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EDITOR'S INTRODUCTION
By Matilda Betham-Edwards

IT is with peculiar appropriateness that these famous travels are once more given to
the world. Just a hundred years ago the Suffolk squire accomplished his last journey,
under circumstances without parallel in history. He had quitted Paris towards the end
of June, 1789, having come to the conclusion that, with the constitution of the
National Assembly "the whole business now seemed over and the revolution
complete." With true British coolness he pursued his agricultural inquiries, this time
taking an easterly direction. On the ever memorable fourteenth of July we find him at
Metz, leisurely as any modern tourist inspecting "what was worth viewing" in the
city. A few days later, on reaching Strasburg, he learns the great news: The Bastille
has fallen!

The whole kingdom is now in a blaze. He sees famished mobs clamouring for bread;
he hears of seigneurs fleeing from burning chateaux; he is roughly compelled to don
the tricolour; his liberty, even life, are menaced; yet the imperturbable Englishman
goes on.

The wind carries his first cockade into the river; he purchases a second, taking care to
have it securely fastened, and although naively confessing the discomforts of travel
"in such an unquiet and fermenting moment," the thought of turning back does not
occur to him.

Alone, unarmed, ignorant of the various patois—sole medium of intercourse in rural
districts—our inquisitive and dauntless traveller visits one out-of-the-way region after
another, apparently unconscious, whilst narrating these unique experiences, that his
conduct was little short of heroic.

The fittest introduction to the centennial edition of such a work is surely a survey of
France in the present day—not made in the Rotunda of the British Museum or by the
library fireside, but after Arthur Young's own fashion—the fruit of investigations as
laboriously and lovingly pursued as those of my great predecessor. I have now
followed in his footsteps for upwards of fifteen years, visiting and revisiting various
parts of the country described by him so graphically on the eve of the Revolution. Let
us glance at the contrasted picture of France under the ancien régime and under the
Third Republic.

His earliest journey takes him in a south-westerly direction, through the Orleannais
and the Berri, where for the first time he meets with métayage—"a miserable system,"
he writes, "that perpetuates poverty and excludes instruction;" and he goes on to
describe the fields as "scenes of pitiable management, and the houses, of misery."

Throughout the entire work we find métayage, or farming on half profits, condemned

in the strongest terms, yet nothing has done more to improve the condition of the
peasant and of husbandry within the last fifty years.1 Métayage, indeed, which is but
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another name for co-operative agriculture, forms the stepping-stone from the status of
hired labourer to that of capitalist; and whilst the métayer raises himself in the social
scale, extensive wastes are by his agency brought under cultivation. So popular is "la
culture a mi-fruits," that, according to the census of 1872, 11,182,000 hectares were in
the hands of métayers, and 9,360,000 in those of peasant owners. In 1880 a
diminution is seen—18 per cent. of métayage to set against 21 per cent. of
proprietorship. Some parts of France are far more favourable to agricultural
partnerships than others. We find 27,484 métairies in the department of the Landes,
24,893 in the Dordogne, 11,632 in the Allier, 11,568 in the Gironde, whilst in the
Haute Savoie and the Lozere they may be counted by the hundred, the last-named
numbering 325 only. In most cases, be it remembered, the métayer owns a bit of land.
Two conditions are necessary to success: in the first place, the fermier-général, or
farm bailiff, must be dispensed with; in the second, a good understanding is necessary
between the two contracting parties—the one supplying land, stock, and implements,
the other, manual labour, all produce being equally shared. From fifty to a hundred
and fifty acres is found to be the most favourable size of a métairie.

We will now consider the present state of things in the Berri, a region about which
Arthur Young has nothing to say, except that the husbandry was poor and the people
miserable. As all readers of Georges Sand know well, it is a land of heaths and
wastes, but the extent of uncultivated tracts is being reduced year by year. So rapid is
the progress that the great novelist herself would hardly recognize certain portions of
the country she has described so inimitably. What, then, must be the changes wrought
in a hundred years? The transformation is partly realized by inspecting a pre-
Revolutionary hovel. Here and there may be seen one of these bare, windowless
cabins, now used as an out-house, and, in juxtaposition, the neat, airy, solid dwellings
the peasant owners have built for themselves.

Four years ago I was the guest of a country gentleman near Chéateauroux, chef-lieu of
the department of the Indre, formed from the ancient Berri. Formerly owner of an
entire commune, my host had gradually reduced his estate by selling small parcels of
land to his day-labourers. He informed me that, whilst partly actuated by
philanthropic motives, he was commercially a gainer. The expense of cultivating such
large occupations was very great, and he could not hope for anything like the returns
of the small freeholder. We visited many of these newly-made farms, with their spick-
and-span buildings, the whole having the appearance of a little settlement in the Far
West. The holdings varied in extent from six to thirty acres, their owners being
capitalists to the amount of from two or three hundred to a thousand pounds. In each
case the purchaser had built himself a small but commodious dwelling, and suitable
out-houses. The land was well stocked and cultivated, the people were neatly and
appropriately dressed, and the signs of general contentment and well-being delightful
to contemplate. We next visited a métairie of nearly four hundred acres, and here the
farmstead was on a large scale; the métayer employed several labourers who were
boarded in the house, as was formerly the custom in certain parts of England, besides
two or three dairymaids.

Artificial manures and machinery had here come into use; and if the culture could
hardly be described as high farming, the land was clean and very productive. The
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cordial relations of "bailleur" and "preneur," or owner and métayer, testified to the
satisfactoriness of the arrangement.

Not to be outdone by their rustic neighbours, the artizans of the Berrichon capital
have, with few exceptions, become free-holders also. Suburban Chateauroux has,
indeed, been appropriated by this class: the brand-new cottages and semi-detached
villas on the outskirts of the town representing the thrift of the mechanic—an instance
of self-help and sobriety hardly equalled throughout France. The houses were not only
built for, but by their owners, in spare moments—another fact illustrating the innate
economy of the French working man.

In purely agricultural districts of the Indre, land has quadrupled in value within the
last forty or fifty years; near the towns, of course, the rise has been much higher.

Poitou is described by Arthur Young as "an unimproved, poor, and ugly country. It
seems to want communication, demand and activity of all kinds." The ancient
province of Poitou comprises La Vendée; but if we turn to the three carefully drawn
maps appended to the original edition of the French Travels, we find the very name,
so conspicuous a few years later, omitted altogether. Such a blank need not astonish
us. "Who had so much as heard of La Vendée before 1793?" asks a French historian
of the Vendean war. "Was it a province, a river, a mountain? Was it in Anjou,
Brittany, or Poitou?" Nobody knew, and, till the outbreak of the insurrection, nobody
cared to inquire. Only one road traversed the entire country—that from Nantes to La
Rochelle—and on the creation of a department, it was found absolutely necessary to
build a town as chef-lieu, none of sufficient importance existing. Waste, brushwood,
heath and morass, with here and there patches of rye and buckwheat, occupied the
place of the fertile fields and rich pastures that now rejoice the eye of the traveller in
Bas Poitou. The transformation of recent years is startling enough. On the occasion of
my first visit to this province fifteen years ago, many towns of the Vendean plain and
Bocage were only accessible by diligence; since that period, railways have intersected
the country in all directions—even the out of-the-way little town of Fontenay-le-
Comte, so precious to the archaologist, has its branch line, whilst schools, railway
stations, and other buildings of public utility have risen in all directions. Niort, chef-
lieu of the Deux Sévres, part of the ancient Bocage, and scene of the most terrible
guerilla warfare of the Blancs and the Bleus, now possesses a railway station worthy
of a capital. It may be briefly described as a town of 22,000 and odd souls, without a
beggar. No rags, dirt, or vagrancy meet the eye in these clean, wide, airy streets. The
Vendean costume still prevails, and whilst all is primitive, rustic, and provincial,
evidences are here of immense and rapid progress. The immediate entourage of the
town is one vast fruit and vegetable garden, the property of peasant owners. Melons,
tomatoes, and peaches ripen in the sun, purple grapes cluster yellow walls, and
luxuriant vegetation on all sides testifies to a highly favoured climate and soil. The
produce of these market gardens is renowned throughout France. Two hundred acres
are given up to the culture of the onion only.

La Vendée is a region of large tenant farms, and one visited by me in the

neighbourhood of Niort may be accepted as a fair sample of the rest. The occupation
consisted of four hundred and fifty acres, let on lease precisely as in England. For
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sixty-five years it had been held by members of the same family—a fact speaking
volumes for both owner and tenant. It had consisted in part of waste, let at a nominal
rent to begin with, the sum being raised as the land increased in value. Mule-rearing
for Spain is one of the chief resources of La Vendée, and we were shown upwards of
forty young mules of great beauty, varying in value from £30 to £80. The entire stock
of the farm numbered seventy head of mules, horses, cows, and oxen, sixty sheep,
besides pigs and poultry. Vineyards cover a tract of 30,000 hectares in this
department, but here, as in many other places, the phylloxera had wrought entire ruin,
only the blackened stocks remaining. The tenant farmer I name, as is almost
universally the case, owned a small portion of land. Very likely, had inquiry gone
back a generation or two, we should have found métayage the beginning of this
prosperous family, their stepping-stone from the condition of day-labourer to that of
capitalist.

Much larger holdings than the one just described exist in this part of France, and if the
traveller takes a south-westerly direction from Niort to the sea coast, he will see a
succession of large walled-in farmsteads recalling the moated granges of the Isle of
Wight, the size and extent of the buildings attesting the importance of the occupation.

Of Languedoc Arthur Young writes in a very different strain. The picture, indeed,
drawn by him of peasant owners round about Sauve and Ganges, in the department of
the Gard, may well bear comparison with the traveller's experiences to-day.

