


UNIVERSAL

>
x
-
s @
-

AR A

107 923

Advagdr
TVSH3AINN















IFEAIRIILS
GeAITRIRIE AT






fom a
IPAIRTS
GAIRIRIE T

By
RICHARD LE GALLIENNE

With an Introduction by
CHARLES HANSON TOWNE

NEW YORK MCMXXXVI
IVES WASHBURN - PUBLISHER




First printing, April, r936
Second printing, Nay, 1936



To
WILLIAM T. DEWART

TO WHOM I OWE THE OPPORTUNITY OF
WRITING THE FOLLOWING IMPRESSIONS
OF THE PARIS WE BOTH LOVE;
WITH ADMIRATION AND LONG FRIENDSHIP






PREFACE

Trs book has no settled plan. It is just a book to dip about
in, to open anywhere you please. Obviously, it is not for the
sophisticated lover of Paris; nor, on the other hand, is it a
guide-book for the “innocent abroad”—though it is perhaps
rather among such innocents that the writer would class him-
self. That is, he is of those for whom to live in Paris is a form
of romance, something like living in Bagdad or Samatkand.
For, Paris, while it is the capital of France, is still more the
capital of dreamland. It is a symbolic city, a city not merely
made with hands. It is a city where one can live one’s
everyday life more humanly, more entertainingly, than in any
other. But it is more than that. The Holy Roman Emperor
Charles V' declared that “Paris is not merely a city. It is a
world in itself.” It is the masterpiece of the created spirit of
humanity through the ages. It is a city with a universal, his-
toric soul.

To live in Paris is not metely to live in one’s particular day
and generation, but to live with a feeling of living too in the
exhilarating atmosphere of an ever-present, still animate and
animating, Past. So much of the significant history of mankind
has been made there, so many of its dreams have been dreamed
there, so many men and women who lived greatly, beautifully,
terribly, or amusingly, have been its citizens.

Also, Paris is the creation of so many great writers and
artists. It is a city that, before we set foot in it, we have
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PREFACE

already lived in through books. It is, therefore, only imper-
fectly inhabited by those who merely eat and sleep, and work
and play there, those whose lives are not lived in the imagina-
tion as well. For Paris is above all a city of the imagination,
and, if one has any imagination to appeal to, Paris cannot
fail to appeal to it. It is for such readers that I have written
the following desultory impressions of its varied life, past and
present.

R.LeG.
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INTRODUCTION

IN his preface, Mr. Le Gallienne is modest enough to say
that this volume 1s not a guide-book. And yet it is. Those who
follow him while he rambles about Paris must know more
of that delectable city than others not so fortunate as to traipse
along. To move with a poct down those old, haunted streets
—ah! what a privilege it will be to thousands of us; for we
shall be bound to find vistas we may have missed before.

Mr. Le Gallienne’s love of Paris is well known. It has come
to be almost 2 sensational “affair” of the spirit which neither
the loveliest city in the world nor the dreaming poet has ever
wished to conceal. There is an enchantment in the very name
by which the world calls the city on the Seine, and no one can
utter it without a glow, an ecstasy.

The perfume and the sweetness of it are captured in these
beautiful, leisurely pages; but likewise one will find here an
old and almost forgotten city, full of vigor and strength, full
of a humanity and a romantic history that warm the heart
and cause the blood to run faster. I venture to say that no
Frenchman could be more passionately fond of Patis than the
English author of this living book; for to him, Paris is not,
as it is to so many thoughtless visitors, merely a “light
woman.” To him it is—Home.

CrarLes HansoN TowNEe

xiil






IFEATRIALS
GeATRIRIE AL






from .
PAIRLS
GARRET

MY GARRET

A GARRET in Paris. In old Paris, of course, and in a very old
street, narrow and winding, and filled with memories. 4#
septiéme, that is on the seventh floor, as high as one can get,
with a practically boundless view of Paris from my numetous
windows. This may not be everybody’s dream, but many
American friends who have climbed up my seven flights of
stairs assure me that I am far from alone in dreaming it—and,
in my opinion, though they may not know it themselves,
Americans are the most romantic people in the world. Their
proverbial love of Paris proves it.

Of course, there is more than one Paris. When I say “old
Paris” I mean the Paris of the Left Bank, the Latin Quarter,
the Luxembourg Gardens, the “Boul’ Mich’,” the Musée de
Cluny, Montpatnasse, the Paris of the bookstalls on the
“quais,” of picture and old curiosity shops, of the Mazarin
Library and the Odéon Théitre, of the colleges and art
schools, the Paris of scholats and painters, and students of
every form of learning, of all the arts and all the sciences.
Then there is the Paris of the Right Bank, the Paris of the

1



FROM A PARIS GARRET

Champs-Elysées, the Rue de Rivoli, the great cosmopolitan
hotels, the smart, glittering shops, the “studios” of the great
modistes—that is the Paris of the world of fashion, crowned
heads—such as are left—millionaires, luxurious women, dia-
monds and bank accounts.

Though this division of Paris into two cities—the Cicy of
Luxury and the City of Learning—is broadly true, it is but
a rough generalization indicating the prevailing character and
incerest of those living on the Right Bank and those living on
the Lefe Bank. Obviously, it must not be taken as suggesting
that one Paris is ancient and the other Parts modern. Actually,
all Panis is Old Paris. Old streets and old buildings are to be
found everywhere, and the history of Paris, need one say,
was made as much on the Right Bank as on the Left, not to
speak of the Cité, that little island in the Seine where stands
Notre-Dame, and where, long before the days of Casar, the
history of Paris began.

In spite of all her modern buildings, Paris preserves the
homogeneity of an old city—as London, for instance, en-
tirely fails to do. The moment we are off the great thorough-
fares the streets we enter, however individual houses have been
modernized, preserve a general old-world character, They wind
about in medizval fashion, and, with the varying heights of
their roofs and gables, make quaint perspectives which some
modern monstrosity can interrupt but cannot destroy. The
streets still live up to the quaintness of their names, and this
has come about from no sentimentality in the French char-
acter but from that practical common sense for which it is
proverbial,

Py



FROM A PARIS GARRET

The Frenchman—except he be a “communard”—never
destroys anything old so long as it, or a portion of it, serves
a purpose; and these strongly built old houses, however they
may be transformed inside, are thus left standing because it
would be a waste of good material and profitless expense to
tear them down, probably to build something less strong and
less attractive.

Now to return to my own gatret. Situated, as I said, in a
very ancient street, my roofscape of wavy russet tiles and
chimneys stained with all the sepias and ochres and inky cor-
rosions of Time, with here and there the tops of trees vividly
emerging like green fountains from hidden gardens, is vast
and endlessly various and whimsical. To have stretched out
beneath you the roofs and windows, the towers and domes
of the most human city in the world, the gayest and the sad-
dest, the sanest and the maddest, the most tragic and most
fantastic in its history, is to survey a scene at once strangely
restful and exciting.

As Paris is, par excellence, the Symbolic City of human
experience, its history may be said, too, to be practically the
quintessence of European history; and, therefore, all these
roofs and buildings and streets mean something, have a story
to tell. Something happened wherever one’s eye turns. Noth-
ing is coloutless, or without significance. And this is happily
ttue of my gatret, for there is little of Paris I cannot see from
my windows, from Notre-Dame, through my eastern win-
dows, to Les Invalides, where Napoleon lies in his tomb of
red porphyry, and the Eiffel Tower, through my western
windows. At the top of my street the trees of the Luxem-
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FROM A PARIS GARRET
boutg Gardens fill the sky with their swaying green fresh-

ness, and at the bottom of my street loom the impressive
towers of the church of Saint-Sulpice.

Anyone who knows Paris will realize, therefore, that my
garret is in a quarter thronged with memorics, and there is
one memory I will just hint at, to develop later. As I step out
on to my little balcony and look across the narrow strect, my
eye falls on an old gateway, the entrance to the courtyard
of an old mansion. It bears the number “12,” and there, I
believe the reader will be as interested as I to know, Mon-
sieur d’Artagnan of the King’s Musketeers lodged when he
first came to Paris! So they say, and so it is stated in the
Mémoires of the original d'Artagnan, -on whom Dumas
founded his hero. “I had a little room,” he writes, “in the
Rue des Fossoyeurs, quite close to Saint-Sulpice”—so my
street was called in this day, the street of the Grave-diggers!
Now it is called Servandont, after one of the architects of

Saint-Sulpice.
MEMORIES OF MY GARRET

It will probably be news to some readers that there was a
real d’Artagnan, that the other musketeers were real also,
Milady real as well, and that Dumas found them all, to-
gether with their names and most of their adventures, in a
volume entitled Mémoires de M. d' Artagnan, Capitaine Lies-
tenant de la premiére compagnie des Mousquetaires du Roi,
published at Cologne in 1700. This book was written by one
Gatien Courtilz de Sandras, something of a novelist himself,
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who is supposed to have done some romancing with his
otiginal material, too, before Dumas discovered his volume
in the Bibliotheque Nationale and transformed it into per-
haps the best loved romance in literature.

In these memoirs d’Artagnan—whose full name was
Chatles de Batz-Castelmore, Comte d’Artagnan—says that
he chose the Rue des Fossoyeurs to lodge in because it was
near to the house of M. de Tréville, captain-general of the
Musketeers, to whom his father had given him a letter. This
house still stands at the corner of the Rue Tournon and the
Rue Vaugirard, and is now well known to Americans as the
Restaurant Foyot, where gourmets can eat one of the best and
most expensive dinners in Paris.

The whole quarter is Musketeer ground, for Athos lived
in the street to the west, the Rue Férou; Aramis in the Rue
Vaugirard, just east of the Rue Cassette, and Porthos in the
Rue Vieux-Colombier, leading west from the Place Saint-
Sulpice.

