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and receives respect. It has six cafes in its pic-

turesque market square, and it specialises in lark

patties. What on earth led Pithiviers to special-

ise in lark patties I cannot imagine. But it does.

It is revered for its lark patties, which are on view
everywhere. We are probably the only persons

who have spent a night in Pithiviers witiiout par-

taking of lark patties. We went into the hotel

and at the end of the hall saw three maids sewing
in the linen-room—a pleasing French sight—and,
in a glass case, specimens of lark patties. We
steadily and consistently refused lark pat-

ties. Still we did not starve. Not to men-
tion lark patties, our two-and-tenpenny dinner

comprised soup, boiled beef, carrots, turnips,

gnocchi, fowl, beans, leg of mutton, cherries, straw-

berries and minor details. During this eternal

meal, a man with a bag came vociferously into the

saUe d, manger. He was selling the next day's

morning paper! Chicago could not surpass thatt

Largely owing to the propinquity and obstinacy

of the striking clock of the great church I arose

at 6 A.M. The :.iarket was already in progress.

I spoke witbj an official about the clock, but I could

not make hun see that I had got up in the middle
of the night. In spite of my estimate of his clock,

he good-naturedly promised me much better roads.

And the promise was fulfilled. But we did not

mind. For now the strong wind was against us.

This altered all our relations with the universe, and
transformed us into impolite, nagging pessimists;

previously we had been truly delightful people.
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