"An activity has been here," he writes, "that has swept away all difficulties before it,
and has clothed the very rocks with verdure. It would be an insult to common sense to
ask the cause. The enjoyment of property must have done it. Give a man the secure
possession of a black rock and he will turn it into a garden."

Here it is necessary to put in a word of explanation. Our author sets down one-third of
French territory as belonging to the peasant at the time he wrote. This is one of the
few errors of a very exact writer. In reality only a fourth of the soil belonged to the
people before the Revolution, their little holdings having been acquired by means of
incredible laboriousness and privation. The origin and development of peasant
property throughout France can only be touched upon here. We must go very far back,
farther even than the enfranchisement of the serfs by Louis le Hutin, in order to trace
the progressive transfer of land.2

The Crusades, especially that of St. Bernard, brought about a veritable revolution in
the matter of land tenure. The seigneurs, impoverished by all kinds of extravagance,
then sold portions of property, not only to rich bourgeois and ecclesiastics, but to their
own serfs, for the purpose of furnishing the necessary equipment. Many nobles thus
succeeded in procuring ransom, forfeiting patrimony for their soul's good. The small
owner by little and little contrived to better his position, and in the Etats Généraux of
1481, summoned by the great Anne of France, for the first time we find free peasants
taking part in a legislative assembly. The Tiers Etat as a political body already
existed.
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In the words of a living authority lately quoted,3 peasant property, far from being a
device invented all of a piece and carried by force of law, dates from a period long
anterior to the Revolution. In some places the number of small parcels of land has
hardly changed from early times. The sale of church lands had by no means the
effects attributed to it. About one-third of these consisted of forest, which was added
to the state, another third consisted of buildings and town property, the remaining
third, consisting of land, was sold in the lots actually existing without being divided at
all, and the purchasers were for the most part well-to-do bourgeois.

These observations have seemed appropriate, as much confusion still exists on the
subject among ourselves. That peasant property is the direct creation of the
Revolution appears to be the generally accepted theory in England. Had Arthur
Young's travels been read here with the attention paid to them by our French
neighbours, such an error would have been cleared up long ago.

The Gard, of which our traveller gives so glowing a description, is by no means one
of the most favoured departments. The phylloxera and the silkworm pest have greatly
affected the prosperity of both town and country, yet the stranger halting at Le Vigan,
or making his way thence to Millau in the Aveyron, finds himself amid a condition of
things usually regarded as Utopian—a cheerful, well-dressed, self-supporting
population, vagrancy unknown, and a distribution of well-being perhaps without a
parallel in any part of Europe. Again and again will occur to his mind the famous
passage with which Virgil concludes his second Georgic, that beautiful picture of
pastoral happiness, which if imaginary in old Roman days, is so often realized in the
rural France of our own.

Next Arthur Young visits the Landes on his way to Bordeaux. Here extraordinary
changes have taken place within the last twenty years; what then must be the
transformation wrought during the course of a century? Plantations, the sinking of
wells, drainage, and irrigation, are fast fixing the unstable sands, making fruitful the
marsh, and creating a healthful climate and fertile soil. Early in the present century the
land here was sold "au son de la voix;"4 in other words, the accepted standard of
measurement was the compass of human lungs. The stretch of ground reached by a
man's voice sold for a few francs. Crops are now replacing the scant herbage of the
salt marsh, and the familiar characteristic of the landscape, the shepherd's stilts, are
already almost a thing of the past. The échasse, or in patois, chanque, a word dating
from the English occupation, and derived by some authorities from "shank," is
naturally discarded as the morass is transformed into solid ground. Six hundred
thousand hectares of Landes planted with sea-pines produce resin to the annual value
of fifteen million francs.

This noble tree, the pinus maritima, is here achieving a climatic revolution similar to
the changes effected by the febrifugal Eucalyptus in the once fever-stricken plains of
Algeria. The cork-tree, or chéne-liege, has proved equally effective. Many arid tracts
are now covered with magnificent forests of recent growth, not only affording a
source of revenue, but transforming the aspect and climatic conditions of the country.
Only an inconsiderable proportion of the Landes remains in its former state.
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Arthur Young's second journey takes him through Brittany and Anjou. Here also
advance has been so rapid within our own time that the traveller revisiting these
provinces finds his notes of ten or fifteen years ago utterly at fault.

"Landes—Ilandes—Iandes" (wastes, wastes, wastes), "a country possessing nothing
but privilege and poverty," such is the verdict passed by the Suffolk squire on Brittany
in 1788. The privileges were swept away with a stroke of the pen twelve months later;
the poverty, though an evil not to be so summarily dealt with, has gradually given
way to a happier state of things Of no French province can the economist now write
more hopefully.

Were I to renew my acquaintance with the friendly tenant farmers of Nozay in the
Loire Inférieure, described by me elsewhere, or the hospitable freeholders of
Hennebont in the Morbihan, I should without doubt find many changes for the better.
The sabots into which the bare feet of both master and men, mistress and maids, were
thrust a few years ago, have been replaced by shoes and stockings. Wheaten bread and
butcher's meat find their way to many a farmhouse table. Cookery has improved.
Wages have risen. Dwellings are built on a more wholesome plan.5 Intellectual
progress, whilst hardly keeping pace with the spread of material well-being, is yet
satisfactory in the extreme. When interrogated by travellers of our own day in French,
the Breton peasant would shake his head and pass on. Only the ebbing generation now
remains ignorant of its mother tongue.

One curious omission must have struck most readers of the French travels. This quick
and accurate observer who takes note of every object that meets his eye, who
traverses the three historic highroads, diverging to the right and to the left in quest of
information, never by any chance whatever mentions a village school. Had such
schools existed we may be sure that he would have visited them, bequeathing us in a
few graphic sentences an outline of their plan and working. The education of the
people was a dead letter in France at the time he wrote. Here and there the curé or
freres Ignorantins would get the children together and teach them to recite the
catechism or spell a credo and paternoster. Writing, arithmetic, much less the teaching
of French, were deemed unnecessary. The Convention during its short régime
(1792-1796) decreed a comprehensive scheme of primary instruction, lay, gratuitous
and obligatory, but the initiative was not followed up, and the first law on the subject
carried into effect was that of 1833. How slowly matters advanced in Brittany may be
gathered from an isolated fact. So late as 1872 two-thirds of the inhabitants of the Ille
and Vilaine could neither read nor write. It remained for the Third Republic to remove
this stigma, and within the last eighteen years schools have sprung up in all directions.
The department just named numbered in 1884 between seven and eight hundred
alone.6

Agricultural progress has been more rapid. Rotation crops and four-course farming
have long superseded the ruinous method of sowing the same crops, generally
buckwheat or oats, for several years in succession, followed by an equally long period
of fallow. Arthur Young's corner-stone of good farming, a fine piece of turnips, may
now be seen here as at his native Bradfield. Artificial manures and machinery are
used instead of the dried leaves and antiquated implements once in vogue. Upper
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Brittany has won for itself the name of the granary of western France, from its
abundance of corn. The Breton breed of horses and cattle is second to none
throughout the country. Between the years 1840 and 1880 upwards of 400,000
hectares of wastes have been brought under cultivation, and the process of clearing
goes steadily on.

To many causes are due this transformation of a region so long stationary. Foremost
stands the great agricultural college of Grand Jouan, near Nozay, in the Loire
Inférieure, founded in 1830. Our Suffolk farmer sighed for such an institution, and
predicted the advantages that would accrue generally from training schools of
practical and theoretic agriculture. Such schools, alike on a large or modest scale, the
latter called fermeécole, are now scattered all over France, Grand Jouan, precursor of
the rest, still retaining pre-eminence. Its object is twofold: firstly, to form good
farmers, gardeners, land-surveyors, and agricultural chemists; secondly, to develop
the progress of agriculture by the introduction of the newest machinery and the most
improved methods, by farming high, in fact, for the benefit of outsiders. The
curriculum occupies two years and a half; day students, many of whom belong to the
peasant class, are received at a cost of two hundred francs yearly.

"It 1s Grand Jouan that teaches us to farm," remarked a tenant farmer of the
neighbourhood to the present writer in 1875, when showing, with no little pride, a
field of turnips grown upon a layer of bone phosphate.

The spread of railways, the creation of roads and other facilities of communication,
must be taken into account, also the great advantages enjoyed by Brittany in respect
of climate. Magnolias and camellias flourish out of doors all the year round at Nantes,
and arrived at St. Pol de Léon (Finistére) in November, the tourist finds the soft air
and warm sunshine of the south. The fruit and vegetables of Roscoff and other equally
favoured spots produce sums that would have appeared fabulous a few years ago,
much more in Arthur Young's time.7 The strawberries of Plougastel alone bring an
annual return of half a million francs. These market gardens, varying in extent from
two or three to twenty-five hectares, are the property of peasant owners, but here as
elsewhere a great variety of land tenure is found.

Métayage, whilst existing in the Cotes du Nord and the Loire Inférieure, is not
regarded with much favour by the Breton. Tenant farming and ownership are more
congenial to his somewhat uncompromising temperament. The domaine congéable,8
a contract dating from the twelfth century, and of universal acceptance fifty years ago,
is now found only in Finistére and the Morbihan. Nothing could be simpler than this
arrangement—the owner handing over his land in return for a small rent, the farmer
becoming possessor of outbuildings, if erected at his expense, stock and crops, both
parties being at liberty to separate under certain conditions, one of which was the
reimbursement of outlay. It will easily be seen that such a system would work well
whilst the land possessed little value and capital was scarce. Nevertheless, the
domaine congéable is still to be found in what we may well call a land of survivals.
Two of these unfortunately form a serious stumbling-block to progress, and seem
likely to outlast the picturesque costumes, the old-world traditions, even the ancient
speech of the French Bretagne. Beggary and intemperance, from time immemorial,
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have degraded a population characterized by many sterling qualities. So far back as
15369 we find severe edicts against drunkenness in Brittany, comprised in the
celebrated judicial reforms of Francois 1. and his legists. According to this Draconian
code, for the first offence the punishment was a term of bread and water diet in
prison; for the second, flogging; in case of incorrigibility, loss of ears and banishment.

