Mo Paree
By William Snead

	It was June of ’63 back in Paris when Mark Streetman and I stepped out from under the arched entrance of Notre Dame.  I gazed left across the Seine, then said to Mark, “Mark, look across the river and see the very bench that Liz Taylor sat on when she made her movie about Paris. It was twenty years ago, and she was in her twenties and now she’s in her forties.  Can you imagine us being in our forties?”
	Mark was my close friend, and he was a professor of English with the University of Maryland.  “Bill, would you like to come to class today?  I have some students to teach.”
	I said, “Okay, Mark.”
	“Later!” he said.
	We then stepped towards, then stopped at, the cathedral called Les Invalides.  This is where Napoleon is on a rotunda and encrypted seven times.  One could imagine the great general leading his armies in and out of Russia.
	Next, we went to Le Pantheon.  This structure resembled the U.S. Capitol building.
	Our next stop was the house of Paul Gauguin and Vincent Van Gogh.  It was just a small room overed with oil cloth on all four walls.  Van Gogh cut his ear off when he lived with Gauguin in the Middle East.  This was a sad story for a truly great artist.
	Next, Mark and I went to Sorbonne University and beheld one of their classes, the Chinese, was being held outside.
	Next, we took the bus to his English class.  It was near the Tower Eiffel.  Mark introduced me to a class full of beautiful French girls.  He then had me stand up and read off part of the lesson.  I was then given a hardy applause.
	In an hour, we finished the lesson and packed his books away and took a cab towards Place de le Concorde.  It was there we met up with Ted Simmons, who’s also a close friend of mine.  “Let’s get a drink!” said Ted.
	We then hailed at Place de le Concorde a green Fren h cab and took it to Pig Ale.  We were right there at the moulin Rouge, and the casino could be seen in the near distance.  We decided to take a cab there.
	A garcon escorted us to a table already occupied by two people.  The garcon put three more chairs around the table.  It was enough for all five people.
	A Ghanese woman was queen of her village; she spoke Ghanese, French and English.  Her male friend who lived in the village spoke Ghanese and French.
	We were exchanging culture when a young Dutch couple joined our party at 4:00 a.m. in the morning.	
	Between languages, French wine, expresso coffee and two new faces, it was a party that lasted until 6:00 a.m. the next morning.  There was a whiskey bottle on the table that read, “Distilled at Haller’s in Lemont, Illinois.”
	We all said good bye.  Mark went back to his apartment at 3010 De Messine.  Ted and I headed back to the post at Vitry.
	In our memories, Paris would always be.  And we’d be down by the River Seine.  And never forget Notre Dame, assimilated in our hearts for a long, long time.
		