There is reason to believe that Athos met his death near
the Saint-Sulpice end of my street and that his ashes rest in
some unidentified cotner of the church. This is how the story
goes. In the Place Saint-Sulpice there has been held, since
1176, the famous Fair of St. Germain. It is still held annually
every May, and it was in full swing one late afternoon in
1643, when d’Artagnan, coming out from it, became aware
that he was being followed by three ugly-looking fellows,
whom he suspected of being assassins in the pay of Milady.
He was soon left in little doubt, and presently found himself
with his back to the wall defending himself as best he could

5



FROM A PARIS GARRET

against three swords. As these three were presently joined by
four others, d’Artagnan thought it was about time to cry out,
“A moi, Mousquetaires!” Luckily Athos, Aramis and Porthos
were near by and heard their friend’s cry, with the result chat
the would-be assassins were quickly put to flight, leaving two
of their companions dead on the field. Athos, however, had
received a sword thrust, which, it is believed, proved fatal.
The only evidence of this is an entry made by the sexton in
the death register of Saint-Sulpice, dated December 22, 1643,
which, translated, runs: “Funeral service and interment of the
deceased Armand Athos, musketeer of the King’s Guard,
gentleman of Béarn, taken near the Pré-aux-Clercs market.”
According to the memoirs of the original d’Artagnan, No.
12 of this Street of the Grave-diggers where he lodged, and
the great gateway of which I can see from my balcony, was
then an inn with the sign of the “Guillard Bois.” It had a
bowling green at the back, with a door opening into the Rue
Férou, where, as I have said, Athos lived, so that the two
friends were in easy reach of each other. Dumas makes
d’Artagnan live with a mercer called Bonacieux at No. 11,
with whose charming wife, spirited away by Milady, he was
seriously in love, and I should like to think that this touch-
ing love affair actually had its setting in my streee. Bue alas!
the memoirs point to another landlady in the Rue Vieux-
Colombier, whete he lodged later, always surrounded by his
friends, without whose company he seldom stirred abroad.
“Perhaps it was the beauty of my hostess,” he writes, “that
attracted them there as much as their friendship for me.”

If the Musketeers be regarded as partly the children of
6
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Dumas’s fancy, my street has one stern heroic memory which
belongs to veritable history. Over a little “charcuterie” shop,
where I occasionally drop in to buy eggs and milk, fruit and
so forth, and perhaps to wonder if d’Artagnan’s Mme. Bona-
cieux was anything like so pretty as the young woman who
keeps it, there is a medallion telling that the great philosopher
Condorcet once lived there in the stormy years of the Revolu-
tion, a refugee from the death sentence of the Convention.

The house then belonged to Mme. Vernet, widow of the
great sculptor, who, in spite of Condorcet’s resistance, in-
sisted on hiding him there. “T am outlawed,” he said, “and
if I am discovered you will meet the same sad end as myself.”
Mme. Vernet's sublime answer is historic: “The Convention,
monsieut, has the right to put you beyond the law; it has
not the power to put you outside humanity. Here you shall
stay.” And there Condorcet remained in safety for some
months, writing, with the calm of a philosopher, his famous
Sketch of the Progress of the Human Spirit. Meanwhile hus
generous hostess kept strict watch on him lest he should es-
cape her, but at last, the pursuit growing too hot, he baffled
her vigilance, to be arrested a few days later at a little inn out-
side Paris. He was disguised as a workman, but a workman
who carried a Horace and, when asked how many eggs he
wanted in his omelet, absent-mindedly answered “ten” was
suspiciously like an “aristo.” He was thereupon thrown into
the village jail; but when his captors came to seek him for the
~ guillotine he had eluded them, probably by poison.

To live in a street with such heroic memories seems to me
worth while, and it is one of the charms of living in Paris that
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it is hardly Possiblc to live anywhere where something has not
happcncd to stir the imagination.

A FIRST DAY IN PARIS

ONE's first visit to Paris should be in the spring, and one
should take one’s first look at it in the morning sunshine. Paris
is an early riser, and I know nothing morc exhilarating than
to sit over one’s morning coffee and rolls—"café au lait” and
“petit pain” or “croissant”——on the terrace of some large cen-
tral café, somewhere near the Madeleine, for instance, watch-
ing the Parisians going to their day’s work in blithe buc very
businesslike crowds. After that one should make for the
Place de la Concorde. Here, planting oneself on a garden
seat at the end of the Tuileries Gardens, one can drink one’s
fill of the spacious glitter of che great square, with its foun-
tains playing like torrents of dew in the centre, and the green
freshness of the Champs-Elysées stretching on and on in a
forestlike perspective to the Arc de Triomphe dreamily far
away.

The long vista and the sense of space are at once dazzling
and uplifting, and there is an impression of illimicable, all-
pervading light, giving such elation to one’s spirics that one
can hardly believe oneself in the heart of a great city.

At most seasons of the year, but particularly in the spring,
there is something peculiatly lightsome in the Paris air, and
one cannot but think that chis at least partly accounts for the
proverbial gaiety of the Parisian. “Gay Paree” has a natural
joyousness inherent in its atmosphere, and only secondarily
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is it the creation of social habits of pleasure and luxury. In
other words, Paris is “La Ville Lumiére” by nature as well as
by art. It was “La Ville Lumiére” of the morning sunshine
long before it was “La Ville Lumiére” of the electric light;
and there is no spot where one can realize that central truth
of the spirit of Paris so fully as in the Place de la Concorde.
There is something genuinely symbolic about it. As everyone
who knows anything about the history of Paris is aware, there
is also no spot in Paris so haunted with tragic memories, so
drenched in blood. As someone wrote:

Place de la Concorde—

The fountains play;
They spouted blood
But yesterday.

Wichin a few yards of that rainbow spray stood the guillo-
tine, and as Dickens so vividly phrased it in 4 Tale of Two
Cities, the very earth there was once “a rotten red.” Yet how
is it possible to realize such memories in the sunshine of a
Paris spring morning? All the fearful shadows of the past
are absotbed and lost in these vortices of living light, and it
is not fanciful to feel that, just in the same way, there is a
central radiance in the Patisian nature which mercifully con-
sumes and transmutes such fearful darknesses of experience,
so that, as Shakespeare wrote, “the worst” always and in-
vincibly “returns to laughter.”

Having thus made our motning orisons, we are in a mood
to stroll up the Avenue des Champs-Elysées, or its leafy
side allées, gleaming here and there with statues—one of
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Alphonse Daudet—on past the Palais de Glace or skatin
rink, the old open-air Théatre Marigny and the little Guignols
or Punch and Judy shows of the children, till we come to
the Rond Point, with its radiating avenues, its flower-beds
and six fountains. Then we can walk on still farther tll we
stand under the Arc de Triomphe and salute the grave of the
Unknown Soldiet—and having afterwards lunched at one of
the many good testaurants in the neighbourhood, one cannot
do better with the afternoon than ramble in the Bois de
Boulogne, which is at once the famous “Bois” of fashion, and
an artfully preserved woodland for the dreamer. It is sur-
prisingly close at hand. One has but to turn to the left down
an avenue beyond the Arc de Triomphe, which used to be
called the Avenue du Bois-de-Boulogne—but is now renamed
the Avenue Foch—to the outspoken regret of many, who
nonetheless admire the genius and character of that great
French soldier.

Well, after a walk of about three-quarters of a mile down
this fine avenue one comes to the Porte Dauphine, and the
Bois is before us. Of course, there are other ways of entering
it. One mighe have taken the other avenue radiating west-
ward from the Arc, the Avenue de la Grande-Armée, till one
came to the Porte Maillor, from which gate the broad Allée
de Longchamp, running in a straight line for about two and
a quarter miles, and traversing diagonally about two-thirds of
the Bois, leads to the famous race course of Longchamp. But
this route should be taken in an automobile, and for the
pedestrian the Porte Dauphine is best, for here one at once en-
counters the two contrasting fascinations of the Bois startlingly
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side by side. One sees the “monde,” the fashionable world,
sweeping along the pleasing curve of the Route de Suresnes
in swift and luxurious automobiles, in leisurely carriages, or on
horseback, with pretuly dressed nurses (“nou-nous”) seated
along the sidewalks with their infant charges, and one also
sees the untouched woodland with its innumerable footpaths
apparently leading into the heart of an ancient wood.

For the peculiar charm of the Bois de Boulogne comes of
the fact that it 1s actually an ancient wood adapted by a great
landscape gardener, Adolphe Alphand, in 1853, with a rare
skill which has preserved much of its otiginal wildness, side
by side with the formal beauty of a park. It was known as
the Forét de Rouvray and covered, as it still does, neatly the
whole of the peninsula formed by one of the many fantastic
windings of the Seine. Here as far back as Roman days was
a colony of ptisoners employed in reclaiming the old forest.
Later on princely chiteaux, which survive still in name or in
reconstruction, such as Madrid, La Muette and Bagatelle, and
a monastery, the Abbaye de Longchamp, were built on its
borders, but the forest itself, until Alphand transformed it
into the Bois, was a wasteland, the haunt of robbers and wild
boar, and a favourite resort of duellists. It takes its present
name from the little village of Boulogne, at its southern end,
notable for a beautiful church dating from the fifteenth cen-
tury. It is more than two thousand acres in extent, and so
artfully have the roads through it been planned that it creates
the illusion of being much larger—an illusion increased by
the rustic lanes and footpaths through woodland dense wich
underbrush and wild flowers.
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FROM A4 PARIS GARRET

Resisting for a while the lure of these rural solitudes, one
should follow on with the gay stream of vehicles along the
Route de Suresnes for a third of a mile or so, till one comes
to the Carrefour du Bout-des-Lacs, one of the most charming
corners of the Bois, where the first of two pretty lakes begins.
In this first lake, the Lac Inférieur, there are two 1slands, on
one of which, amid a grove of poplars, is a café-restaurant
reached by a ferry. At this point it is pleasant to take to the
woods and wander along among elms and maples, lonely as
if there were no such thing, a stone’s throw away, as the great
world of fashion and wealth., You scldom meet any living
thing buc a butterfly, a bird, or a pair of lovers, though some-
times you may come upon a pretty feature of Parisian life, a
simple lictle bridal party, bride and bridegroom with papas
and mammas and brothers and sispcrs, all in their Sunday best,
the bride with her wreath and fluttering veil and her train
held up by a tiny bridesmaid, dressed like a doll.