Orphanages, industrial schools, benefit societies, and other philanthropic measures are
combating the first evil. The second, it is to be hoped, will disappear with the gradual
spread of education and material well-being.

Great is the change that awaits the traveller in sunny, light-hearted, dance-loving
Anjou. The Breton peasant, taciturn, reserved, yet hospitable, will set before his guest
the best his larder affords—cyder, rye-bread baked weeks before, hard cheese, curds
and whey; in Anjou the housewife brings out a white loaf, fresh butter and jam, wine,
even liqueur. A lady tourist unaccompanied may safely entrust herself to a Breton
driver. Throughout the long day's journey across solitary regions he will never once
open his lips unless interrogated. But the English visitor in an Angevin country-house
is soon regarded as a friend by all the neighbours. Many and many a time, the labours
in the field over, the merry supper taken out of doors ended, have I been invited to
join the peasant folk in the joyous round. Accompanied only by the sound of their
own voices, and needing no other stimulus, for ball-room a stretch of sward, for
illumination the stars, young and old forget the long day's toil and the cares of life in
these innocent Bacchanalia. Ofttimes the dance would be prolonged till near
midnight, the presence of a stranger apparently adding zest to the festivity; but no
matter how hilarious the mirth, how open-hearted the sense of fellowship, no
unseemly jest, no indecorous word, jars our ears.

"Maine and Anjou," writes our traveller, "have the appearance of deserts," and he
goes on to note one feature of the country which even in our own time is apt to
convey an idea of poverty. Throughout the department of the Maine and Loire,
formed from the ancient Anjou, may still be seen those cave-dwellings or Troglodyte
villages which astonished Arthur Young a century ago, ready-made habitations
hollowed out of the tufa or yellow calcareous rock abounding in the department.
Sometimes in our walks and drives we have the backs of the houses towards us, and
see only their tall chimneys rising from behind the hedges. Elsewhere we come upon
a vast cave, in shape like an amphitheatre, containing half-a-dozen cottages or human
burrows, crops and fruit-trees flourishing overhead. But already in 1875 the darkest
and most comfortless subterranean chambers had been abandoned, and on revisiting
the country fourteen years later, I found neat, new dwellings everywhere springing up,
the homes of peasant farmers built by themselves. In the commune of St. Georges des
Sept Voies I visited several new houses constructed at a cost varying from £80 to
£250, in every case most of the work being achieved by the owner. One well-to-do
peasant was building for himself an eight-roomed house, or what in England would
even be called a villa, with flower-garden in front, parlour, kitchen, and offices on the
ground flour, above, four airy bedrooms.

In the Maine and Loire the land is much divided, very few farms consist of a hundred
hectares, by far the larger proportion of three or four only, or closeries. Yet between
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the years 1833 and 187010 the value of land showed a rise of 50 per cent., and since
that period progress has been far more rapid. The creation of roads and railways, the
use of artificial manures and machinery, the cross-breeding of stock, had in 1862
given the Maine and Loire the fourth rank among French departments, whilst in 1880
it stood first as a corn-producing country. Wine, corn, and fruit are largely exported,
and the slate quarries of Angers, the linen manufactories of Cholet, employ thousands
of hands, and bring in vast revenues, the latter in 1869 reaching the total of fifteen
million francs.

The desert that saddened Arthur Young's eyes may now be described as a land of
Goshen, overflowing with milk and honey. The peasant wastes nothing and spends
little; he possesses stores of home-spun linen, home-made remedies, oil, vinegar,
honey, cyder, wine of his own producing. So splendid the climate, so rich the soil, that
the poorest eats asparagus, green peas, and strawberries every day when in season,
and, as everyone owns crops, nobody pilfers his neighbour. The absolute security of
unguarded possessions is one advantage of peasant property, the absence of
pauperism, another. Each commune charges itself with the maintenance of its sick or
aged poor, provided no members of their own family are able to undertake the duty.
The hatefulness of dependence and the strong inducements to thrift held out by secure
possession of the land, render these public burdens comparatively light. As a rule only
intemperance or an accumulation of misfortunes reduce the French peasant to accept
alms.

The third journey covers an enormous area, and takes our traveller into regions widely
divergent both in respect of scenery, population, and resources. He begins with
Champagne, traverses Alsace-Lorraine, as the forfeited departments of the Upper and
Lower Rhine are now called, makes his way through the Jura, Burgundy, the
Bourbonnais, Auvergne, obtains a glimpse of the Rhone valley, visits the Papal state
of Avignon and the Comt¢ de Nice, familiar in these days as the Riviera, at the time
he wrote, an appanage of Savoy.

It is curious that, although fully recognizing the existence of peasant owners and, as
has been seen, rendering ample justice to their thrift and laboriousness, he never
seems to have inspected any of the tiny holdings passed on the road. Probably the
poor people, humiliated by want and all kinds of wretchedness, would have resented
such an intrusion, feeling, in Scriptural phrase, "Verily to see the poverty of the land
art thou come." In our own day nothing flatters the flourishing farming folk of the
Seine and Marne more than the visit of an inquiring stranger. They are never too busy
to be courteous, and the curious in agriculture need not hesitate to put a string of
questions. What a contrast is presented by that recorded conversation with a peasant
woman of Mars-la-Tour (Meurthe and Moselle) and chance acquaintance made with a
housewife of eastern France at the present time!

Arthur Young describes his interlocutor as miserably clad, bent with toil, and
although youthful, wearing a look of age, whilst the story she poured out, was one of
hopeless struggle and unmitigated hardship. The farmeress of the rich cheese-making
country of Brie en Champagne still works hard, drives to market with her eggs and
butter, and even upon occasions lends a hand in the harvest field. But on Sundays and
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holidays her neat cotton dress is exchanged for a fashionable toilette; her children
receive a liberal education; when her daughters marry, they have a dowry of several
thousand pounds.11 With beaming satisfaction and genuine hospitality she welcomes
an English visitor, offering new milk or cordials, delighted to show her household
stores of linen, her dairy and poultry yard. Upon one occasion, after a long ramble
amid the cornfields and vineyards near Couilly (Seine and Marne), I entered the shop
of a village baker, and asked for a roll. The mistress very kindly invited me into her
back parlour, brought out excellent bread, Brie cheese, the pleasant wine of the
country, refusing payment. Hospitable instincts are fostered by prevailing ease and
well-being. The little towns of this department all possess public baths, personal
cleanliness is a noteworthy feature, and beggary is nil. Here, however, we have under
consideration one of the wealthiest agricultural populations of France—the sale of
cheese alone at the Meaux market reaches the sum of six or seven million francs
yearly. Fruit and vegetables are largely exported, the village curé, as well as his
parishioners, adding to income by the sale of pears and greengages. "You have come
only just in time, ladies," said the vicaire of one of these villages to myself and
friends, bent on making a purchase, during the summer of 1878; "almost all my
greengages are ordered for the English market. Ah! those English, those English, they
monopolize everything: our best fruit, and the island of Cyprus."

The rich red rose, erroneously called Provence rose, was in reality introduced here by
the Crusaders, but no longer forms an article of commerce. Provins, ancient capital of
La Brie, from which the rose derived its name, is as picturesque a town as any in the
country.

The popularity enjoyed by Arthur Young on the other side of La Manche need not
astonish us. Yet one passage of these Travels can but raise painful reflection in every
conscientious and patriotic mind. Nothing can be more painful to ardent sympathizers
with France and French character than a sojourn in Alsace-Lorraine. The sorrowful,
indeed agonized clinging of born Alsatians to the mother-country, once witnessed,
can never be forgotten. But who is able to read the following passage by an English
traveller in the Rhine provinces just a hundred years ago, without some change of
feeling?—

"In Saverne," writes Arthur Young in 1789, "I found myself to all appearances in
Germany. Looking at a map of France and reading histories of Louis XIV. never
threw his conquest or seizure of Alsace into the light which travelling into it did; to
cross a great range of mountains; to enter a level plain inhabited by a people totally
distinct and different from that of France, with manners, language, ideas, prejudices
and habits all different, made an impression of the injustice and ambition of such a
conduct much more forcible than ever reading had done; so much more powerful are
things than words." Now-a-days, if you question a blue-eyed, fair-haired, square-built
peasant girl of Alsace-Lorraine as to her origin, she will glance round shyly to assure
herself that there are no unfriendly listeners, and proudly reply in the tongue of her
primitive ancestors, recently the conquerors of the fatherland, "Ich bin Franzdsisch
geboren" (I am French by birth). When spending an autumn in Alsace-Lorraine five
years ago, I found Mulhouse still a French town in every respect but name. "Nous
sommes plus Frangais que les Francais" (we are more French than the French
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themselves) was the universal sentiment of rich and poor expressed without reserve in
English hearing. A system of repression only to be compared to the Russian rule in
Poland, and wholesale immigration of born Prussians, is gradually forcing a hated
nationality upon this population so susceptible and so warm-hearted, uniting the
graces of the French character with the sturdy qualities of the Teuton.

Thrice unhappy Alsace! In the position of a beautiful and richly-dowered
orphan—alike the darling and the prey of one jealous foster-parent after another—the
ill-fated country seems doomed to perpetual disenchantment and betrayal; her
affections no sooner firmly implanted than they are torn up by the bleeding roots.

