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my triend Michéle Ch: T sl iter
for Le Monde in Paris, invited mv hushand
and me for the weekend in Le Perche,
was intrigued. Where’s that? [ wondered.

[ was born in Paris but had never heard of

n 1NPenois, a write

Le Perc

I wasto

e, nor had any of my relatives in France. It’s two hours from Paris
, in lower Normandy, not far from Chartres. “It has elorious
‘on,” Michele wrote
the noblest, absolutely most gorgeous horses in the world.”
We drove down from Paris, past Chartres, through La Beauce, a flat
plain with Kansas-like fields of wheat, Then suddenly,
climb, the landscape changed radically; billboards dropped away, and the
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as we began to

highway splintered into'country roads that wound through lm]hmf

W mu!-{up ‘reen “L.J\ All around were intermingling z patches of
woodland, heatl v and rapeseed fields, tall hedg
orchards. U.:.’:u.-r: m[}:- tairy-tale towers hung on the side of the hills.
Brooks meandered through the meadows where. sure enous ¢h, stood
those majestic horses of Lancelotian stature, flashing silver in the light.
Michéle and Alain's house was in Rémalard, a village with a 12th-centurs
church on the Huisne River. As we drove through some of Le Perche’s
dozen villages (and many mare tiny communes), here and there were ocher
stone houses with red-tiled roofs and herds of white cow s on dazzling
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gréeen pastures. We wound .lil"‘_‘ T u\d~ line
they formed so
By the end

ot the second d
century
olum tree A PR e Sl g
pium trees, and out back were o4

was for sale. By the

¢ Lenow

begzan
petitionti he status of Le Parc
.\'.i'urc‘ R(' granted. The nment

narural resoun

control urban spt i, Le Perche h .,i-‘n.; ippealed
escapees who had heard of it. Sodn after it was
weary of the fashional
arrived and began buying and restoring abandoned farms and ch;

Six months later, afterwe were settled into our house.,
it was time to get out and explore. So I did what any new homeowner
w OLIH L‘lL’I. I got to kl'l.u\l my nvighh. s,

Like Michele and Alain, Béatrice Saalburg and her husband came to

scene in popular weekend town
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