Rambling along, one strikes the Allée de Longchamp.
Crossing this, one comes to the spacious lawns of the Chiteau
de Madrid, and soon the air grows sweet with the perfume
of the acacia blossoms in the Allée des Acacias. By this time,
if one feels like tea, there are two or three beautiful and
fashionable places near by to take it in. There is the ex-
quisite little Chareau de Bagatelle, built in 1780 by the Comte
d’Artois, who later reigned as Charles X, at a cost of three
million francs, and in sixty days, on a wager with Marie
Antoinette, Here is one of the loveliest gardens in France,
a masterpiece of elaborate garden architecture, with grottoes
and brooks and bridges, and particularly famous for its roses
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and water lilies. Here is a dairy, where the cows are milked
every afternoon at four o’clock, and here, too, is a café, the
Gofiter de Bagatelle, where it is the smart thing to take tea,
though perhaps it is smarter stll to take it at the Restaurant
du Chiteau de Madrid, which gets its name from a chi-
teau built by Frangois I and demolished during the Rev-
olution. Here we are at once in an ancient wood and in the
very pinkest pink of fashion. If we are interested in “the
mode,” we can watch the loveliest of ladies in the most ex-
quisite of frocks, flirting with their aristoctatically groomed
escorts, and feel that if we our humble selves are not the rose,
we ate at least as near to it as it is possible to get.

After this we can wander over to the Seine, which is close
by, and watch the fishermen with their patient rods and per-
haps wish that we could live in one of the charming house-
boats that line the river bank. Then we can stroll along to the
Yamous race course of Longchamp, near to which are the
mill, and two houses of the old Abbaye de Longchamp,
founded in 1256 by a sister of St. Louis and disreputably
notorious for the very unecclesiastical revels held there during
Holy Week by the fashionable world of Paris at the end of
the cighteenth century. There is still another famous race
course, that of Auteuil, directly opposite Longchamp on the
other side of the Bois, prettily situated along the bank of the
Lac Supérieur. There are also all manner of sporting clubs,
including one for the detestable “sport” of pigeon shooting,
with a skating rink attached, and there is a fine polo ground
adjoining the Longchamp race course. In fact, there is no
end to the interesting things to see and do in the Bois—not
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forgetting the Jardin d’ Acclimatation, home of foreign plants
and animals. Merely to glance at them all is to marvel at
the skill with which they have been got into so comparatively
small an acreage, all artistically secluded amid lawns and
gardens, with the sense of the wild woodland preserved as well.
And probably for gourmets the gem of the Bois remains still
unmentioned—namely, the restaurant Pré-Catelan, west of
the Lac Inférieur, surrounded by broad meadows and lawns,
with an outdoor theatre, charmingly named the Théitre de
Verdure, attached. Here one may well end one’s firse day in
Paris by dining “en prince” and hang the expense!

LA4 VIE DE BOHEME

As I was walking down the Rue de Seine the other day with
a charming companion, she pointed to a humanly dingy
hotel (most hotels nowadays are so inhumanly “brilliantined,”
so to say) and said, “That’s where Taffy lived!” “Taffy?” I
queried. “Yes! have you forgotten Trilby?™ “Why, of course!
Tafly, the Laird, Liccle Billee.” Trilby herself and the mys-
terious hypnotic maestro Svengali. They all sprang to life
as my friend spoke, though I haven’t read Trilby for years.
I determined to read che delightful old tale again, and, having
done so, can confidently recommend anyone who is not too
hopelessly, hard-heartedly and hard-headedly “modern” to
follow my example.

“Sentimentall” “Melodramaticl” Of course! But so are
most of the classics or near-classics in fiction, and in drama
too. For life itself is incorrigibly sentimental and melodramatic.
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Youth is certainly so, in all ages, however blasé and cynical
it affects or believes itself to be.

The fashions of youth change with every generation, but
the heart of youth remains the same. The “musketeers” of
Dumas ot these “musketeers” of Du Maurier, who were Tril-
by’s faithful bodyguard, or those other “musketeers” of Mur-
ger's Scénes de la Vie de Bobéme. Youth always goes “4 la
mousquetaire,” whatever the fashion of its clothes or its
opinions, and no one need fear that the present-day “realists”
and “sut-realists” of Montparnasse are any exceptions to that
law of young life, particularly in the Latin Quarter. The
ancient kingdom of “Bohemia” is as fourishing as ever, and
though Paris is its capital, you can find it, too, in New York
or London or Munich, wherever youth and love and dreams
and devil-may-carishness and impecuniosity are to be found
dancing the farandole together.

One of the best definitions of Bohemianism I recall occurs
in Claude Washburn’s fascinating Pages from the Book of
Paris: “Bohemianism as it is attempted by young artists, or
more properly conceived by the Philistine (who is at bottom
the most sentimental of creatures), stands vaguely for a
radiant manner of life, the concomitants of which are poverty,
ideals, ambitions, and an ignorance of money entailing a cer-
tain pleasant dishonesty in dealing with shopkeepers. The
word has to the popular mind a kind of enchantment; it
stands for what is left of romance. An existence fulfilling
these requirements seems to us, for those fortunate ones who
can lead it, an emancipation from weary formalities and rules
of conduct.”
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Frangois Villon was, of course, one of the carliest Bo-
hemians, but the Bohemia in which he lived was rather too
grim and criminal an underworld to be so called, and Pierre
Gringoire, a similar vagabond poet of the fifteenth century,
whom one meets in Hugo's Notre Dame, is a better example,
as the brotherhood of roistering students known as “Enfants
sans Souci” (Children without a Care) who chose him for
their Prince of Fools, sounds more like the real thing.

Murger in the preface to his famous book, which is an
admirable sketch of the history and psychology of Bohemia,
gives an amusing picture of him on the hunt for a meal,
“nose to the wind” like a hound, snuffing up the perfumes of
the cookshops and “rdtisseries,” so fierce a hunger in his eyes
that the hams hanging up on the pork butcher’s stalls visibly
diminish as he gazes on them.

Each day’s existence, for your true Bohemian, is, according
to Murger, a work of genius, and the shifts to which his young
artists and scholars, along wich their pretty sweethearts, are
put to feed and clothe and lodge themselves are described
with a humour and pathos still fresh in his book, as in Puc-
cini’s famous opera, the lively gaiety of which is sull in-
fectious. Schaunard, painter and musician, who has dcvcloped
the need of borrowing from, and scrupulously repaying his
friends into a fine art, keeping regular account books, debit
and credit, with records of dates when they are likely to be
in funds, and the days and hours when they are likely to be
good for a dinner.

Marcel, another painter, who when moving into a new
lodging is asked by the landlord for his furnitute, points to an
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easel and a series of screens on which are painted intetiors of 2
palace provided with every comfort and luxury. These dis-
posed around his room, he explains, will be all the furniture
he needs. He and Schaunard agree to live together in this
palace of illusion, and there one day comes a wealthy bour-
geois to have his portrait painted in a hurry. At the moment,
they have been wondering where Matcel is to get a decent
coat for a ball that evening, and the entrance of the client
solves the question, for the painter persuades him that it is
the proper thing to be painted in a dressing gown, with the
tesult that Marcel makes off with his discarded coat and dances
in it all evening.

Of the many love episodes the prettiest is that called
“Romeo et Juliette,” in which Rodolphe the poet and his
Mimi are so hungry in their garrec that, with tears in their
eyes, they are driven to eat their pet pigeon. The pigeon is
cooing its last song, as the butter sings in the pan. A few
moments after, “the butter still sings, but the pigeon sings
no more!” It is a heartbreaking idyll of love in a garret, “in
those brave days when we were twenty-one.”

I have often seen Murger disparaged, because, I presume,
he is not a Flaubert or a Mérimée, though he has been found
very good to steal from. But it takes all kinds to make the
world of literature, and the chatming legend of Bohemia 1s
none the less chiefly of his making. Musset was before him
with his Mimi Pinson, the pretty blonde “with only one
gown in the world,” and Balzac contributed to the legend
with his Lucien de Rubempré in'Lost Illusions. In recent years
Locke in The Beloved Vagabond carried it on attractively,
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as has Leonard Merrick in those Paris fantasies of his. It is a
legend which can never die, and of which the future will
doubtless bring us new chroniclers. One of the latest is M.
Sisley Huddleston, with his M. Paname, which I recommend
to all “Enfants sans Souct.”

THE SACRED SOIL OF FRANCE

AN American lady who honours me with her friendship is
very interested in the French character, and takes every op-
portunity of studying it. To this end, when possible, she
cultivates chance acquaintances and draws them out with
artful conversation. In this way she has made many a lucky
find of anecdote, and here is one of a deep and touching sig-
nificance, which she recently passed on to me.

She had been visiting the Degas exhibicion in the Orangerie
at the Place de la Concorde end of the Tuileries Gardens, an
exhibition, by the way, particularly worth secing, as it showed
Degas in a less familiar side of his genius, that of a portrait
painter and a sculptor. From the contemplation of that rather
cynical master she passed out into those beauciful gardens,
with their formal parterres, their vistas of sunlit foliage, statues
and gay fountains, and presently sat herself down on a bench
with but one other occupant, who gave promise of interesting
human material—an elderly woman with a distinguished air,
in mourning attire suggesting a refined poverty. Alfter a
while my friend contrived to fall into talk wich the lonely
woman, and by degrees she elicited from her her sad “histoire,”
a story she was glad to confide to a sympathetic listener.
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A few months ago she had lost a2 much-loved son, her only
remaining link with life. He had been stricken with consump-
tion, and it had proved impossible to save him. But she was
somewhat consoled to think—she added with a sorrowful
smile that lit up her worn face—that she had been able to
bring him a great happiness at the last. My friend waited in
silence to hear what that happiness might be. Yes, when
she had seen that the end was near, she had reluctandy torn
herself away from his bedside for an hour or two to carry
out the idea she had conceived. They had once been quite
wealthy, she explained, and her son had been brought up as a
gentleman, in their own house, on their own lands. But mis-
fortunes which had broken her husband’s heart had swept
everything away, and it was with almost all of the very lictle
money they had left that she set out on her errand. When
she returned, she brought to her son certain papers which
reptesented the last gift she was able to make him. By them
he became the absolute owner of a certain small parcel of
land—enough to be buried in. In short, she had bought him
a grave. Thus, he could die like a French gentleman, and
be buried in his own plot of ground, the proud and happy
possessor of a portion of the sacred soil of France, inalienably
his own. So he died with a smile of joy on his face, and such
was a French mother’s last gift to a dearly loved son. -

The sacred soil of France! All men, whether they realize
it of not, have probably a love for the country in which they
were born. But it is doubtful if that feeling for on€’s native soil
goes so deep, or is so passionate, with any other people as
that of a Frenchman for the actual earth, the “sweet land,”
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of France. In ancient times that sentiment was stronger among
all peoples than it is in our “international” era, but it is no
small part of the strength of France that it is stll so deep-
rooted an instinct in the French race.