Of Franche-Comté not much is seen, the traveller's plans being disarranged by local
disturbances. He does, however, pass through the departments of the Doubs and the
Jura, formed from the ancient domain of Mary of Burgundy. Here, again, we who
know every inch of the road are struck by what at first appears an unaccountable
omission. No reference is made to the numerous village industries which now
characterize the country, not only from the economist's point of view, but also adding
peculiar features to the landscape. In the remotest valley of the Jura, breaking the
solitude of pine forests, mingling their din with the roar of mountain torrents, is now
heard the sound of mill-wheels and steam hammers, tall factory chimneys not a little
detracting from scenery inimitably described by Ruskin. Whilst the majority of the
inhabitants lead a pastoral life, and cheese-making is carried on everywhere, hardly a
hamlet but possesses its special manufactory or handicraft. Turnery and wood-carving
at St. Claude, gem polishing at Septmoncel and Oyonnax, clock and spectacle making
at Morez,12 employ thousands of hands; whilst among exports of lesser importance
figure wadding, gum, clock cases, bottles, and baskets. Many of these trades are
pursued by the craftsman at home and on his own account. Hours alike both pleasant
and profitable have I spent in these cottage ateliers, chatting with my hosts as they
worked, the clean little room opening on to a tiny garden, the baby and the kitten
sporting in the sun.

The wood-carvers are veritable artists, and their elegantly carved pipe-stems find their
way to the remotest corners of the earth.

Diamond polishing and turnery were carried on in the Jura several centuries ago. For
the most part, however, village industries, as well as village schools, were ignored by
Arthur Young, because they did not exist. When, in 1789, he passed within a few
miles of the marvellously placed little cathedral city of St. Claude, the all-puissant
count-bishop, inheritor of the rich abbey and its seigneurial dependencies, had only
just been compelled to enfranchise his forty thousand serfs. These bond-servants of a
Christian prelate, whose cause the so-called atheist Voltaire had pleaded
magnanimously in vain, were up to that time mainmortable—that is to say, if
childless, they had no power to bequeath their property, which accrued to the
seigneur.

The country was not without resources, but its revenues did not enrich the tiller of the

soil. From early times the white wines of the Jura were celebrated throughout France.
"I have some wine of Arbois in my cellar," wrote the gay Gascon, Henry IV., to the

PLL v6.0 (generated September, 2011) 15 http://oll.libertyfund.org/title/292



Online Library of Liberty: Arthur Young’s Travels in France during the Years 1787, 1788, 1789

Duke de Mayenne on their reconciliation, "and I send you two bottles which I think
you will not dislike."

The pretty little town of Arbois is worth visiting, not only for the sake of tasting its
matchless wine, but also for its scenery—the valley of the Cuisance 1s indeed a corner
of Eden. The soil is poor and the land minutely subdivided in the Jura, yet the
condition of the peasant is now one of comparative ease and entire independence.
Both morally and intellectually these mountaineers rank high among the rural
population of France. An excellent notion of the mental capacities of the small land-
owners may be obtained by attending a sitting of the Juge de Paix. The skill and
readiness with which they state their cause and act the part of their own advocate are
remarkable. For the most part the quarrels among neighbours arise from contested
boundaries; the judge, after patiently hearing both sides of the question, settles matters
for once and for all by visiting the spot, and in person fixing the landmarks.

The villages of the Doubs, especially Ornans, home of the painter Courbet, so
picturesquely placed, are also active centres of industry: kirsch, fabricated from
cherries of local renown, absinthe, tiles, nails, wire, are largely manufactured, to say
nothing of the Gruyere cheese, the staple product of Franche Comté. The Revolution
in a few years metamorphosed entire regions. From this period dates the famous
watch-making commerce of Besancon. Introduced by the Convention in 1793, it is
now carried on so extensively that out of every hundred watches manufactured in
France, eighty-six come from the chef-lieu of the Doubs. In 1880 the number of hands
thus employed reached a total of 46,000. The Bisontin watchmaker often works on his
own account; and here, as at Chateauroux in the Indre, is witnessed a striking example
of thrift among the artizan class. Many of these working watchmakers contrive by dint
of extreme laboriousness and economy to purchase a vineyard or garden in the
suburbs. They build a summer-house, or even chalet, and with wives and children
there spend Sundays and holidays amid their fruit and flowers.

From Franche Comt¢ our traveller reaches Burgundy and the Bourbonnais. In the
neighbourhood of Autun (Sadone and Loire) he tells us that he looked for fat farmers,
and found only starving métayers. The department is neither pre-eminent in the matter
of agriculture nor of social advance, yet it is a sight now-a-days to see "the fat
farmers" at the September fair of Autun. From early morning they pour into the town,
some in gigs or hooded carriages, with wife and children, others on foot, and the
greater number driving their cattle—the splendid white oxen known as the Morvan
breed. These peasant farmers wear under the blue blouse shining broad cloth, and
betake themselves at midday to the first hotel in the place, there to enjoy the table
d'hote breakfast; but no sooner is business over, without losing a moment, untempted
by fireworks and other entertainments, all set off homewards. Such experiences
enable us to understand the stability and solid wealth of the French farmer. He is not
above work, and does not disdain the uniform of labour.

The same strict attention to daily concerns is seen on the occasion of a general

election. Just before attending one of these cattle fairs of Autun I happened to be
staying at St. Honoré-les-Bains, in the adjoining department of the Ni¢vre, when an
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election took place. The peasant farmers, although the day was Sunday, performed
their electoral duties with the utmost despatch, and returned to their homes.

Much of the scenery of this part of France has an English look. We see fields set
round with lofty hedges, winding lanes, sweeps of gorse and heather, alternately
recalling Devonshire and Sussex. Here are found tenant farms, large properties
cultivated by their owners, small holdings parcelled out among the peasants and
métairies.

It was inevitable that a traveller in Arthur Young's time should miss many objects of
striking interest on the way. The first itineraries of France seem to have been inspired
by the Englishman's example—I allude to the voluminous works of Millin and Vaysse
de Villiers published in the early part of the present century; the departmental system
had not as yet created a French map, or, in the strict acceptance of the word, French
geography. Arche@ology was a dead letter, and very little interest was felt, even by
educated people, in the scenery or curiosities of their native land. Thus he halted at
Auray, and there was no one to point out the great stone avenues of Carnac and the
dolmens of Locmariaker; he passed through Alsace, ignoring the famous shrine and
grandiose site of St. Odille, extolled by Goethe in his poetic reminiscences. Arrived at
Autun, he was within easy reach of Avallon, so nobly towering over the beautiful
valley of the Cousin, and of the abbey church of Vézélay, unique in splendour and of
unique renown. Here, too, he was on the threshold of the little Celtic kingdom of the
Morvan, where village communism, as existing among patriarchal tribes, remained in
force till our own day, and where the stalwart husbandman still throws over his
shoulder the Gallic sagum, or short cloak, worn by the contemporaries of
Vercingetorix. The last village commune was broken up in 1848. The inhabitants of
this most picturesque, but unproductive, country depend largely on industrial
earnings, many migrating to Paris and other towns, and there pursuing various trades
during part of the year. The curious "flottage a bliches perdues," or floating of loose
logs, a speciality of the Morvan, gives work to thousands of men, women, and
children at certain seasons.

A wretched village occupied the site of the world-famous iron-foundries of Le
Creusot, when Arthur Young journeyed from Autun to Nevers in 1789. These works,
now covering a superficies of three hundred acres, and employing ten thousand hands,
have developed into a town almost tripling the respective populations of the above-
mentioned towns, chefs-lieux of the Sadne and Loire and the Niévre.

From "the mild, healthy, and pleasant plains of the Bourbonnais," he passed into
Auvergne, obtaining a glimpse of "the rich Limagne," of which Mr. Barham Zincke
has given us an exhaustive account. The Velay is rapidly traversed, and the chateau of
Polignac visited, already deserted by its owners, the thankless protégés of Louis XVI.
and Marie Antoinette. From its ruined battlements and prison towers, the tourist now
beholds a heart-quickening scene of rural ease and smiling fertility; far and wide the
beautifully cultivated plain, with its varied crops, not one inch of land wasted, the
whole forming a brilliant patchwork of green fields and yellow corn, whilst dotted
here and there are neat little homesteads and pasturing flocks and herds.
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From Le Puy, chef-lieu of the Haute-Loire, in spite of wretched inns and troublous
times, Montélimar on the Rhone is reached, at that time belonging to Dauphiné, in our
own, cheflicu of the Drome. Here he describes "mountains covered with chestnuts and
various articles of cultivation, which in districts not waste or volcanic, are waste, or in
a great measure useless." Until the ravages of the phylloxera, the choicer vineyards of
the Drome sold at the rate of 60,000 francs the hectare; but the manufactures of Crest
and Romans now constitute the chief wealth of this department.

Next he visits Avignon and the country of Venaissin, described as "one of the richest
districts in the kingdom," and followed by a picture of Vaucluse no traveller has as
yet surpassed. It was not till two years later, be it remembered, that the Papal state of
Avignon and the little Comté Venaissin were incorporated into French territory at the
request of the inhabitants, forming, with the principality of Orange and a portion of
Provence, the department of Vaucluse. The supersession of madder by chemical dyes,
and the phylloxera have of late years greatly diminished the revenues of this wealthy
region, which, if visited in summer, almost persuades the stranger that he is in the
East. Nothing can be more Oriental than the veteran figtrees, the peach orchards, the
olive groves, all veiled with finest white dust beneath a burning blue sky.

Here may be said to end Arthur Young's survey of France on the eve of the
Revolution, an enterprise altogether original, and carried out under extraordinary
circumstances. We need not feel astonishment at the great popularity enjoyed by his
work on the other side of the Channel. Whilst many fairly educated English folk have
never so much as heard the author's name, it is familiar to every schoolboy in France.
The Suffolk squire's scathing summing-up of the ancien régime, "Whenever you
stumble upon a grand seigneur, even one that is worth millions, you are sure to find
his property desert," is cited in the elementary histories for public schools approved
by the minister of education. Whilst, moreover, English students have been hitherto
compelled to resort to the British Museum or wait long and patiently for an expensive
copy of these Travels to turn up at a secondhand bookseller's, unabridged edition after
edition has appeared in Paris.13

Arthur Young did not hesitate to tell his French readers some blunt home-truths,
apparently taken in excellent temper; his journal must be described, for all that, as one
long, graceful acknowledgment of courtesies and hospitalities, recorded in an age
when anything like international friendship was rare indeed.

