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each course placed in front of us  savory duck, pungent goat
cheese, and the perfect tarte Tatin for dessert. The sugary apples
and thaky crust melted in my mouth.

The chel emerged from the kitchen, smiling at our empty
plates. We thanked him and contentedly rubbed our satisfied
stomachs. At last we paid our bill —the cost of one sandwich and
a Coke in Manhattan  and drifted back out into the warm sun,
r(:ady to expl()re,

We biked past old stone houses trimmed with red flowers and
thick with ivy.

At the edge of town, we came to a field of fading sunflowers.
The blackened, bowed heads startled me. They weren't at all
what you see on postcards, and yet somchow, they were still
majestic. Towering beside the road, they looked like elderly kings
humhly shedding their crowns. It was autumn, after all, and the
summer tourist season was over; now was the time fur han-esting
grapes and drinking nrew wine.

The suntlowers swayec gently in the wind. And now we
biked as slowly as we could, reveling in the majesty of the Valley
of the Kings, @





