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midable building can exist anywhere. It will soon
celebrate its thousandth birthday. In putting it to
the uses of a home for the poor (Asile de St. Ser-
erin) the townsmen cannot be said to have dishon-
oured its old age. You climb up out of the river
by granite steps cut into the escarpment and find
yourself all of a sudden in the market square, which
looks over a precipice. Everybody is waiting to
relate to you the annals of the town since the be-
ginning of history: how it had its own mint, and
how the palace of the Mint still stands; how many
an early Louis lived in the town, making laws and
dispensing justice; how Louis le Gros put himself
to the trouble of being buried in the cathedral there

;

and how the middlemen come from Fontainebleau
tc i/iy game at the market. We sought the tomb
in ilj cathedral, but found nothing of interest there
save a stout and merry priest instructing a class of
young girls in the aisle. However, we did buy a
pair of fowls in the market for 4s. and carried them
at our saddles, aU the way back to Fontainebleau.
The landlady of the Red Hat asked us whether her
city was not wondrous? We said it was. She
asked us whether we should come again? We said

we should. She asked us whether we could do any-
thing to spread the fame of her wondrous town?
We said we would do what we could.

To reach Fontainebleau it was necessary to pass
through another ancient town which we have long
loved, largely on account of Balzac, to wit, Ne-
mours. After Chateau Landon, Nemours did

not seem to be quite the exquisite survival that we