The book has greater claims upon French sympathy. In spite of certain reservations, it
is a vindication of peasant property and the Revolution, the two cardinal points of
French belief. From the first page to the last, he sets down the abject wretchedness of
the people and the stagnant condition of trade and commerce to bad government. But
another adage of our "wise and honest traveller," his famous axiom, "The magic of
property turns sands to gold," equally with improved administration, must account for
the contrasted picture that now meets our view. By the light of after-events he was led
to modify his ideas concerning the establishment of a democracy in France. But he
had already given his experiences to the world; he could not undo the effect of his
published work, and the observations summed up in his final chapter, to quote a great
living critic, were "a luminous criticism of the most important side of the Revolution,
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worth a hundred times more than Burke, Paine, and Macintosh all put together. Young
afterwards became panic-stricken, but his book remained. There the writer enumerates
without trope or invective the intolerable burdens under which the great mass of the
French people had for long years been groaning. It was the removal of those burdens
that made the very heart's core of the Revolution, and gave to France that new life
which so soon astonished and terrified Europe."14

Into Arthur Young's services to agriculture we have no space to enter here. They have
been briefly indicated by the brilliant, but all too rapid, historian of the English
people. "The numerous enclosure bills," writes Mr. Green, "which began with the
reign of George the Second, and especially marked that of his successor, changed the
whole face of the country. Ten thousand square miles of untilled land have been
added, under their operation, to the area of cultivation, while in the tilled land itself
the production had been more than doubled by the advance of agriculture, which
began with the travels and treatises of Mr. Arthur Young."

His claims are not only those of a foremost agriculturist, an indefatigable promoter of
the arts of peace, a citizen of the world in the widest acceptation of the name. He had
pondered long and deeply on those social and political problems that occupy thinkers
of our own day. Eminently practical, he yet indulged from time to time in the loftiest
idealism. "Why may not the time come," he writes in an early work, "when the whole
world shall be in a state of knowledge, elegance, and peace?" Scattered throughout his
writings we find, side by side with a statesmanlike grasp of facts, veritable flashes of
inspiration, a deep philosophical insight into the possibilities of human progress.15

My warm thanks are due to Mr. and Mrs. Arthur Young, grandson and granddaughter-
in-law of the great agriculturist, without whose kind assistance the following memoir
could not have been written. The materials were placed at my disposal whilst enjoying
the hospitality of Bradfield Hall, the modern mansion occupying the site of Arthur
Young's old home.

I also beg to express my indebtedness to M. Paul Joanne, and other obliging
correspondents, French and English.
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BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH
By Matilda Betham-Edwards

ARTHUR YOUNG was born Sept. 11, 1741, at Whitehall, but this accident of
birthplace does not deprive Suffolk of a distinguished son. His home from the first, as
it remained throughout the greater part of his life, was Bradfield Hall, of Bradfield-
Combust, near Bury St. Edmunds, a property held by the Young family since 1620.
He was the youngest son of the Reverend Dr. Arthur Young, Prebendary of
Canterbury Cathedral, chaplain to Arthur Onslow, Speaker of the House of Commons,
and rector of Bradfield, and of Lucretia, born, de Coussmaker, a lady of Dutch
extraction, whose family accompanied William III. to England. Mr. Speaker Onslow
and the Bishop of Bristol stood sponsors for the boy, appropriate inauguration of a life
destined to be spent in the best company. From his father, an extremely handsome
man six feet in stature, and the author of a learned work commended by Voltaire, he
inherited good looks, a striking presence, and literary facility; from his mother, an
inordinate craving for knowledge, and conversational powers of a high order. He
describes her as very amiable and cheerful, fond of conversation, for which she had a
talent, and a great reader on a variety of subjects. She brought her husband a very
large dowry, and no inconsiderable portion of this handsome jointure seems to have
been swallowed up in the speculations of her son, one of the greatest agriculturists
and least successful practical farmers who ever lived.

We can easily understand Arthur Young's love of rural life and keen appreciation of
scenery, after a visit to Bradfield, reached from Mark's Tey on the Great Eastern
Railway. It is a sweet spot, in the near neighbourhood of much of the beautiful
country with which Gainsborough has familiarized us. Alighting at the quiet little
station of Whelnetham, we follow a winding road overhung with lofty elms, that leads
to the village; or in summer, knee-deep in wild flowers and waving grasses, we may
take a traverse through the meadows, their lofty hedges a tangle of eglantine and
honeysuckle, on every side stretches of rich pasture, cornfields, and woods. The place
has a very old-world look; here and there, between the trees, peeps a whitewashed
cottage, with overhanging thatched roof, or a farmhouse of equally rustic appearance,
very little modernization having taken place in these regions.

The Suffolk farmer, as Arthur Young modestly calls himself, was in reality a country
squire. His old home has been replaced by a Gothic mansion, but nothing can be more
squirarchal than the well-wooded park, ornamental water with its swans, Queen
Anne's garden and stately avenues, leading to church and lodge, which remain as they
were in his own time. Opposite the gates of Bradfield Hall stands the village ale-
house, no quainter, more antiquated hostelry in rural England. Between park and
village, consisting of church, rectory-house, and a dozen cottages, lies the broad, elm-
bordered road leading to the railway station. This is the old London coach road
followed by our traveller when setting forth on his French travels a hundred years
ago, enterprises regarded by his family mad as those of Don Quixote himself.
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Entrancing as were these adventuresome journeys, we can fancy with what pleasure
he hailed the first glimpse of Bradfield on returning home safe and sound from one
expedition after another.

As happens with so many men of genius, Arthur Young owed little to schools or
schoolmasters. He was first sent to the grammar school at Lavenham—that
exquisitely clean, picturesque village, with its noble cathedral—no other name befits
the church—Ilying between Sudbury and Whelnetham.

"I was sent to this school," he writes, "in order to learn the Latin and Greek languages,
with the addition of receiving instruction in writing and arithmetic, taught by a man
who attended every day for that purpose; but whether from my being a favourite of
his, or having my attention too much affected by frequent visits to Bradfield, I
afterwards found myself so ill-grounded in those languages, that for some time before
leaving school I found it necessary to give much attention to recover lost time. My
mother soon bought me a little white pony, which was sent every Saturday to bring
me home, and though the plan was that of returning every Monday morning, yet the
weather or some other circumstance would often occasion delays, not a little
injurious. The latter part of the time I had a pointer and a gun, and went out with the
master. I had also a room to myself and a neat collection of books, and I remember
beginning to write a history of England, thinking that I could make a good one out of
several others. How early began my literary follies! I seemed to have a natural
propensity to writing books." Pretty well this for a boy of nine or ten! All readers of
the "Travels in France" will remember Arthur Young's love of music and the drama.
His diary shows at what an early age those tastes were fostered. In his thirteenth year,
he tells us, he is taken to London, sees Garrick in tragedy, and hears the Messiah.
Another characteristic, equally familiar to us, is his deep admiration of personal
beauty, and his delight in the society of graceful, attractive women. This, too, we find
a feature of his somewhat precocious boyhood.

"What commanded more of my attention," he writes, "was a branch of learning very
different from Greek: it was the lessons I received from a dancing-master, who came
over once a week from Colchester to teach the boys, and also some young ladies. Two
of these in succession made terrible havoc with my heart. The first was a Miss Betsey
Harrington, a Lavenham grocer's daughter, who was admitted by all who saw her to
be truly beautiful."

On quitting Lavenham, his destiny remained for a moment undecided. His father
wished him to be sent to Eton, and thence to one of the Universities. His mother
opposed the scheme, and he was apprenticed, with a premium of £600, to a mercantile
firm at Lynn. He wrote of this resolve in a strain of regret those who come after him
cannot share. Had paternal influence prevailed, he tells us, his life might have been
very different. Originality is nowhere more refreshing than in the Church. It is
pleasant to fancy Arthur Young a bishop. But what other pen would have given us
that inimitable picture of rural France on the eve of the great Revolution? Who else
would have fought so valiantly the cause of the farmer at home?
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"Every circumstance," he tells us, "attending this new situation was most detestable to
my feelings, till I effected an improvement by hiring a lodging, surrounding myself
with books, and becoming acquainted with a Miss Robertson, the daughter of the
elder partner. She was of a pleasing figure, with fine black, expressive eyes; danced
well, and performed on the harpsichord, as she received instructions from Mr. Burney
(Dr. Burney, the author of 'The History of Music'), then a person in the highest
estimation for his powers of conversation and agreeable manners." In these interesting
reminiscences he speaks of the great foppery prevailing in dress—a weakness from
which he was not himself exempt, as the vivacious Fanny Burney will tell us by-and-
by. His extraordinary—we are almost tempted to say abnormal—energy becomes
apparent in these early days. The future author of a history of agriculture in ten folio
volumes was already busy with the pen, writing pamphlets "On the Theatre of the
Present War in America," and kindred topics, for each of which he received the value
of ten pounds in books—an arrangement between publisher and literary aspirant that
might, perhaps, be judiciously followed in these days.

In 1759, being just twenty, he left Lynn, "without education, pursuits, profession, or
employment," he writes despondingly. His father died during the same year.
Somewhat later, whilst at Bristol recruiting from illness, his skill in chess-playing
attracted the attention of a military authority, who offered him a commission in a
cavalry regiment. If we could ill have spared Arthur Young for the Church, still more
should we have begrudged him to the army. Again his mother interfered, and posterity
owes her a debt of gratitude. Instead of exchanging bullets and sabre thrusts with his
French neighbours, Arthur Young was now destined to the more pacific international
give-and-take of roots and seeds. He became from that time a farmer.

