
Historical show
1000 years of history

11- Carousel
The days of tournaments and jousts are long gone. Yet the horse has 
kept a place of honor inthe life of the kingdom. And it is a common 
sight to see gentlemen training magnificent palfreys. Saint-Fargeau, 
still imbued with the passage of valiant knights and their steeds, 
frequently hosts equestrian shows. It is the meeting for lords skilled in 
the art of riding. And it is in delightful carousels that they come to test 
the agility and grace of their proud mounts.

12- The Revolution
Rejoice, pretty butterflies, jump, twirl around the lights. If only you 
knew… You are dancing on a volcano, for too many centuries you have 
done nothing but go to the trouble of being born, and the sons of 
Master Jacques’s sons have had enough. Enough of bearing alone the 
weight of your costly whims, wars, parties, and smoke and mirrors. If 
only you knew… Soon they will ask, soon they will demand the end of 
your world of luxury and pleasure. All of France will be intoxicated with 
freedom. The Lord of these lands himself, Lepeletier de Saint-Fargeau, 
deputy of the nobility to the Estates-General, will take up the cause 
of the people. He will join the Third Estate, then the Montagnards. He 
will persuade the undecided to vote with him for the King’s death. The 
King’s death ! If only you knew… But it is already too late to change the 
course of time, and you have a date with your destiny. The date has 
been set. IT WILL BE JULY 14, 1789.

13- Hound hunting
Time seems to hold its breath at the gates of Saint-Fargeau. The grand 
pink-brick castle does not hear the lament of this world in turmoil at 
the twilight of a century. But Saint-Hubert says to it : “Listen to your 
dogs barking on the trail of the old ten-horned stag. Don’t you hear 
that plaintive cry in the clearing of the deep forest ?”. Yes, while the rest 
of the world undergoes its ransformation, a hunt is taking place in the 
forest of Saint-Fargeau.

14- Dancing waltz 
and horses

After the hunt, as night falls, a grand soirée is held in the castle’s wood-
paneled rooms. One of those evenings both magnificent and immortal, 
where the echoes of music and an era mingle, their glittering lights 
slowly fading away.

15- Dancing waltz 
on the water

16- 1902 Automobile
At the beginning of the century, as the first flying machines were attempting to 
take off with mixed results, Saint-Fargeau was celebrating Saint John’s Day. A true 
celebration, the kind where the entire population put on the Sunday suit, that 
was sometimes a bit of a struggle to button. Everyone was there, joyful and on 
time. The bugler’s gymnasts, the young apprentices from the vocational school, 
the firefighters and the gendarmes on their new mount : the bicycle. It is a time of 
progress, and it is precisely this day of jubilation that Mr. Bourgoin, Director of the 
secular school, has chosen to make a triumphant entry into Saint-Fargeau with 
the canton’s first automobile. At the astonishing speed of 45 km/h, the smoking 
and sputtering automobile appears on the horizon. At a discreet nod from the 
parish priest, the brass band sets off amid an indescribable hubbub. Yet, standing 
a little apart from the festivities, old Jules, a blacksmith in Saint-Fargeau for three 
generations, quietly pulls out his large handkerchief and wipes his eyes. Is it the 
dust kicked up by the car, or does he sense that one day, the noise of machines 
will gradually replace that of his horses and the song of men on the land ?