Another striking illustration of that patriotic passion is to
be found on a memorial tablet placed on a house in a little
street a stone’s throw from the garret where I write chis.
Actoss the Square of Saint-Sulpice is the Rue des Canettes,
the Street of the Ducklings. It is a narrow, very ancient street
of many other memories. At onc end once stood the corner
shop of the wig-maker, Caron, whom Balzac has immortalized
in his romance of César Birottean. The onginal Caron, in
Napolcon’s day, was famous for his giving shelter to pro-
scribed royalists, and it was on his way to take refuge there
that the redoubtable guerilla chieftain of “La Vendée,”
Georges Cadoudal, was captured by Napoleon's police, to end
his life on the scaffold. But it is a more recent soldier that the
tablet I have referred to commemorates. It is placed over a
lictle drinking shop and runs thus, in translation:

The Poet Gabriel-Tristan Franconi,
“Someone in the French Army,”
Was born in this house May 17, 1887,
Killed in the Wood of Sauvilliers
(Somme)

July 23, 1918,

Defending against the Invader
His house, iis street and the Place
Saint-Sulpice.
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Take particular notice that this soldier-poet died not only
for France but for his own special corner of it, “his house, his
street, and the Place Saint-Sulpice.”

French patriotism attaches itself not only to France in gen-
eral but even to a particular quarter, the “quartier” where one
is born and in which his life is most intimately lived. Gabriel-
Tristan Francont, who was killed at the front, after receiving
many honours for his courage, was the author of a volume of
poems signed anonymously by Un tel de I'drmée Frangaise
(Someone in the French army). He also wrote a novel en-
titled La Rue des Canettes, in which the passionate love for
the licele street for which he gave his life finds touching ex-
pression.

“Of all the streets of the old quarter,” he writes, “the most
full of life is the Rue des Canettes. Small, it is true, but so
joyous! People who live elsewhere do not know how happy
one is there. On a féte day the Rue des Canettes is a delicious
intoxication.”

And this is still true of the lictle street, for, before I had
read this, I had been struck on one or two festal occasions by
1ts cxccptional gaiety, the unusual vitality of its dancers, in-
spited by musicians playing with volcanic energy, high up
on a little stand hard by the house of the dead poet who had
loved it so well and had taken so vivid a part in its revels.

Sutely Horace’s famous line celebrating the joy and honour
of dying for one’s country has never found a more poignant
commentary than that tablet in the Rue des Canettes.
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THE FRENCH CHARACTER

THE French character has always been a puzzle to its friends
and foes alike. Never, surely, has there been such a concentra-
tion of contradictions. Its most loyal allies have been exasper-
ated as well as mystified by it, yet, for all that, their affection-
ate admiration for the Frenchman remains-—and, as with
human beings who like each other in spite of diametrical dif-
ferences of nature and opinion, so it is with France and her
friends; a case of “I cannot understand, I love.”

Of course, France is not the only nation that thus surprises
one. You have to know America pretty well before you realize
that, with all her well-deserved reputation for “hard-boiled”
business qualities, she is really the most idealistic, even sen-
timental, of nations. But the clements that compose the
French character are even more diverse and starcling. I was
particularly reminded of these one January day more like
spring than winter, as I took one of my favourite walks
down the Rue de Seine, and loitcred along the booksalls
of the quais till I came to the Pont-Neuf, crossing which
I paused to salute that astute Gascon riding on horseback
there, who, with all his faults (faults thar were all very
human), was probably the best, the wisest and the kindest
king that France ever had.

The French people certainly made no mistake in loving
their Henri Quatre—though, one must not forger that on
Bartholomew's Eve they were ready enough to cut his Hu-
guenot throat—and it says something both for him and for
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the fickle Parisian mob that he remains their hero to this day.

As for the thousandth time I looked up at his saucy, whim-
sical smile, eagle nose, jutting chin, shrewd eyes and the firm
manly carriage of one who lived most of his life on horseback,
I recalled a terrible tribute, which some years after his death
that Parisian mob had paid him, just where I was standing at
the foot of his statue. There had been a long delay in the
erection of the statue, a delay the Parisians attributed to the
Italian Minister, Concini, the favourite of Marie de Medici,
Henn'’s widow. During the minority of Louis XIII Concini
ruled France in his name, and ruled it so badly that nobles
and people alike hated him, and rejoiced when the young
King had him killed by his guards on the bridge of the
Louvre.

Not till Concini’s death was the statue of the great Gascon
set in its place on the Pont-Neuf, and the Parisians celebrated
its erection in their fearful fashion: Having exhumed the body
of Concini from the grave, they offered it up to the shade of
the most humane of French kings with rites the most sophisti-
cated of cannibals could hardly have improved upon. Having
torn out the heart, one of the mob roasted it on a charcoal
brazier and ate it with relish. That was in 1617—and as I
was reminded of this gruesome story, I thought of a day,
a hundred and seventy years later, the day of the fall of the
Bastille—and recalled how another Parisian mob (another and
yet the same) is said to have served the old nobleman who
had surrendered on the promise that his men should go un-
molested. Within a few minutes of that surrender his lifeless

body was being dismembered by an expert hand.
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Of course, mobs are mobs in all countries. The annals of
every nation are stained with such bloody doings, but I do
not think the peculiar savagery which we find in French his-
tory is to be found in the history of any other modern civilized
country—except perhaps in Iraly, from which, of course, at
the Renaissance, France borrowed so much. And my point
is that this quality is the more startling because it is found
in company with so many other qualities so different, all
those qualitics which, par excellence, we call human.

There is no kinder people in the world than these Parisians
~—who ate the heart of Concini on the Pont-Neuf; none wiser,
more “savant,” than these savages of St. Bartholomew and
The Terror. The heart of man has never been warmer than
here in France, nor has the intellect been more undcrst:mding,
nor the spirit more soaring; all the kindly, simple human joys
and sorrows are so much a part of French life that one might
almost think of them as being peculiarly French; and the
balance they observe in the regulation of their lives, the
moderation and simplicity of their pleasures—in these partic-
ularly one finds what children Frenchmen are.

And if you would see how tranquil this excitable people
can be, walk down the steps behind the great Henri's statue
and enter the little triangular garden behind the central pier
of the Pont-Neuf and watch the anglers tirelessly holding
their rods over the stream. The patience of fishermen is pro-
verbial, but the patience of these Paris fishermen is said
to surpass that of all their tribe, and it is a stock joke that no
one has ever seen a Seine angler catch a fish within living
memory. With them, indeed, angling is what Izask Walton
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called it, “the contemplative man’s tecreation.” Like all true
Waltonians, they fish not for the vulgar putpose of “the
catch,” but for the fun of the thing.

A HAUNTED TABLE

FrieNDs of mine who have sufficient breath to climb the seven
flights of stairs to my garret—to be rewarded by certainly one
of the most picturesque roofscapes and comprehensive sweep-
ing views of old Paris—sometimes ask me about an old table
thete among my belongings. There is nothing conspicuous
about it, and it can have no value to the collector of old furni-
ture, for it is not beautiful, nor is it particularly old, or an
example of any particular period.

It is nothing but an oldish oblong table of unpolished wal-
nut, rather the worse for wear, but with a certain touch of
simple elegance clinging to it, and’I often wonder why it
should attract any attention from those who know nothing of
its history. Yet who knows but that its association has a mys-
terious way of, so to speak, psychically suggesting itself, after
the manner of haunted things?

It came into my possession in this way. Several years ago
my wife and I were sauntering along the bookstalls on the
quais till we came to the Ecole des Beaux-Arts at the corner of
the Quai Malaquais and the Rue Bonaparte. We turned up
this latter street, and stood awhile looking into the courtyard
of the Ecole, with its fragments of ancient architecture and its
picturesque gateway bearing the busts of Puget and Poussin.
Immediately on our left opened out a short broad street, the
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Rue des Beaux-Arts, and there we noticed a small crowd in
front of a small shabby-genteel hotel. The interest evidently
centred on some workmen on ladders engaged in hoisting
something white up against the fagade of the hotel. We
walked over to seec what was going on. The something they
were hoisting up was one of those plaques with which the
French people, with gracious intelligence, dignify against
oblivion the houses where famous men and women have lived
and died. The name of the hotel, we observed, was the Hotel
d’Alsace, and the name on the plaque was “Oscar Wilde.”

Yes! It was here that the tragic comedian, who wrote alike
The Importance of Being Earnest and The Ballad of Reading
Gaol, had stolen away, like a defeated Mark Antony, to “die
beyond my means.” There were already three distinguished
ghosts in that street when he came to join them, artists for
whom, as we know, he had great respect. Corot had lived near
by at No. 10, and Prosper Mérimée also in the same house.
Thackeray had lodged in the same streec while he was study-
ing at the Beaux-Arts, and dreaming still of being the painte
he was never, happily for us, to be. Besides, farther back ir
time, there were other ghosts haunting the neighbourhoo
even more to the taste of the playwright of Lady Winder
mere’s Fan, of which more anon. If he had come there to di
beyond his means, he was to die in good company.

Our first impulse had been to interview the landlord ¢
the Hétel d’Alsace, but we decided that it was better to wa
till the exciternent of the ceremony was over and the table
was in its place. Meanwhile we strolled up the Rue Bonapar
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and took a seat at a café, Les Deux Magots, facing that beau-
tiful, very ancient church of the Merovingian kings, Saint-
Germain-des-Prés.