"I was absolutely destitute of all means of advancement in any path of life that
promised an independent support. So situated, I could hardly fail of following the
maternal advice, to try what farming could do. I rented a small farm of my mother's,
and farmed from 1763 to 1766. Having taken a second farm that was in the hands of a
tenant, I gained some knowledge, but not much; and the painful effect was to
convince me that, to understand the business in any perfection, it was necessary to
continue my exertions for many years. And the circumstance, perhaps, of all others in
my life which I most deeply regretted, and considered as a sin of the blackest dye, was
my publishing the result of my experiences during these four years, which, speaking
as a farmer, was nothing but ignorance, folly, presumption, and rascality. The only
use which resulted from these years was to enable me to view the farms of other men
with an eye of more discrimination than I could possibly have done without that
practice. It was also the occasion of my going on the Southern Tour in 1767, the
Northern Tour in 1768, and the Eastern in 1770, extending through much the greater
part of the kingdom; and the execution of these tours was considered by all who read
them (and they were very generally read) to be of most singular utility to the general
agriculture of the kingdom."

It will not escape observation that these jottings of old age, interesting at they are, err

on the side of redundancy and epexegesis. We wholly miss the vivacity, terseness, and
vigour of the French Travels.
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At twenty-four he married Miss Martha Allen, of Lynn, sister to Fanny Burney's
stepmother. The marriage brought him an enviable connection—troops of friends, a
passport into brilliant circles, but no fireside happiness. The lady was evidently of a
captious disposition, shrewish temper, and narrow sympathies. "I wonder how he
could ever marry her!" wrote the quick-sighted author of "Evelina." On the other
hand, a generous woman might, perhaps, have had some ground for jealousy. A few
years later Arthur Young became famous. Courted by the great, a conspicuous figure
in society, handsome, witty, versatile, he certainly found a London salon more to his
taste than a dull farmhouse—a day's outing with the Burneys more congenial than
heavy land-farming in wet weather.

"Last night," writes Fanny, in the gossipy, ecstatic, invaluable journal of girlhood,
"while Hetty, Susey, and myself were at tea, that lively, charming, spirited16 Mr.
Young entered the room. Oh, how glad we were to see him! He was in extremely
good spirits." Later she adds: "Well, but now for our Greenwich party. Talking of
happiness, sensibility, and a total want of feeling, my mamma said, turning to me,
'Here's a girl will never be happy, never whilst she lives, for she possesses, perhaps, as
feeling a heart as ever girl had.' Some time after, when we were near the end of our
journey, 'And so,' said Mr. Young, 'my friend Fanny possesses a very feeling heart?'
He harped on this some little time, till at last he said he would call me feeling Fanny;
it was characteristic, he said, and a good deal more nonsense, that put me out of all
patience, which same virtue I have not yet sufficiently recovered to recount any more
of our conversation, charming as it was."

In the meantime he was making one disastrous attempt at practical farming after
another, like a desperate gamester doubling the stakes with every loss. For a year or
two after his marriage he remained at Bradfield, farming a copyhold of twenty acres,
his sole fortune, and eighty more, the property of his mother.

This experiment proving a failure, he next hired an occupation of three times the size
in Essex, which he was glad to be rid of in five years' time, paying a premium of £100
to the incoming tenant. His successor, a practical farmer, made a good deal of money
out of the concern, probably as much as Arthur Young had lost by it, so hampering to
worldly success is the possession of original ideas!

One of his farms he describes as "a devouring wolf," an epithet that need not surprise
us when we consider that he made 3,000 experiments on his Suffolk holding alone.

The superstitious might see in the pertinacity with which Mrs. Young encouraged her
son's ventures some preternatural foreshadowing of his career. Again and again she
advertised for a farm for him, and nothing better offering itself, he hired some land in
Hertfordshire, which ere long he anathematized as a "hungry vitriolic gravel, a
Nabob's fortune would sink in the attempt to raise good, arable crops to any extent in
such a country."

One of the most curious incidents in a career that detractors might well call Quixotic,

is the origin of the famous English Tours. Will it be believed that just as Cervantes'
half-mad hero set out in search of chivalrous adventure, and Dr. Syntax in search of
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the picturesque, this thrice-ruined farmer determined to explore the entire country till
he could find land that would pay? Whenever he put pen to paper he was successful.
Whenever he turned to experimental farming he almost ruined himself. These
narratives of home travel from an agricultural point of view were a novelty, and also
supplied an actual want. Not only did he give a succinct picture of farming as carried
on at that time in various parts of England, but much information valuable to the
general reader. The three works were largely sold, yet the author grew poorer and
poorer.

In 1770 Fanny Burney gives a vivacious, jaunty picture of her uncle, as she used to
call him. She describes him as most absurdly dressed for a common visit, being in
light blue, embroidered with silver, having a bag and sword, and walking in the rain.
"He was grown all airs and affectation," she adds, "yet I believe this was put on, for
what purpose I cannot tell, unless it were to let us see what a power of transformation
he possessed."

A year later we have a very different account. "Mr. and Mrs. Young have been in
town for a few days," scribbled the girl-diarist. "They are in a situation that quite
afflicts me. Mr. Young, whose study and dependence is agriculture, has half undone
himself by experiments. His writings upon this subject have been amazingly well
received by the public, and in his tours through England he has been caressed and
assisted almost universally. Indeed, his conversation and appearance must ever secure
him welcome and admiration. But, of late, some of his facts have been disputed, and
though I believe it to be only by envious and malignant people, yet reports of that
kind are fatal to an author, whose sole credit must subsist on his veracity. In short, by
slow but sure degrees, his fame has been sported with and his fortune destroyed....His
children, happily, have their mother's jointure settled upon them. He has some
thoughts of going abroad, but his wife is averse to it." A few weeks later she adds,
"Mr. Young is not well, and appears almost overcome with the horrors of his
situation; in fact, he is almost destitute. This is a dreadful trial for him, yet I am
persuaded he will still find some means of extricating himself from his distresses, at
least if genius, spirit, and enterprise can avail."

His own diary for this year contains the following entry: "The same unremitting
industry, the same anxiety, the same vain hopes, the same perpetual disappointment,
no happiness, nor anything like it." He had indeed reached one of the acutest crises of
his much-tried life; ruin stared him in the face.

But three months after that last sorrowful mention of her favourite, Fanny Burney
once more strikes a cheerful note. Mr. Young had dined with her sister and herself,
she wrote. Fortune, she hoped, smiled on him again, for he again smiled on the world.
The originator of three thousand unsuccessful experiments was hardly the man to lose
faith in himself. If occasional fits of dejection overtook him, he was ready an hour
after to enter upon a history of agriculture throughout all ages and in all countries,
make gigantic schemes in the interest of English husbandry, or to hire four thousand
acres of Yorkshire moorland with the intention of turning the wilderness into a
garden. His powers of work, of hoping against hope, of throwing heart and soul into
new interests and undertakings, were phenomenal.
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Of the year 1773 he writes: "Labour and sorrow, folly and infatuation: here began a
new career of industry, new hopes, and never-failing disappointment." And once more
the careless, yet inimitable pen of Fanny Burney gives us, in a few lines, the
catastrophe that had wellnigh shipwrecked his life: "I have had lately a very long and
very strange conversation with Mr. Young. We happened to be alone in the parlour,
and either from confidence in my prudence, or from an entire and unaccountable
carelessness of consequences, he told me that he was the most miserable fellow
breathing, and almost directly said that his connexions made him so, and most
vehemently added that if he was to begin the world again, no earthly thing should
prevail with him to marry! That now he was never easy but when he was in a plow-
cart, but that happy he could never be. I am very sorry for him, but cannot wonder."

In June, 1776, after a passage of twenty-four hours, he landed in Ireland. His stay did
not extend over three years, and during a part of the time he was occupied in
managing Lord Kingsbury's estate in County Cork. The result, nevertheless, was a
survey of the country, and an inquiry into the condition of the people, which for
accuracy, fulness of detail, and acuteness of observation, render it invaluable to this
day. "Arthur Young's Tour in Ireland," wrote Lord Lonsdale to Croker in 1849, "has
given me the idea that his views of Ireland were nearer the truth than any other work."

An accession of fame does not always mean an increase of fortune, and the future was
as hard a problem to the popular author, now in the prime of life and the fulness of
powers, as to the ambitious stripling of twenty. On his return from Ireland he wrote, "I
arrived at Bradfield on the first of January, and had then full time to reflect upon what
should be the pursuit of my life, and upon what plan I could devise for that fresh
establishment of myself which should at the same time prevent any relapse into those
odious dependencies and uncertainties which from 1771 to 1778 had been the
perpetual torment of my life. Whilst I was hesitating what plan to follow, an
emigration to America crossed my mind, and much occupied my thoughts." This
project was prevented by his mother's advanced years, and instead he took up leases
on her estate, gradually increasing his occupation to four hundred acres. Henceforth
his home was Bradfield, of which a few years later he became owner.

"My father," he tells us, "inherited Bradfield from his father Bartholomew Young,
Esq., called Captain from a command in the militia, and it is remarkable that with
only a part of the present estate he lived genteelly, and drove a coach and four on a
property which would in the present time only maintain the establishment of a
wheelbarrow."