17- 1914
1914, the century was not yet twenty years old, and Saint-Fargeau radiates with 
the haunting rhythm of a vanished charm. The ragged cornuelle seller, whom 
they called “Majestic Sylvain with the white flax beard”, the peddler laden with 
ribbons and laces who came by every Thursday, and you too, Fernand, who 
shouted : “Rabbit skin, rabbit skin !”. You who used to scold the children as they 
left school, busy eating thick slices of red bean spread on gray bread. They would 
make fun of the charcoal burners from the Croziers’ Moon Wood, who passed 
in the distance on their way home from work. Over there, the women at that 
washhouse chatted and laughed when they spotted Georges the umbrella 
repairer by the edge of the Bourgneuf pond. One evening on the road from 
Breuil-Ambert to Lagarenne, old Bercier had gotten stuck in a rut with his team 
of oxen. It was day laborers coming back from Mézilles who had helped him, and 
then they had talked, because tomorrow… It was necessary to leave, to defend 
the homeland, keeping only the memory of the acrid smell of manure and the 
taste of fruit cooked on black ashes. You too, the man with the rose, who walked 
silently through the village with a flower between his teeth, what remains of you, 
Jules, Aimé, Saturnin ? “Dry your tears, Louise, wipe your eyes. Despite the bullets, 
Louise, I will die of old age”. Farewell, lads, your blood has stained the lands of the 
Somme, Champagne, Argonne and Verdun.

18- The liberation
It was a fine morning in August 1944, when Father Mouchou, the dean 
of Saint-Fargeau, accompanied by eight altar boys and some of his 
parishioners, walked through the park with its century-old trees, toward 
the castle chapel to celebrate, as he did every year, the Feast of the 
Assumption. That year, however, the old priest’s gait was not quite the 
same as in previous years, the dawn of better days was breaking on the 
horizon. After four years of humiliation, a formidable Liberation force had 
finally set out and was turning the world upside down. The American 
Third Army, having recently landed on the beaches of Normandy, was 
moving eastward and would soon be crossing the Puisaye region. Dean 
Mouchou knew this, which is why the path leading up to the small 
chapel seemed to have given him wings. And never had the air exhaled 
such a powerful scent of hope and freedom.

20- Final

19- The return of the prisoner

And yes, here as elsewhere, princes and villains have loved and suffered. 
Here as everywhere, the folly of men has left its trail of fire and blood. 
Here, an exiled and wounded princess has learnt to live again. Here, a 
thousand seasons have bent the backs of the dream harvesters. Once 
upon a time, long, long ago, more than five hundred inhabitants of a 
small region, lost in the heart of France, who, to bring a great abandoned 
castle back to life, had decided to tell its story. But no, it was tonight…



1- Ghosts
«I am the memory of this place, I have been wandering around here for 
centuries and when the night comes, I feel pain. 
The pain of these sleepless nights that have lasted for eternity. 
Tonight I will tell you everything, or rather I will show you everything. 
For you, I will make all the dead come back to life. 
Those who have made the history of this place, and even more. Look at 
them, they are all here : The ITHIER, the HERIBERT, the CHABANNES, 
the BOURBON, the MONTPENSIER, the LEPELETIER, and all the others.»

«None is missing, I promised you, they are coming out of their tombs for 
an evening, by my will, and will relive their story.»

2- Héribert
Saint-Fargeau enters history alongside the fleur-de-lis. Heribert, 
willingly sacrificing to St Hubert, often swaps the crozier for the spear, 
and the oak vaults of the forest sometimes call him back to other 
cathedrals. He chose Saint-Fargeau to build a fortified hunting lodge, 
and thus became the first in the long line of builders who succeeded 
each other in this place.

It was in Puisaye that Europe was born in 841 at Fontenoy. It emerged 
from the conflict of Charlemagne’s grandsons. An emperor and three 
kings are fighting over the shreds of the Carolingian Empire. Four 
armies, thousands of men, baptized with their blood the birth of
Burgundy, Germany and France. The last Carolingians were deposed, 
shortly before the year 1000, by their greatest vassal : Hugues CAPET. 
A great baron, but a king without real power, he immediately forged 
a network of alliances : to his brother Eudes, he gave Burgundy, and 
to his half-brother Heribert, he gave the bishopric of Auxerre and the 
lands of Puisaye. 