On the broad sunny space in front of us, all around where
the motor buses stop at the corner to pick up fares, three
hundred eighteen priests and other victims of the Terror,
lodged in the Prison de I'Abbaye, had been barbarously mur-
dered in September, 1792. To the imagination there are few
bloodier corners in Paris than the spot where we sat quietly
taking our tea, surrounded by gay Americans similarly en-
gaged. But perhaps even more than by that historic horror,
we were haunted by the distinguished figure of that large,
flabby, brokenhearted man who was wont every motning to
pass up the Rue Bonaparte to take his café au lait just where
we were sitting.

The following day we called at the Hétel d’Alsace and
talked to the landlord and his wife, pleasant Normandy folk
with two beautiful daughters. They were immensely interested
in the story of Wilde, and proud of their plaque, and.readily
agreed to show us his rooms; but they explained that they
had not been his hosts, having only come into possession of
the place shortly after his death. However, they had heard all
about him from the previous landlord. Naturally we entered
the rooms with a queer, Painful feeling.

There were two rooms, fitst the bedroom - where he had
died. . . . Without our saying anything, the landlady evi-
dently divined our thoughts. . . . No, he had not died in
that bed. All the furniture had been changed. Somehow this
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relieved our opptession, and when we entered the sitting room
beyond, a comely room with a large bay window looking out
onto an old garden with a high vine-covered wall, a broken
column on the little lawn and bits of sculpture decoratively
placed here and there, we felt happier to think that he had
been so pleasancly situated at the last. In the bay window
stood a table and on this the landlady, who was the spokes-
man, laid her hand.

“I forgot,” she said. “All the furniture was sold but this
table, and it was on this,” she added, “that he used to write.”

As I looked out on the little garden I realized that it was
probably a remnant of the old gardens of the Duc de la Roche-
foucauld, whose hotel still exists, they say, in the Rue Vis-
conti, running parallel near by, a street filled with memories
of which “poor Oscar” must often have thoughe, leaning, pen
in hand, on that little table and gazing out on that vine-
trellised wall.

Racine had lived just beyond in the Rue Visconti, as had
also his beautiful friend, the actress Hippolyte Clairon. The
ill-fated Adrienne Lecouvreur had also dreamed there with
her famous lover Marshal de Saxe. And here Balzac had
wotked like a Titan, his bed in one room and his printing
press in another—rooms still to be visited to this day. And
there were many other inspiring memories which may well
have companioned the sad heart of the poct, whose last writ-
ing desk was that lictle table . . . and, without doubt, the
reader has already guessed that that is the table my friends
ask me about when they pay a visit to my garret,
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A FANTASTIC GOURMET
AND LITTLE RESTAURANTS

TroucH I am ashamed to say that [ am not a gourmet my-
self, and have but a few simple tastes such as stewed tripe,
liver and bacon, finnan haddie, kippered herrings, beefsteak
and kidney puddings and such vulgar dishes, yet [ have known
some distinguished gourmets and numbered one or two
among my friends. They have always seemed to me a curious
race. But, then, so do musicians. The reason, of course, 1s that
I know as little about eating as I know about music.

I condemn neither gourmets nor musicians. Each man after
his nature, and no criticism. One of the friends I speak of I
met at Nassau in the Bahamas. He arrived thete in his yacht,
which was bigger and, need I say, more beautiful than the
Woard Line boat then in the harbour. I met him at dinner.
He was a very likable millionaire and quite intelligent. We
took to each other and he invited me to tour the seven seas
with him in his yacht.

That, just then, I could not do, much to my regtet. We
were lunching together on board as he spoke, and he said,
with impressiveness: “I can promise you the best eating in the
world.” “This lunch,” I answered, “is assurance of that” . . .
but he intetrupted me with contempt. “Oh, this is nothing,”
he said; “my chef is all right,” (I afterward learned that he
was one of the best in Paris, whose dislike of the sea had
been overcome by a ridiculous salary), “but I am not speaking
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of that. . . .” Then he added: “I am a lictle eatly for the
trip. . . . I must stay a few days longer, and then you
shall have something worth cating. . . .”

As we continued talking, I realized that I was in the pres-
ence of the most fantastic gourmet I had ever heard of. My
friend’s one ambition in life was good—nay, superlative—
eating; the delicacy of his palate could rival the tongue of any
wine taster, and the purpose of that wonderful yacht of his
was to carry him to certain places on the earth famous for
certain dishes, just at the one exquisite moment when they
were at, so to say, the very bridal bloom of the scason. To
be at Nassau for the turtle, at Miami for the swordfish, ac
Marseilles for the bouillabaisse, at Capri for the lobsters, at
some Mediterrancan island whose name I forget for the oc-
topus (I shuddered—have you seen them in the aquarium
at Monacot), and so on. It scemed to me a strange way of
spending his life and his money, but, then, many men do
worse with both.

My friend, it goes without saying, knew all the famous
restaurants in Paris, and they knew him so well that, so to
say, the very architecture trembled with respect as he entered
and a thrill passed through the kicchens. But, strange as it
may sound, he seldom ate much in these famous places, He
was of too kindly a nature to say anything against them,
and he was always couttly to the maltre d'hétel and sent down
a large tip to the chef with his compliments.

But, one evening after we had dined togecher, he confided
to me that the real places to eat in Paris were not those where

the gilded ignoramuses of food followed the fashion set by
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other ignoramuses, but curious little out-of- thc-way placcs
where you paid ten francs at the most—"vin compns, wine
included, which, of course you didn’t drink, though it wasn’t
always so bad—and he promised to take me to two or three
of these places.

He kept his promise, and it was curious to think as I sat
opposite to him, at the simple tables, along with the simple
company, of the great yacht that was waiting for him at
Havre.

I had the pleasure of sailing with him once or twice, and I
never made more agreeable voyages. For these reasons: There
was no orchestra on his yacht, and no women, except his very
charming distinguished mother, with whom I had many op-
portunities of smiling—affectionate smiles on both sides—
in regard to the harmless passion of her son.

“Think,” she used to say, “what horrible things he mighe
have done with his money!” And we both looked over at
him, pretending to read a new novel which no one with the
real intelligence he possessed could possibly read, but think-
ing all the while of the moment when his boat would round
‘the cape, beyond which was the strange litde town where
they cooked scorpions as they cook them in no other place
in the world. _

But I do not forget that I promised to write of the lictle
workmen’s restaurants in Paris, where they, too, have their
“spécialité de la maison,” which all kinds of great gentlemen
and ladies in automobiles come to eat, but especially my won-
derful gourmet friend, who could detect the slightest nuance
in a sauce or a salad dressing, and for whose sake, were the
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times. different, chefs would have fallen upon their swords in
dcspa?r, as did the famous chef of the Prince de Condé, whose
guest on the occasion was Louis XIV.

My friend took me to many places, and it would fll 2
book to tell of them all. One of the quaintest and most primi-
tive is on the Ile Saint-Louis, that strange little island under
the shadow of Notre-Dame, with litcle docks and bargcmcn
and fishermen all around it. It is called the Rendezvous des
Mariniets. We entered by the usual zinc bar and sac at the
long narrow table close to the kitchen, where the high priestess
of the establishment, Mme. Leconte, presided. It was evi-
dent in a moment that madame and my friend were cordially
acquainted.

Said she—for he had announced his coming by telegram—
she had kept two superlative chickens in resetve for him: I
should have said that the reputation of her house is due to
her skill in roasting chickens. “A wonderful woman!” ex-
claimed my friend, turning to me; “tl.mc best roast chicken in
Paris!”

Meanwhile bargemen came up lumbering from the Seine
and drank their leisurely drinks at the zinc bar.

“How is the chicken?” asked madame. My friend rose
and, making a courtly bow over her hand, answered: “If only
it were in my power, madame, to present you with the red
ribbon of the Legion of Honour!”

In the course of our friendship my friend has taken me to
several places where they cook the best something or other
in Paris, and curiously enough none of these places are the
restaurants with great reputations, but usually some litde
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hole-in-a-corner, some humble “buvette” or café, which you
would scarcely think of entering without some such leatned
gastronomic guide as my friend.

Thete is, for example, a rather forbidding-looking “joint”
among the trees of the charming little Place Dauphine, just
back of the Palais de Justice, where you get “the best ragofit
in Paris.” T have forgotten its name, but you can easily find
it by the string of expensive cars at the door. Some of the
places are, of course, better known than this, though modest
in appearance.

If you have a taste for young wild boar (“marcassin™) the
best place to get it is at the Beeuf 3 la Mode, in the Rue de
Valois; the best sole is to be had at Marguery’s, Boulevard
Bonne-Nouvelle; the best beefsteaks, broiled over grapevine
shoots, at Dagotno’s, Avenue Jean-Jaurés, appropriately near
the slaughterhouses.

Indeed, some of the restaurants affected by my friend are
in this quarter—the “Quatre Sergents de la Rochelle,” for
instance; and in the neighbourhood of the great markets,—
“les Halles.”

Always at the end of our meal my friend would say: “We
won’t take our coffee here,” and we would speed off in his
car to Le Chien qui Fume (The Dog That Smokes), a little
tavern frequented by huge men and huger women of the
matkets. “The best coffee in Parisl” my friend would say,
with that Buddha-like smile of complete satisfaction and ab-
solute knowledge which you only find on the face of the
gourmet.

33



FROM A PARIS GARRET

RESTAURANT OF LA PETITE CHAISE

WirH one and another of the old Paris restaurants vanishing,
those that remain become the more precious, and one of the
oldest and most charming of these, small and cozy and ex-
quisite, is La Petite Chaise, on the Left Bank. One is glad
to know that this lictle restaurant 1s far from decadent, and
that, while retaining its cachet of quict distinction, it is more
prosperous than ever, and is in growing request by those who
love to dine daintily in peace wich their friends, in enjoyment
of conversation as well as food, undeafened by jazz bands,
or the general hubbub of the larger fashionable restaurants on
the Right Bank:

Only the finer spirits of the world of fashion are to be
found there, and of these there was a distinguished rally on
the occasion of its reopening, after being closed for 2 short
time for a redecoration which has left its antique character un-
impaired. Fortunately it has been rendered immune from
serious change, as the Ministry of Fine Arts has taken it under
its protection, and classified as historic monuments the minia-
ture chair in the lefe-hand window which once hung outside
as its sign, the Louis XIV ironwork grille, and the quaint
lanterns ac the door, the mirror framed in clustering grapes
over the bar to the right of the entrance, and the beams and
rafters nearly three centuties old.