Four children had been born to him, two daughters and a son, and after an interval of
thirteen years, his youngest and best-beloved child, the little girl familiar to readers of
the French Travels. Whilst he appears to have been an affectionate and conscientious
father, all the passionate depth and tenderness of his nature were lavished on this
latest born, his "darling child," his "lovely Bobbin." Her name was Martha, but her
bright, quick ways, rosy complexion, and dark, vivacious eyes, had won for her the
pet name of Robin, afterwards changed to Bobbin, and these mentions of Bobbin in
private diaries, little notes written to her from France, and letters to others concerning
her welfare, show his character in a new and touching light. This exquisite child—for
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the adoring praise of her father is amply substantiated by others—was the supreme
joy and consolation of a life often steeped in uncommon bitterness, and when she
died, there went forth a wail from an utterly desolated heart, that moves us to tears
after the long lapse of years. This awful shadow is as yet far off. The existence of his
darling corresponded to the most brilliant years of Arthur Young's career.

Glancing at the entries made between 1780 and 1787, that is to say, between the Irish
and French journeys, we find many a stirring episode, and much evidence of
indefatigable, even colossal labours, undertaken in a hopeful spirit. Some of these
memoranda are passing humorous: he tells us, for instance, how whilst at Petworth,
on a visit to Lord Egremont, he went into a bath at four o'clock a.m., the thermometer
standing below zero, and on coming out walked straight into a shrubbery, and rubbed
himself in the snow to see the effect of cold upon the body. It had none, he
complacently adds, except that of increasing strength and activity. From another note
we learn that he had been busy on stanzas to a lady.

The year 1783 opens with the project of the "Annals of Agriculture," which he calls,
as well he might do, one of the greatest speculations of his life. Literary contributions
were invited from all sides, and the work was launched under royal patronage. Arthur
Young not only acted as editor, but wrote voluminously for its pages. The "Annals"
consist of forty-five quarto volumes, and although much of the information therein
contained has been superseded, they form, in the words of a competent authority, "a
noble addition to any library. It is here, as a statesman, that Arthur Young stands pre-
eminent. On questions of home or international trade, on commerce, or prices, on
monopolies, on religious bigotry, on class arrogance and insolence, on endowed
charities, on the poor laws, on the law of settlement, on taxation direct and indirect,
on bounties and drawbacks, he knew as much as Cobden, and has written as wisely.
That which his great contemporary Adam Smith reasoned out, Arthur Young seems to
have reached with electric despatch by instinct."17

The "Annals" made a noise in the world; even Dr. Burney wrote enthusiastically
about them. Would he were ten years younger, he said, he would take Arthur Young's
white house and as much land as he could spare, and enter himself as his scholar.
From far and near came testimonies equally flattering, and from remote quarters of
Europe, flocked disciples and pupils to sit at the feet of the modern Varro. Among
those who found their way to Bradfield were three young Russians, sent by the
Empress Catherine to study farming under his care. He gives an amusing account of
their examination. One of the three was so much awed that he resolutely refused to
open his lips, for which offence, adds the narrator, I sincerely hope he was not sent to
Siberia. Later came the nephew of the Polish ambassador, "a heavy, dull man, with a
Tartar countenance; his intention was to learn agriculture, but he made poor
progress." The Duke de Liancourt, that amiable champion of the Revolution, the
President of the Dijon Parliament—and other distinguished personages familiar to
readers of the French Travels—also visited Bradfield.

In the midst of these multifarious and engrossing occupations the scheme of an

agricultural survey of France was gradually taking shape in his mind. Whilst
contributing largely to the "Annals," making a variety of experiments with the aid of
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Priestley, holding what may be called a professorial chair in his own home, he was
full of new projects.

In 1784 he had crossed to Calais with his son Arthur, "just to say that he had been in
France." In 1787 his friends, the Duke de Liancourt and Lazonski, invited him to join
them in a Pyrenean tour, and the invitation was accepted.

"This was touching a string tremulous to vibrate," he writes; "I had long wished for an
opportunity to examine France. My darling child, my lovely Bobbin, I left in perfect
health, the rest of my family well and provided for in every respect as they had
themselves chalked out, the 'Annals' lodged in the hand of a man on whose friendship
and abilities I could entirely confide." In spite of vehement remonstrances and
agonized entreaties, he set out. "I implore you to give up this mad scheme. Think of
your wife and children," his brother had written, and much more in the same strain,
working himself up into a veritable frenzy of panic. An expedition to Patagonia, or a
journey round the world, could hardly have inspired this timid counsellor with livelier
terrors. He certainly never expected to see the foolhardy traveler again.

Arthur Young's mother had died two years before, and the event is thus noted in his
journal: "My ever dear and venerated mother died. Happy, happy spirit." During her
lifetime, as we have seen, he shrank from the notion of quitting England.

It is a curious and interesting fact that these French journeys exactly realized a plan of
travel laid down in an early work. If we turn to the last chapter of that well-written
and characteristic little book, "The Farmer's Letters to the People of England" (second
edition, 1768), we shall find his own agricultural survey of France anticipated in
every point. The nobility and men of large fortune travel, he writes, but no farmers;
unfortunately those who have this peculiar and distinguishing advantage, the noble
opportunity of benefitting themselves and their country, seldom inquire or even think
about agriculture. Then follows the sketch of a farmer's tour in routes laid down for
his imaginary traveller, being precisely those he was himself to follow a decade later.
French Flanders must be visited, Lorraine and the adjoining provinces, Champagne
and Burgundy. Then the tour of Franche Comté and of the Lyonnais should be made;
next that of Normandy, Brittany, Orleannais, and Anjou. All the noble improvements
of the Marquis de Turbilly in that province ought to be viewed with the most attentive
eyes. From Anjou the traveller should journey through Guienne and Languedoc; next
examine Provence—then enter Dauphiné, Gascony, and examine the heaths of
Bordeaux; thence make his way to Spain, and travel towards Galicia.

To few of us is granted in middle age such entire fulfilment of the worthiest
aspirations of youth. Little, perhaps, did the writer foresee that he was himself to be
"that wise and honest traveller," who should describe rural France on the eve of the
Revolution, not only for his own countrymen and his own epoch, but for all Europe
and generations to come. We are gratified to find him at Turbilly, warmly received by
its noble owner, and inspecting his farm, as he begged to be allowed to do, with the
oldest surviving labourer of the late marquis.
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He had left no anxieties behind him when setting out for France, but his heart is ever
with his adored child. The fond letters he wrote to her in his large, clear, enviable
handwriting have all been preserved. From Moulins, August 7, 1787, he writes,
Bobbin being then four years old: "I think it high time to inquire how you do, pass
your time, how the Mag (magpie) does, and the four kittens. I hope you have taken
care of them, and remembered your papa wants cats. Do the flowers grow in your
garden? Are you a better gardener than you used to be? The Marquis de Guerchy's
little girls have a little house on a little hill, and on one side a little flower garden, on
the other side a little kitchen garden, which they manage themselves and keep very
clean from weeds. Bobbin would much like to see it." From Bagnéres de Luchon he
writes to his eldest daughter: "Do not forget to let me know how Bobbin does. God
send her well and free from accidents. I hope she does not go alone near hedges for
fear of snakes." From Limoges he sends many kisses to his dear little Bobbin, and her
sister Mary is to say that he will be sure to bring her a French doll.

We must pass briefly over these rich, happy, dazzling years. The French Travels
obtained all the éclat of a brilliant invention, which indeed, in a literary sense, they
may be described. No one had done the same thing before, and now it was done to
perfection. The author's name was soon in everybody's mouth. He received invitations
to half-a-dozen courts. All the learned societies of Europe and America enrolled him
as a member. His work was translated into a score of languages, and princes,
statesmen, political economists, wits—not only of his own nationality, but from
various parts of the world—paid a visit to Bradfield. Among his correspondents and
guests were Washington, Pitt, Burke, Wilberforce, La Fayette, Priestley, Jeremy
Bentham, that eccentric yet admirable philanthropist, Berchtold, and the Due de
Liancourt. Never, perhaps, had been seen in Suffolk such distinguished international
gatherings.

The Burneys were, of course, frequent visitors at the pleasant country house described
in "Camilla." Occasionally the too hospitable host—for although now owner of the
maternal estate, Arthur Young was far from rich—would give a féte champétre. At an
early hour the guests arrived. The fishponds in the park were dragged, and after a long
animated morning spent by both sexes out of doors, the party sat down to a four
o'clock dinner, degustating the fish just caught.

Travelling on the continent was now out of the question, but the home journeys were
continued. We find mention of an eleven days' tour in Yorkshire, made at a cost of
£17 3s. He also visited Norfolk, Bedfordshire, and Essex. Meantime the pen was as
busy as ever. In the year 1792 the editor contributed twenty-five papers to the
"Annals" on various subjects: Mr. Pitt's speech; the abolition of the slave trade;
turnips in Germany; a Spanish merino ram, inter alia.

The merino ram was a present from the king, and is thus commented upon in the
journal: "This year (1791) His Majesty had the goodness to present me with a present
of a Spanish ram. The world is full of those who consider military glory as the proper
object of the ambition of monarchs, who measure regal merit by the millions that are
slaughtered, by the public robbery and plunder that are dignified by the title of dignity
and conquest, and who look down on every exertion of peace and tranquillity as
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unbecoming those who aim at the epithet great, and unworthy the aim of men that are
born for masters of the globe. My ideas are cast in a very different mould, and I
believe the period is advancing with accelerated pace that shall exhibit character in a
light totally new, and shall rather brand than exalt the virtues hitherto admired, that
shall pay more homage to the prince who gave a ram to a farmer than for wielding the
sceptre."

It is hardly necessary to remind the reader that these reminiscences belong to old age.
No one could write more agreeable English than the Suffolk squire in his prime.

A ram and a secretaryship of £600 a year! Such were the ultimate rewards of a man of
splendid talents, one who had rendered signal services to his country! Seldom, indeed,
is the irony running through human fortunes so forcibly brought home to us, the
lesson of the poet's words, so humiliatingly borne out—

"Alas! the gratitude of men,
Has of'tner left me mourning."

