Chapter 19 - The Grand Prix

Chapter 19 - The Grand Prix captures Paris at its most theatrical, where society’s
performance reaches its final act beneath the June sun. Held on the second Sunday of
the month, the Grand Prix isn’t just a horse race—it’s a ceremonial finale to the
Parisian spring season. Originating in 1862 through the collaboration of Napoleon lli
and prominent railway companies, the event was strategically designed to rival
England’s Derby, offering substantial prizes to draw crowds and boost rail travel. Over
time, it evolved into a symbol of Parisian flair, uniting aristocrats, artists, and the
adventurous in shared excitement. From train platforms to racetracks, the city hums
with anticipation, its people adorned in fashion’s boldest statements. The Grand Prix

isn't only a sporting event—it’s an affirmation of life, spectacle, and status in motion.

The race itself, while thrilling, is merely one part of a larger social mosaic. Attendees
arrive not only to cheer but to be seen, their presence turning Longchamp into an
open-air salon where status is measured in silks and carriages. Among the onlookers
are figures like the vibrant actress Marie Louise Marsy, whose passion for the track
added theatrical charm to the already colorful affair. Her story is mirrored by that of
young Lebaudy, whose tragic end brought an undertone of melancholy to the
festivities. Together, their narratives highlight the humanity behind the pageantry,
revealing that beneath each hat plume and champagne toast lies a personal story.
Whether joyful or tragic, these stories form the emotional backdrop to the city’s most
public celebration. And in this way, the Grand Prix becomes more than a race—it's a

narrative of the city itself.

Chapter 19 - The Grand Prix reveals a unique convergence, where boundaries dissolve
temporarily in the name of festivity. From fashionable elites to flamboyant outsiders,
the crowd gathers in harmony, unified by the energy of the moment. Parisians, ever

attuned to beauty and drama, transform the event into a parade of self-expression.



Even President Faure’s entrance is choreographed with grandeur, his arrival
punctuated by the glinting uniforms of the Garde Républicaine. This blend of tradition
and improvisation defines the day, where spontaneity meets ceremony. The
atmosphere swells not just from the galloping hooves, but from the collective joy of a

city briefly united in shared wonder.

Following the race, Paris spills into the streets in celebration, unburdened by pretense.
Revelers fill cafés and boulevards, turning everyday corners into sites of jubilation.
This public display of-happiness;free and unfiltered, is uniquely Parisian—intense,
brief, and unforgettable. Yetas night fau Hﬂmarfyﬂfagne flutes are emptied, a
quiet shift begins. The season’s climax gives way to retreat as the upper classes make
their graceful exits, bound for cooler coasts or countryside estates. With their

departure, the city begins to exhale. It’'s no longer about show, but silence.

This shift marks one of Paris’s most underrated charms. With the Grand Prix behind it,
the city becomes a different kind of beautiful—subtle, slower, and more sincere. The
crowds have dispersed, and the American tourists once eager to jump from Paris to
London begin their next adventure, leaving space behind for those who seek
something quieter. This quieter Paris is ideal for genuine exploration, its charm now
visible in empty gardens, hushed galleries, and shaded side streets. No longer vying
for attention, the city reveals its more intimate secrets. Museums feel personal, cafes

grow contemplative, and even the Seine seems to glide more slowly.

Chapter 19 - The Grand Prix ultimately presents two versions of Paris, both authentic.
One is extravagant, ruled by movement, celebration, and showmanship. The other is
reflective, ruled by stillness and a love for detail. The race, then, becomes more than a
closing act—it’s a transition between these identities. In this duality lies Paris’s
enduring magic: its ability to enchant through both spectacle and serenity. From
feathered hats and frenzied bets to quiet strolls and whispered reflections, the city
moves in rhythm with its seasons. Whether observed during the height of revelry or in

the lull that follows, Paris remains profoundly alive.