The Cabaret de la Petite Chaise (to give it its full name)
opened its doors for voyagers in the stagecoaches from Havre
and Calais as far back as 1681, and one of its catliest pa-
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trons was that Philippe d’Orléans who was the guardian of
Louis XV. Here he would talk over affairs of state and, oftener
perhaps, affairs of gallantry, with the Prime Minister, the sly
and dissolute Cardinal Dubois; and, later on, Louis XV him-
self must also have been one of its patrons, if the legend be
true that His Majesty, observing that the cabaret lacked a
sign in accordance with its name, presented the host with the
lictle chair above referred to, made by his own cabinetmaker.
From then on it has been a favourite haunt of fashion and
fame. Napoleon's sectetary, Louis de Bourrienne, and Junot,
his aide-de-camp, were often there, and in recent times writers
and artists have claimed it for their own, the most notable
being the mystic novelist Huysmans who wrote so wonder-
fully of Chartres Cathedral in La Cathédrale, and whose
strange novel 4 Rebours, was the favourite textbook of the
“decadents” in the nineties, and the inspiration of Oscar
Wilde’s Picture of Dorian Gray. A simpler and more lovable
memory of La Petite Chaise is that of Frangois Coppée, the
poet of natural emotions and the charm of common everyday
things. ,
The proprietors of La Petite Chaise ate wise in not taking
advantage of the famous memories of their little restaurant,
«to charge those hair-raising prices which close the doors of
some other historic temples of gastronomy to the ordinary
mortal. In fact, one’s bill at La Petite Chaise is as refined as
the menu, one favourite item of which is an omelet prcparcd
according to the directions of the famous Brillat-Savarin, whose
Physiologie du Go#t is, of course, the classic work on the
art of dining. Here is the recipe for the omelet referred to,
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for six persons: “Take the soft roe of two carp blanched in
slightly salted boiling water, a piece of fresh ‘thon’ (tuna
fish) the size of a hen’s egg, and minced échalote (shallot),
This should simmer in the casserole until the butter put with
it has melted. The dish to receive the omelet 1s smeared with a
mixture of butter, parsley and ‘ciboulette’ (chives) spread
with lemon juice and set on hot ashes, Twelve cggs are beaten

up with the sauté of carp roe and tuna, and the omelet is then
cooked.”

BRILLAT-SAVARIN IN AMERICA

IN writing of that charming little restaurane, La Petite Chaise,
I referred to that arch-priest of gourmets, Brillat-Savarin,
whose book Physiologic du Godt is the “holy writ” of gas-
tronotny, much in the same way as [zaak Walton's Compleat
Angler is the Bible of fishermen. I confess that I had but a
nodding acquaintance with Brillat-Savarin ull 1 had the good
fortune to pick up a beautiful lictle edition on the Quai Mala-
quais, and [ have had such a good time dipping about in it
that [ should like to share it with the “gentle reader”—a genus
I have reason to think not encirely extinct in these days of
violent literary fashions.

‘The book has particular interest for Americans because
during the French Revolution Brillat-Savarin, who was a noble-
man “of the robe”—"a law lord,” we would say nowadays—
and sat in the Convention as a deputy from his native town
of Belley, in Savoy, took refuge from The Terror in the United
States, and for a time played in the orchestra of 2 New York
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theatre. No dish of the many for which he gives us so lov-
ingly the meticulous recipes is so delicately compounded of
such a variety of ingredients as the literaty dish by which he
is immortal. For, of course, it is far from being a mete cookery
book. Indeed, I know nothing to compare it with in English
except The Compleat Angler which, it is unnecessary to say,
is not entirely occupied with fish.

So with Brillac-Savarin: while gastronomy, the science of
good eating, is his central theme, of which he never loses
sight, he plays upon it with so many variations, following so
many bypaths, falling into so many moods of reflection, in-
dulging in so many meditations, philosophic and historic, and,
above all, he draws so delightfully on his own store of memo-
ries, which he so whimsically, wittily, and sometimes even
wistfully, recalls, that though one cared as little for eating as
Napoleon or Balzac (who was one of the book’s greatest
admirers) one would be fascinated by him as a raconteur
alone.

His recollections of his sojourn in America are among the
most delightful. Here is a memory of New York which brings
him very near to us: “During my stay in New York, I used
sometimes to pass the evening in a kind of café-tavern kept
by a Mr. Little, where, of a morning, one would find turtle
soup, and of an evening all the dishes and refreshments usual
in the United States. I very often used to take with me there
the Vicomte de la Massue and Jean-Rodolphe Feht, an old
merchant from Marseilles, both emigrants like myself; used
to regale them on a ‘Welsh Rabbit,” which we washed down
with ale and cider, and the evening would pass pleasantly talk-
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ing of our misfortunes, our pleasures and our hopes.” I was
hoping that he would give us one of his wonderful recipes for
a “Welsh Rabbit,” but he contents himself with a footnote
to the effect that “the English epigrammatically give the
name of ‘Welsh Rabbit’ (Lapin gaulois) to a morsel of cheese
toasted on a slice of bread. Certainly, this concoction is not as
substantial as a rabbit, but it encourages one to drink, makes
the wine taste good, and has its place in the dessert of an
informal little dinner among friends.”

One of Brillat-Savarin’s reminiscences of his stay in Amer-
ica has quite an idyllic quality, and is one of the best examples
of his method. He begins by a dissertation on the turkey,
tells us that according to some authorities it was known to the
ancient Romans, and was served up at the feasts of Charle-
magne. He himself, however, is of opinion that it was in-
troduced into Europe from India toward the end of the seven-
teenth century by the Jesuit fachers, who raised it in large
numbers on a farm near Bourges, whence it spread all over
France, where for a long time it was humorously referred to
as a “Jesuit.” In his time, however, he goes on to say, America
is the only place where it is found in a wild state, and he
thanks his exile for the fact that during a visit to Hartford,
Connecticut, he had the good luck to shoot 2 wild turkey—
“an exploit worthy of being handed on to posterity, and one
which I celebrate with the more satisfaction because I myself
was the hero of the occasion.”

A certain American farmer had invited him to stay at
his country place near Hartford, and to bring a friend or

two with him. Consequently, one beautiful October day in
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1794, he and a Mr. King took horse from Hartford and

travelled “five mortal leagues” to the farm of his friend, a
Mr. Bulow, who evidently had quite an extensive estate,
and who with his “quatre beaux brins de filles” (four fine-
looking daughters) received them at the close of the day with
a most hearty welcome. Of these girls he gives a charming
description—one of the ecatliest, I imagine, of the typical
American girl.

“Their ages,” he says, “ran from sixteen to twenty, they
radiated freshness and health, and they had about them such
simplicity, suppleness and abandon that their simplest move-
ment gave them a thousand charms.”

After a substantial dinner—*a superb piece of corned beef,
a stewed goose, a magnificent leg of mutton, and at each end
of the table enormous jugs of excellent cider”—the young
ladies served tea, of which the Frenchman and his friend drank
many cups, and then followed a delicious night’s rest, in
preparation for a hunt on the morrow. The gitls joined in the
hunt, becomingly dressed in hunting costumes, and for the
first time in his life M. Brllat-Savarin found himself in a
virgin forest with one of Mr. Bulow’s daughters as his prospec-
tive Diana, taking his arm through the wilderness in a com-
radely fashion, just as if she owned him, for all the world
as if she had been his wife. After a vast dinner that evening,
to which all came “hungry as hunters,” with a bowl of punch
to wash it down, they talked of the War of Independence, of
M. de La Fayette, “who grows bigger all the time in the
memory of Americans,” and of “that dear France, which |
love still more since I have been forced to leave it.” Then,
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in a lull of the conversation, Mr. Bulow called to his eldest
daughter: “Maria, give us a song!” “And she sang without
being further pressed, but with a charming shyness, the na-
tional song ‘Yankee Doodle,’ the plaint of Queen Marie,
and that of Major André, which are very popular in that
country.”

It was with an ache at his heart that Brillat-Savarin said
good-by to his host and those four daughters, who could use
guns as well as their father and were generally those comrades
of men for being which American girls were even then fa-
mous, and who all together had welcomed him, a sad stranger
in a strange land, with that hospitality which other sad
strangers bave since found there too.

Mr. Bulow bade him farewell in a little speech which
seems to me to have 2 sort of historic importance. It describes
a condition kindly and prosperous which has today a sugges-
tion of Utopia.

“You see in me, my dear sir,” he said, “2 happy man, if
there is one under the sky; all that surrounds you, and every-
thing you have seen in my house, grows or is made here, on
my own estates. These stockings have been knitted by my
daughters; my shoes and my clothes are provided by my
flocks and herds; they contribute also, with my vegetable
garden and my poultry yard, to supply me with simple and
substantial nourishment; and this which alone is sufficient
testimony to our good Government is the reason why there
are thousands of farmers in Connecticut content as [ am, and
whose doors, like mine, need no locks. The taxes here are
almost nothing; and so long as they are paid we can sleep on
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both our ears. Congress favours with all its power our growing
industries. . . .”

If the State of Connecticut ever smiles it must certainly
smile at this description of its early innocence.

Naturally M. Brillat-Savarin’s eyes were filled with tears
as he and his friend rode side by side on their horses back to
New York; but M. Brillat-Savarin’s comment is delightfully
characteristic.

“During the whole time,” says he, “of our journey back, I
was abstracted in manner as a man might well be in deep
thought of the friends he had left behind him. My friend in-
deed attributed my silence to my reflections on that last fine
speech of Mr. Bulow. Alas! I have to confess that I was really
pondering how I should cook the wild turkey which I had
promised to my friends in New York. I had learned nothing
in Hartford as to the best way of cooking it. . . . So my
friend and I jogged along in silence all the way. However,
when we did arrive in New York, I gave my friends a dinner
so good that they forgot the turkey—for it consisted of par-
tridges ‘en papillote’ and another favourite Connecticut dish
—gray squirrels boiled in Madeira wine.” So concludes Brillat-
Savarin, in that English which Frenchmen love to use on
occasion: “All the guests around my table cried—very good!
exceedingly good! Oh! dear sir, what a glorious bit!”

