feeling to put their

lives and all in the hands of the gov-
ernment.

"Business as usual" was the most
unlucky motto chosen by the com-
mercial elements in England when
the storm broke. At once it gave forth
the dominating keynote that the war
was not serious. How could it be
serious if profits were more impor-
tant? "Business as usual" by the
shopkeeper was followed with "then
my job as usual" by the wage worker.
Business is not as usual in the French
republic, struggling for its life. Fac-
tories stopped, stores closed, enter-
prises abandoned, business, profits
and all else forgotten, while workers
and proprietors, lawyers and trades-
men marched away to fight or to
work for France.

It is really a wonderful thing to see
and know and think about If you
have accepted as true and typical the

Frenchman of the boule-
vards you will have difficulty in be-

lieving me, and yet I declare to you I
do not exaggerate.

The whole French nation lives in
an atmosphere not to be described
otherwise than as one of solemn ex-

altation. Sacrifice and suffering
have lifted these people to astonish-
ing heights. Under the superficial
gayety there must always have been
strong, sterling metal, or the peril of
the beloved republic has remade
them.

Take the matter of drink. It has
been a sore subject in some other
countries at war, but not here. At
the outset the government decreed as
a war measure the temporary sup-
pression of absinthe making or sell-
ing. The national assembly, acting
upon the thought of the country,
made the prohibition.permanent. Ab- - '
sinthe is banished forever from
France.

Now the commanders enforro strict
prohibition of all alcohol in the mili-
tary zones. There is talk of more
drastic liquor legislation.

It will hardly be needed. The peo-
ple are enforcing temperantce upon