3- The Crusades
GOD WILLS IT ! GOD WILLS IT ! This cry came out from the fevered chest 
of Peter the Hermit and, taken up from Vézelay, echoed throughout 
Christendom. GOD WILLS IT ! The epic of the Crusades begins. 
Enthusiastic armies, mixing princes and knights, men-at-arms and 
pilgrims, even unarmed children, set out to conquer immortality. But 
will often find only the martyr. GOD WILLS IT. Leaving their fiefdoms, 
the Toucy, the Courtenay and so many others set out to liberate Christ’s 
tomb. Lured by the mirage of glory, eight successive waves will sweep 
across Europe and get lost in the sands of the Orient. The shadows of 
the defeated fathers, bringing back the memory of days of immortal 
glory, of shameful baseness or of useless massacres, cross paths with 
the rising generation, which, driven by a sacred fire, leave for Jerusalem, 
for paradise, since GOD WILLS IT.

4- Joan of Arc
Winter 1429. Blood and snow cover the Puisaye. Toucy is now nothing 
more than a pile of corpses and smoking ruins. Saint-Fargeau is home 
to the Anglo-Burgundian outposts facing the Loire. Having evaded 
enemy patrols for a week, a small group of five horsemen regained 
their courage as they made their way towards the Loire, towards the 
land of France. They are protecting a frail companion, so fragile that 
he looks like a girl, a maiden even… Who would attack such a pitiful 
crew ? And yet, Jean of Arc has just entered history and, as a weak
and pure woman, will set the whole of France ablaze. Orléans, Auxerre, 
Troyes, she opened the road to Reims for the Dauphin Charles, the 
road of the coronation. Back in Puisaye at the head of the Royal Army, 
she makes the English taste the bitter taste of defeat.

But the legend’s path went through the martyr. Fallen into the English 
hands, judged as a heretic, abandoned by men, Joan entered into 
immortality, burned alive in the square of Rouen.

5- Jacques Cœur
France is ravaged by this endless war. Famines and epidemics, ruins 
and massacres are unfortunately part of everyday life. To pay off his 
debts, the Cardinal de Bar has to sell his land in Puisaye. In 1450, for 
twelve thousand fine gold écus bearing the fleur-de-lis, the castle and 
its lands passed into the hands of Charles VII’s great treasurer : the 
wealthy Jacques Coeur. From a humble background, Jacques Coeur 
became, thanks to his business genius, one of the greatest financiers of 
his time. Friend with the king, he draws on his immense wealth to help 
him complete Joan of Arc’s work : driving the English out of France. 
Charles VII made him his advisor, but envious courtiers resented this 
preference. They plotted in secret to discredit Jacques Coeur. Charles 
VII, only too happy to get rid of the man to whom he owed so much 
money, had him imprisoned in the Bastille and confiscated his 
possessions, including the Château de Saint-Fargeau.
In 1454, after languishing in the 
royal dungeons, Jacques Coeur 
with uncommon audacity, escaped 
under unbelievable circumstances..
Abandoned by his own people, 
Jacques Coeur sought refuge in 
Italy, under the protection of Pope 
Nicholas V. His successor, Callixtus 
III, sent him to fight the Turks in the 
East. But his body, worn down by 
a tormented life, could not endure 
any longer. He died of grief off the 
coast of Greece, in the small town 
of Chios.

6- The Farmers
No sooner has the clamour of battle died down than you must take up 
the plough and the axe again, Master Jacques …. Clear the land, drain 
it, and build the future. And the earth opens to the furrows, and the 
forest recedes, and the marsh becomes a meadow. Each day, with the
rhythm of the seasons, nature bends to the fierce will and patient 
courage of the laborer. For man’s true glory was to persevere and 
transmit. The knight offered his blood, the monk his prayers and 
his knowledge, and you, Mister Jacques, tried to provide bread 
for everyone. Whether a winter is too harsh, a lord is looking for 
entertainment, or a plague is ravaging the land, it is you who suffers 
the most. So you dream, Master Jacques, you dream of better times,
times of conquered famine and disease, times of rights for all, who 
knows, perhaps one day, for the sons of your sons. And with that 
glimmer of hope warming your heart, you get back to work with a 
lighter step, because tomorrow, perhaps tomorrow….