How valuable the knowledge of good cooking may be to
any man in sore straits is proved by many stories which Brllat-
Savarin tells of the exiled noblemen of France. One of them
is particularly good.

Thete was once, says Brillat-Savarin, an exiled nobleman
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from Limousin, who preferred to eat one well-cooked dish
in a good restaurant than to fill his aristocratic belly with the
east wind, or the even worse food which the cheap eating-
houses provided. So, it chanced one evening, as he was sittin
alone in a modish restaurant eating the one delicate dish he
could afford, that six young English gentlemen were cating
near by, From Brllat-Savarin’s account, they seem to have
been nice young fellows, and one of them presencly stepped
over to the gentleman from Limousin, apologizing for in-
terrupting his meal, with this explanation: that he and his
friends had realized that he was a gentleman of France, and
that France was the only country in the world in which the
art of the salad was known. Of course, he continued, he quite
understood that no gentleman made his own salads, though
there were many English gentlemen who wished they could:
in shore, it was the hope of himself and his friends that the
French gentleman with whom he was speaking might be
willing to give them an idea or two on the subject.

The gentleman from Limousin, whose name was d'Au-
bignac, consented, and very soon his salads became the
fashion in London, so that he was invited to so many grea
houses chat it was necessary for him to hire a cabriolet and a
little negro boy to take around with him the mahogany
cabinet in which he placed the various ingredients and sauces
necessacy for his masterpieces. Before long d'Aubignac had
made quite a litcle fortune out of his salad-making, so chat
when Robespierre had looked through the little window, and
it was safe for French gentlemen to return to France, M. d'Au-
bignac carried over there his 80,000 francs, quite a sum of
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money in those days, invested sixty thousand of it in the
funds, and with the rest bought a small estate in his native
province of Limousin and lived there happy for ever after.

It is a fairy-tale of food, and Brillat-Savarin is one of those
magicians of the pen who can make of the apparently material
and commonplace things of life “a dream and a forgetting”—
which is merely to say that he was a good writer.

THE RUE DES SAINTS-PERES
AND OLD BOOKSHOPS

Tue Rue des Saints-Péres and the Rue de Seine are specially
dear to lovers of old Paris, the former for its bookstores and
curiosity shops, the latter for its picture shops and that general
stir of vociferous market life still so medizval in its robustious
gaiety. It is more “of the people” than the Rue des Saints-
Péres, which has an aristoctatic, scholarly air.

There is hardly any quarter of old Paris where you will not
come upon a “bouquiniste,” ot a cutiosity shop with a window
filled with the fascinating wreckage of Time; but no street
concentrates so many of them, one after another, as the Rue
des Saints-Peres. One wonders how they all manage to make
aliving, for none of them are inexpensive, as you will find out
if you have any idea of picking up a bargain. You may at once
abandon all hope founded on the possible ignorance of the
shopkeepers, for they are learned individuals, well aware of the
value of their treasures.

They are often interesting to talk to, some of them being
passionate antiquaries, anxious to gossip with a sympathetic
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listener about the history of this or that object, and apparently
careless whether you buy anything or not. You may casily
conceive them reluctant to part with their wares, as if their
stock was there rather for their private pleasure than for sale.
No, “finds” are out of the question, and unless you have a
well-filled purse you must be content to listen to their enter-
taining discourse and go away empty-handed, or to gaze wist-
fully into one window after another with an ache in your heart
which only a collector can understand. To indulge in such a
Barmecide feast from one end of the Rue des Saints-Peres to
the other might easily make a whole long day go by like a
dream, and to give any idea of the multifarious variety of
the relics and curios in those storied windows would take a
volume. But Balzac, with that passion for accumulated details
which nothing could tire or satiate, has done this for us in page
after page of La Peau de Chagrin. Never was there a more
fascinating catalogue for the collector, so filled with the ro-
mance of mortal bric-d-brac. It was in this neighbourhood—
somewhere on the Quai Voltaire—that his hero found the
fatal skin.

“Certainly, monsieur, look about you,” said the youth in
the front of the shop. “We keep only the common things
down here, but if you will take the trouble to go upstairs I
can show you some fine mummies from Cairo, various inlaid
potterics and a few carved ebonies, true Renaissance, of ex-
quisite beauty, and just received.”

The youth led the customer on through room after room,
floor above floor, uncil at last he introduced him to a mys-
terious old man, lean and shrunken, wearing a black velver
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robe, with long white hair falling from a velvet skull cap;
and presently the old man showed him the strange piece of
shagreen marked with talismanic Arabic script, which was to
grant all his wishes and shrink, like his life, with every granted
wish. There is in the Rue des Saints-Péres a shop into which
I chanced one day, where I could easily have imagined that I
had met that old man. The coincidence was the more striking
because all the ancient books—mostly vast ribbed folios
bound in vellum-—dealt entirely with those subjects popularly
called “occult.” They were books on magic, alchemy, astrology
and the like. The old man dealt—deals—in no other litera-
ture, and if you should happen to be looking for a “gtimoire”
to raise the dead or a treatise on the philosopher’s stone, I can
give you his address.

Guy de Maupassant was another great collector, and I never
look into the windows of the antique furniture shops without
thinking of his weird and beautiful story called Chevelure,
in which he tells of buying an old cabinet and finding in a
secret drawer the golden hair of some unknown woman, dead
long ago—with his evocation of whom, of course, he falls in
love.

Balzac—to return to him—must have done much rambling
about this quarter, and there still survives, at the river end of
the Rue de Seine, the house which was the scene of his ro-
mance of Lz Rabouilleuse, also known as The Two Brothers.
It stands just as he described it, only more dreary and down at
heel than ever, at the angle made by the meeting of the Rue
de Seine and the Rue Mazarine, datkened by the high walls of
the Institut de France. Here, on the third floor, the poor
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widow Bridau strove to bring up her two sons, one of whom
became an egregious Napoleonic bully and marshal, and the
other a famous paim:cr, gcntlc and charming. Around the
corner, by the way, in a small square in front of the Institue,
one finds a statue of Condorcet, and there once stood the
famous Tour de Nesle, from which Marguerite of Burgundy,
wife of Louis X, used to have her lovers thrown inte the river,
as is recalled in Villon’s famous ballads:

And where, I pray you, is the queen
‘Who willed that Buridan should steer

Sewed in a sack’s mouth down the Seine?
Where are the snows of yester year?

Another amorous queen, Margucrite of Valois, wife of
Henn Quatre, once lived close by, at 6 Ruc de Seine. Her
palace no longer exists, but on its site is an cighteenth.
century house with a lofty fagade and an inner court, so that
this has fared better than most historic sites in Paris, for usually
one finds them occupied by a garage and a gasoline station.

4 "FOOL OF GoD”

To suffer fools gladly, in the customary use of that expres-
sion, is certainly not a French characteristic. The French are
too intellectual and too common-sense a race to puc up with
the ordinary boor or “moron,” for whom in fact they have
ready and merciless contempt. Bur for the one who is not
mad enough for an asylum, but only a little “touched in the
upper story,” only mad, as Hamlet said, “nor™-nor’-east,”

hatmlessly and pathetically “simple,” often with strange
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flashes of wisdom—for them the French show a cutious pro-
tective tenderness, which seems to date from the time when
a certain sacredness was held to attach to such innocent, half-
witted creatures.

One of these will be well known to those Americans who
take their early café au lait at Les Deux Magots café, facing
the Church of Saint-Germain-des-Prés, at the corner of the
Rue Bonaparte and the Boulevard Saint-Germain. Doubtless
this café takes its name from the two baboons who danced
surprising attendance on two ladies in Voltaire’s Candide,
and here, it will be recalled, Oscar Wilde, when he had as-
sumed the grandiose pseudonym of “Sebastian Melmoth,”
used to stroll up from the Rue des Beaux-Auts for his morning
coffee and rolls. The “God’s fool” I am referring to would
have interested him greatly, but as he is supposed to be a
mental victim of the great war, he had not commenced to
go his rounds in Oscar’s time. I am told that he has his regular
morning “beat,” which he punctually follows every day, ar-
riving at Les Deux Magots precisely at eight o’clock.

I first became aware of him by a clear musical yodelling
and, looking up from my newspaper, I realized that 1t pro-
ceeded from a tall, smartly dressed man of middle age, with
an iron-gray moustache and severe profile. He was erect and
soldierly in his bearing, and looked like a distinguished elderly
military man out for a stroll. One could not believe at first
that it was he who was yodelling. But sure enough it was,
and there he stood right in the roadway, heedless of the
traffic, which fell away on each side of him as from a privileged
person, as apparently he was, for no one made any attempt
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to interfere with him, while he continued his morning demon.
stration, with which the smiling waitets and many of their
customers were cvidently familiar. His yodelling finished, he
raised a smart soft hat and bowed ceremoniously to the caf¢
and its cosmopolitan clientcle. Next he bowed to the old
church, and then, with a fine gesture, he stretched forth his
right arm up toward the sun in dramatic salutation—be-
ginning at once to address that luminnry in an mpassioned
speech,

I could catch only 2 little of what he said, but I gathered
that the sun shone with especial effulgence and benediction
upon France, and with particular force and favour on French
women, of whom his address then became a fervent pane-
gyric: Jeanne d'Arc and St. Genevicve coming in for especial
reverence—while the whole address was no mean flight of
thetoric and in truth it sounded no madder than many such
flights I have listened to from political platforms. It was only
in the postscript to his oration that his mental condition posi-
tively revealed itself. Addressing his audience at the café
tables, he begged to assure them of his readiness co transact .
any commission for them, entirely free of charge. For he had
plenty of money, he said. All that he needed was supplied to
him by the sun, with whom he had a secret understanding and
through whom he brought good luck to everyone he talked to.

“I myself am good fortune,” he added—as, by the way,
Walr Whitman once wrote in Leaves of Grass and was not
accounted a2 madman.

Then once more he bowed to the church, the café and the
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sun, and as a herald who has finished his announcement
gives a final fourish on his bugle, he crowed lustily three
times—doubtless identifying himself with the national Gallic
rooster—drew himself to his full height, turned to the right-
about, like a soldier, and marched away. Two gendarmes stood
by, smiling. Neither they nor anyone else thought of inter-
fering with him, but kind looks followed him on his way.

