
and headed for the Eiffel Tower. 

The tower reaches upward for slightly less than one t 
feet. From its gusty peak we saw a miniature Paris below, 
silver ribbon of the Seine winding at  our feet. 

In a very small way, that is how I saw an eternal city, 
not everlasting in a material sense, but as Ion as there ar 
who love love and life, and that will be untif man draws 
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“Yes, isn’t it?“ murmured the model, raising her 
with a slight shudder as she drew her skirts doset about 
. “Glad yuh agree, Lady, 

winder a mite,” and, leaning a 
the window. Immediately a 

a real wicked evenin’.” 

‘ A few minutes later, Maud scrambled to her feet and kurch 
iq t6 the driver. “Say, Pfister,” she demanded. “How mu 
longer do we gotta drive to g t  to McGregor Street?” 

In a completely resigned voice the driver replied, “La 
you want to get to McGregor Street you should be going 
rnstead of North. You’re on the wrong Carl” 

Maud got off a t  the next stop, and was’last seen stomp 
Eastward along the boulevard, pausing now and then to pat 
occasional thorough-bred mongrel. 

Later that day the driver resigned his job, in favor of somethin 
less nerve-wrackin&; he is now in Nevada, employed as a targ 
on the atomic iestulg gr6unds. 
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