But a wild beast had made its lair in Puisaye…. Antoine de Chabannes, 
a valiant lieutenant of Joan of Arc in battle, could not bring himself 
to live as a mere lord of Saint-Fargeau. Gathering a band of lawless 
adventurers, he roamed the Champagne and Burgundy regions, 
whose inhabitants trembled in fear of hearing one day that dreaded 
cry : “God save us, here come THE SKINNERS”. As the saying goes, 
the devil becomes a hermit as he grows old. This was certainly true of 
Chabannes. Cast aside by Louis XI, he returned to favour and settled 
down. Devoting his energy to his fief, he transformed the original 
castle into a powerful fortress, and endowed Saint-Fargeau with 
a hospice and a chapter. Respected by all, he was laid to rest after 
having successively served three kings.

7- The medieval festival
While François I celebrated his victory at Marignan, Saint-Fargeau 
rejoiced at the wedding of Antoine de Chabannes’ granddaughter 
to René d’Anjou. France and the Puisaye were turning a new page 
in their history. It was the Renaissance. A convergence of French 
genius and Italian creativity, the Renaissance transformed Europe. 
Refinement and the gentle way of life replaced the clamour of 
arms and the harshness of the feudal system. Saint-Fargeau rose to 
greatness. René d’Anjou’s daughter married François de Bourbon, 
Dauphin of Auvergne, Duke of Montpensier and Governor of the 
Dauphiné. Henri III elevated Saint-Fargeau to a duchy-prairie
and the lands of Puisaye passed to the Royal House. The King’s letters 
add : “ The Duchy of Saint-Fargeau is one of the strongest strongholds 
in the Kingdom, ensuring the safety not only of the region of Puisaye, 
of which it is the capital city, but of all the surrounding and
neighbouring regions”. A day of unrestrained revelry, where everything 
is permitted, where madness takes the place of reason. And it would 
take a clever man indeed to distinguish the mad from the wise, the 
princes from the commoners, in this senseless round dance.

8- Montpensier
The days after a celebration are always bitter, and Saint-Fargeau is no 
exception. Silence and oblivion settle within its walls. The seasons follow 
one another, slowly causing the castle to sink into a deep sleep. Yet 
France lives on. Or rather, it dies. The Wars of Religion have ravaged the
countryside, and now the Fronde pits Condé and the kingdom’s nobles 
against Turenne, the last remaining supporter of the young King Louis 
and Mazarin. At the Battle of Bléneau, Turenne sounded the death knell 
for the Fronde. The kingdom’s wild festivities submit to the emerging
authority of Louis XIV. The royal sentences are handed down : for Marie-
Louise de Bourbon Montpensier, the King’s cousin and Duchess of 
Saint-Fargeau, it is exile to her lands in Puisaye. A harsh ordeal for the 
bride of Europe. The richest party in Christendom discovers bitterness 
in her heart, her prison of pink bricks. Long neglected, the courtyard 
overgrown with brambles, the drawbridge collapsed, Saint-Fargeau 
offered the Grande Mademoiselle only the icy visage of the sleeping 
castle of legend. It was not a Prince Charming who would awaken it, 
but the fervor of Henry IV’s granddaughter. Since she is being removed 
from the Court, she will create a new one around her. An army of 
masons, carpenters, journeymen and gardeners fall in line under the 
orders of the architect Le Vau. Before Versailles, he would shape Saint-
Fargeau and give it its current appearance. The Grande Mademoiselle 
could turn the fortress-castle of Chabannes into a setting for her own 
amusement. A venue for festivities, resounding with laughter and 
music, Saint-Fargeau swept her crowd of courtiers into a wild whirlwind. 
The Lys de France illuminated the Puisaye region with all their splendor.

9- Menuet
10- Sedan Chairs