“Poor gentleman! It was the war!” I heard on all sides.
“He is quite harmless,” and so “gentil.”

There is another quaint “innocent” have seen 1n various
parts of the town. He is a little workman and carries a small
stepladder, he himself walking beside it. From the ladder
hangs a pail and on the top of the ladder there is always a
bunch of fHowers and a French flag. The lictle man wears
flowers in his hat and while he walks on rapidly as though
on an important errand, he rings a bell. His apparatus is ap-
patently for cleaning windows and his manner evidently
implies that certain windows need cleaning in great haste,
for he hurries on as one whose business brooks no delay. He
suffers no traffic to hinder him a moment, but plunges right
across the busiest thoroughfare, heedless of taxi or motor bus,
ringing his lictle bell. He, again, isa ptivileged character. “Bon
jour, monsieur,” call the passers-by as he jostles them aside.

But won’t he get run over? “Pas du tout” (not at all). He
is an “original” and not at all dangerous. No one makes fun
of him, not even the street gamins, but all smile kindly on
him as on a child—or on “the village fool,” and every “quar-
tier,” like every village, seems to have one. Le bon Dieu takes
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care of all such innocents! Such is the kindly French atticude
toward them.

PARIS STREET NAMES

WaEN Kemal Pasha came to power he decreed a wholesale
change in the names of all Turkish towns, villages, streets
and squares, so that not even a place name shall be lefe o
recall the old Turkey dear to lovers of the drabian Nights,
This is one of those iconaclastic gestures commonly indulged
in by the dictators of new régimes.

In France, fortunately, the revolutionary régime did not
last long enough for its leaders to have their way with Pars,
and they were only able to make an unimportant beginning,
Of course, the names of many ancient streets have gone with
the streets themselves, and changes continue to be made to do
honour to contemporary heroes; but most Daris strects retain
the old names which embody so much of the history of
France, as well as recalling with charming quaintness the life
and conditions of its past.

Many of these names have 2 picturesque oddity attractive
for its own sake, regardless of their meaning, which often
sets one guessing. Such, for example, is the Rue du Cherche-
Midi, which runs through the districe between the Boulevard
Saint-Germain and the Boulevard du Montparnasse. What
can its name mean, we ask oursclves, this street where, to
cranslate literally, one goes looking for midday? There are
several explanations. One is that it comes from a fifecenth-
century tavern sign, of which an eightcenth-century repro-
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duction is still to be seen at No. 19. In this two astronomers
are represented studying a sundial, looking for midday at
two o'clock—"chercher midi a quatorze heures.” According
to another explanation, however, it has nothing to do with
noon, “midi” having reference to the south of France, the
Midi, and “cherche” being a corruption of “chasse.” It ap-
pears that in the sixteenth century there was a house there
called the Maison de la Chasse, from which the street was
called “Chasse Midi,” an abbreviation of “la rue qui va de la
Chasse au Midi"—the street which goes from the Chasse
to the south. Authorities still disagree, so one may take one’s
choice. Admirers of Victor Hugo will be interested to know
that much of his early life was spent there in the house of
his parents, on the site of which now stands a gloomy military
prison.

Again, the Rue des Mauvais-Gargons—the Street of the
Bad Boys—a tiny street in the Temple quarter, turning out
of the Rue de Rivoli behind the Hotel de Ville, tickles one’s
curiosity. Here the origin of the name is something very dif-
ferent from its suggestion of the pranks of mischievous school-
boys, for “bad boys” s a thirteenth-century euphemism for
a band of assassins, hired by a nobleman who had a house
near by to murder the famous soldier Olivier de Clisson.
Clisson was a comrade in arms of the great Bertrand du
Guesclin, and as constable of France, in 1389, made an un-
successful attempt to invade England. The attempt on his
life by the “bad boys” was also unsuccessful.

A house in the neighbouring Rue 'de Moussy has a more
romantic ‘story. It is a café bearing the sign “A Gabrielle
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d’Estrées,” and over the bar is a painting in which Henni
Quatre 1s rcprcscntcd flirting wich his beautiful sweetheart.
This commemorates the tradition that the famous lovers used
to meet clandestinely in a cellar beneath the café, which had
two subterranean entrances approached from two different
streets, the king keeping tryst by one and Gabriclle by the
other.

Another street, some short distance away in the Bastille
quarter, beating the pretry name of the Rue de la Cerisaie,
or Street of the Cherry Orchard, commemorates a sadder chap-
ter, the last, in this famous love story. The orchard was at-
tached to the Hotel Saint-Paul, and here that sinister character
Zamet, who was at once clown and financier to the king,
had a little place which was another meeting-place of the
lovers. It was the spring of 1599, and Henri was seriously
contemplating divorcing Marguerite of Valois and marrying
Gabriclle—a step by no means to the taste of the Medici
family, who wished the king to marry a princess of their
house. Henri was away at Fontaincbleau, and Gabrielle
awaited his return at che licdde palace in the cherry orchard,
One cvening Zamet served her one of his famous dinners,
into which he had evidently slipped somc of the potent Medici
condiments, for, after eating it, she fell suddenly ill, and the
swiftest messengers to Fontainebleau were too late to bring the
king back to her side before she died.

The death of Gabriclle was a real tragedy for Henri, for
theirs was no common liaison, but 2 case of true love on both
sides, and certainly the deepest attachment in Henri's philan-

dering life. Gabrielle was a lady of noble birth, and, as well as
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her beauty, she brought the king a rare mind and much wis-
dom in the conduct of affairs, about which he constantly
consulted her. She was far more his real wife than the ﬂight’y
Marguerite, who, of course, no more dreamed of being faith-
ful to Henri than he to her. Although Gabrielle was but
twenty-six when she died, she had already borne him several
children, of whom César became the head of the great house
of Venddme; and there is little doubt that, but for Zamet's
poisoned dinner, their union would have been regularized by
the church, and she would have become Queen of France.
Henri, who was a good lyric poet as well as a great soldier,
offered her his crown in two songs, one of which, “Charmante
Gabrielle,” lives still with an exquisite musical setting. One
of its verses runs:

Partagez ma couronne,
Le prix de ma valeur;

Je la tiens de Bellone—
Tenez-la de mon ceeur.

This may be prosaically tendered: “Share my crown, the
prize of my valour; I hold it from the goddess of war; do thou
hold it as the gift of my heart.”

Another street, in the same district, like the Rue de la
Cerisaie, owes its ptetty, country-sounding name, the Rue de
Beautreillis—Street of the Beautiful Trellis—to another great
house included in the vast royal domain surtounding the Hétel
de Saint-Paul. This Hbtel Beautreillis was famous for its rich
grapevines, from which the esteemed wine of St. Paul was
made. Tradition says that the ancient vine still to be seen in

the courtyard of a very old house, No. 7 Rue de Beautreillis,
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a building of the Hennt Quatre period, was a slip from the
original royal vine of the Hotel de Saint-Paul. The name
of another ncar-by street, Rue Charles V, recalls Charles the
Wise (1337-1380), who buile that famous palace which was
a world in itsclf, inclosing within its surrounding domain the
chiteaux of nobles, farms, orchards, meadows, fish ponds, and
an immense menagerie. With the wild beases of this last his
poor half-wit son Charles VI, known as Charles the Silly,
came afterward to divert himself, when, neglected by his
haughty Queen Elizabeth of Bavaria and his courtiers, he
lived there in filthy rags and tateers, his only companion a
kindly young Burgundian lady, Odette de Champdivers,
with whom he used to play cards when he was not playing
with the lions. These lions have given its name w0 a neigh-
bouring street, the Rue des Lions, on the southern side of
which fragments of the stone walls of their cages are still
to be traced. Those were the days when Paris was given up
to the butcheries of those human brutes the Burgundians and
the Armagnacs, whose corpses, strewing the streets, were
caten by wolves stealing into the city ar nightfall. Wolves
were familiar visitors in medizval Paris, as Villon tells us,
particularly in the cemeterics, and there used to be a hair-
raising legend of a little girl eaten by them in the Place aux
Chats, a vanished squate near che Halles,

. » - . . L] » .

The names of many old Paris streets have a picturesque
charm, irrespective of their history and sometimes even of
their meaning, The French have, or had, a genius for chis
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form of nomenclature. Often one feels that an unknown poet
must have been at work, or a local humourist. Certainly it
must have been a poet who gave the name of Rue Git-le-Ceeur
—Street Where the Heart Lies—to the tiny thoroughfare
that runs up from the Quai des Grands-Augustins to the Rue
Saint-André-des-Arts; just as it must have been a humourist
who named the Rue du Chat-qui-Péche, or Street of the Fish-
ing Cat. )

Doubtless such clever animals sometimes began as tavern
signs—which reminds one that there is also a street where a
fox used to fish, the Rue du Renard-qui-Péche; but he fishes
no more, for the street is nowadays called simply Rue du
Renard. Neither poetry nor humour is typical of the municipal
authorities today, or, if they must demolish some old streets,
they would at least spare us the picturesque names of those
that remain.

To cite another instance, they have barbarously truncated
into the Rue du Puits one of the loveliest names a street ever
had—the Rue du Puits-qui-Parle, or Street of the Talking
Well, in the Belleville quarter. It must surely have been a
poet who invented that, with its exquisite suggestion of the
silvery clash and echo of water as it dtips from the bucket at
the bottom of a well, and how it breathes of that country
freshness which so many other street names in Paris recall.
Such country wells are still to be found in the heart of the
city. There is one in the Cour de Rohan, off the Cour de
Commerce, another in the Rue Cassette, and other in many
a hidden courtyard throughout Paris. There used to be one
with a romantic history near to the Rue Frangaise, appropri-
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ately called the Puits-d’ Amour; for a beautiful girl who had
been crossed in love, Agnes Hellébie, drowned herself in it
as long ago as the reign of Philip Augustus; but it is no
longer available for lovelorn damsels.

Returning to streets with the names of animals, the bears
have a street in the Rue Saint-Denis quarter, the Rue
aux Ours, where, as readers of The Three Musketeers will
recall, lived the mysterious “princess” who provided Porthos
with his gorgeous cquipm