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News of Paris
– Fifteen Years Ago

"We shouldn't both be coming from the same direction,"
Ruth said. "A lot of people know we're at the same hotel."

Henry Haven Dell smiled and then they both laughed. It was a
bright morning in April and they had just turned off the Champs
Elysées toward the English Church.

"I'll walk on the other side of the street," he said, "and then
we'll meet at the door."

"No, we oughtn't even to sit together. I'm a countess--laugh it
off but anything I do will be in that damn 'Boulevardier.'"

They stopped momentarily.

"But I hate to leave you," he said. "You look so lovely."

"I hate to leave you too," she whispered. "I never knew how nice
you were. But good-bye."

Half way across the street, he stopped to a great screech of
auto horns playing Debussy.

"We're lunching," he called back.
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