In 1793 the Board of Agriculture was established by Act of Parliament. Here Arthur
Young saw the realization of a darling scheme, and as secretary he was certainly the
right man in the right place. Yet he felt doubtful of nomination, and even laid a wager
of books with his friend, Sir John Sinclair, a set of the "Annals" against the
"Statistical History of Scotland," that some one else would be chosen for the post. He
lost his wager, and thus wrote of his appointment: "What a change in the destinies of a
man's life! Instead of entering the solitary lord of 4,000 acres (in allusion to his
former purchase of Yorkshire moorland) in the keen atmosphere of lofty rock and
mountain torrent, with a little creation rising gradually around me, making the black
wilderness smile with cultivation and grouse give way to industrious population,
active, energetic, though remote and tranquil, and every instant of my existence
making two blades of grass grow where one was found before, behold me at a desk in
the smoke, the fog, the din of Whitehall."

"It 1s well to be reminded," writes an author before quoted, Mr. Pell, "that a
distinguished man like Arthur Young was satisfied to hold in old age an appointment
with a salary of £600 a year, finding herein a haven of rest after all his troubles and
labours." In this new capacity he showed all his phenomenal powers of work. The
business of the new board was carried on with the utmost assiduity. Whilst directing
several clerks and organizing schemes innumerable, he found time for literary
undertakings that would have appalled the soul of any but Varro himself. It is odd that
these two great authorities on agriculture, removed from each other by twelve
centuries, should be among the most voluminous writers on record. Arthur Young had
already begun his history of agriculture, the opus magnum, the crowning achievement
of his life, destined as he hoped to be his legacy to the nation. Alas! like many another
bequest of its kind, it occupies a spare cupboard into which the light of day never
enters. The encyclopadia was eventually finished, and consisted of ten folio volumes
of manuscript; some years after his death, a relation and devoted disciple got through
the formidable task of reducing the ten massive tomes to six. We hardly know which
to admire most, the industry of author or compiler. Were a third enthusiast to take the
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matter in hand, and pare down the abridgment by yet a sixth, we should doubtless
have a compendium of husbandry adapted to every library, and perhaps the only work
of the kind ever produced by a single pen.

Meantime honours and distinctions continued to pour in. The Empress Catherine sent
him a magnificent gold snuff-box, with two rich ermine cloaks for his wife and eldest
daughter. From her representative at Moscow came a second snuff-box, set with
diamonds, and inscribed with the words in Russian, "From a pupil to his master." The
Society of Arts adjudged him the honorary gold medal. The Salford Agricultural
Society offered a special medal, on which was engraved, "for his services to his
country."

And Fanny Burney paid him her prettiest compliments, which very likely he valued
far more than gold snuff-boxes or medals. In a letter preserved at Bradfield occurs the
following:—"P.S. Will Honeycomb says, if you would know anything of a lady's
meaning, (always provided she has any) when she writes to you, look at the
postscript. Now, pray, dear Sir, how came you ever to imagine what you are pleased
to blazon to the world with all the confidence of self-belief that you think farming the
only thing worth manly attention? You who, if taste, rather than circumstances, had
been your guide, might have found wreaths and flowers almost any way you had
turned, as fragrant as those of Ceres."

The enforced residence in London had many attractions. He dined out, he tells us,
from twenty-five to thirty times in one month, and had received during the same
period, "forty invitations from people of the highest rank and consequence." He
mentions the fact of having had two interviews with the king, and what interests us in
a far greater degree, a dinner in company of Hannah More. | was very eager, he
writes, in listening to every word that fell from her lips, though not nearly so much so
as I should have been many years after; an allusion explained by the last pages of this
memoir. In 1796 he visited Burke, and this entry is too interesting to be passed by.
The pair had corresponded on agriculture and had met before. Burke was naturally
delighted with Arthur Young's recantation, "The Example of France." He had not
seen, he wrote, anything in this controversy which stood better bottomed. It was a
"most able, useful, and reasonable pamphlet." "I reached Mr. Burke's before
breakfast," writes Young, "and had every reason to be pleased with my reception.
'Why, Mr. Young,' said Burke, 'it is many years since I saw you, and to the best of my
recollection you have not suffered the smallest change. You look as young as you did
sixteen years ago. You must be very strong. You have no belly. Your form shows
lightness. You have an elastic mind.' I wish I could have returned anything like the
compliment, but I was shocked to see him so broken, so low, and with such
expressions of melancholy. I almost thought that [ had come to see the greatest genius
of the age in vain. The conversation was remarkably desultory, a broken mixture of
agricultural observations, French madness, price of provisions, the death of his son,
the absurdity of regulating labour, the mischief of our poor laws, the difficulty of our
cottagers keeping cows, an argumentative discussion of any opinion seemed to
distress him, and I therefore avoided it. Speaking on public affairs he said: 'l never
read a newspaper, but if anything happens to occur which they think will interest me,
I am told of it.' I observed there was strength of mind in the resolution. 'Oh, no,' he
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replied; 'it is mere weakness of mind." It was evident that he would not publish on the
subject that had brought me to Gregory's (here Arthur Young alludes to a project
mooted in parliament for regulating the price of labour), but he declared himself
absolutely inimical to any regulation whatever by law, that all such interference was
not only unnecessary but mischievous. He observed that the supposed scarcity was
extremely ill understood, and that the consumption of the people was clear proof of it.
This in his neighbourhood was not lessened, as he had learned by a very careful
examination of many bakers, butchers, and excisemen, nor had the poor been
distressed further than what resulted immediately from that improvidence which was
occasioned by the poor laws. After breakfast he took me a sauntering walk for five
hours over his farm, and to a cottage where a scrap of land had been stolen from the
waste. [ was glad to find his farm in good order, and doubly so to hear that it was his
only amusement except the attention he paid to a school for sixty children of noble
French emigrants.

"Mrs. Crewe arrived just before dinner, and though she exerted herself with that
brilliance of imagination which renders her conversation so interesting, it was not
sufficient to raise the drooping spirits of Mr. Burke....Yet he tried once or twice to
rally, and once even to pun. Mrs. Crewe observing that Thelwel was to stand for
Norwich, observed that it would be horrid for Mr. Wyndham to be turned out by such
a man. 'Aye,' Mr. Burke replied, 'that would not fe/l well.” She laughed at him in the
style of condemning a bad pun. Somebody said it was a fair one. Burke said, 'It was
neither very bad nor very good.' My visit on the whole," adds Arthur Young, "was
interesting. I am glad once more to have seen and conversed with the man who I hold
to possess the greatest and most brilliant parts of any person of the age he lived in.
But to behold so great a genius so depressed with melancholy, stooping with infirmity
of body, feeling the anguish of a lacerated mind, and sinking into the grave under
accumulated misery—to see all this in a character I venerate, and apparently without
resource or comfort, wounded every feeling of my soul, and I left him next day almost
as low-spirited as himself."

The clouds were already gathering about his own horizon. A year later, and he too
was a grief-stricken, desolated, prematurely aged man.

His second daughter Elizabeth, married to a son of Hoole, the translator of Ariosto,
had died of consumption in 1794. Signs of the same terrible disease now began to
show themselves in his bright, his adored Bobbin. In the midst of his engrossing
occupations we find him constantly thinking of her, writing long letters, fulfilling her
childish commissions. Bobbin has expressed a wish for a workbox, and he bestows as
much attention on the purchase as if he were in treaty for 4,000 acres of moorland. He
had looked at a good many, he wrote, but could find none under twenty-five shillings,
or at still higher prices; he hears, however, that good ones are to be had at a lower
figure, and will continue his researches. He shows the most painful eagerness about
her health. She is to tell him every particular as to appetite, sleep, pulse, thirst. One of
these letters ends thus: "I cannot read half your mother's letter, but enough to see that
she is very angry with me for I know not what." He sends strict orders concerning her.
Miss Patty is to ride out in the chaise or on double horse when Bonnet (a bailiff) is not
obliged to be absent from the farm. If he is at market, when the days are long and

PLL v6.0 (generated September, 2011) 31 http://oll.libertyfund.org/title/292



Online Library of Liberty: Arthur Young’s Travels in France during the Years 1787, 1788, 1789

Miss Patty rises early, she can have a ride before breakfast. Bonnet is to pay Miss
Patty a shilling a week. In another note he reasons with the little patient on the
childishness of demurring at medicines. She is ordered steel, and only takes it under
protest. He urges her by the love she bears her father to follow out the doctor's orders
in every particular. Change of air was tried, but the precious life could not be saved.
She died about twelve months after his visit to Burke. "On Friday morning, June 19,
at twelve minutes past one," he writes, "my dear, angelic child breathed her last." In a
note below follows a later entry, "Here was my call to God. Oh! may it prove
effective."

He never recovered from the blow. In his overpowering grief he could not bear to part
with the mortal remains of his darling. When, at last, he consented to interment, the
coffin was placed under the family pew, her heart lying where he knelt in prayer. He
wept himself blind; the terrible calamity that now gradually overtook him being
indeed imputed to excess of weeping.

Sorrow mastered, unmanned a nature singularly hopeful and elastic. He became a
prey to morbid introspection, to the gloomiest views of human life. He fell at last into
the mood that incites men to write or read such works as "Baxter's Saints' Rest," or in
our own day, to join the Salvation Army. The blindness came on by slow degrees, and
for some time he remained at his post.

"In London, I am alone and therefore at peace," he writes significantly in 1798. "I rise
at four or five, and go to bed at nine or ten. I go to no amusements, and read some
Scripture every day. I never lay aside my good books but for business."

He still continues to see old friends, however, and his former interest in public affairs
does not wholly desert him. During the same year he visits Pitt several times at
Holwood, and throws heart and soul into new enterprises. The loss of his child has
awakened pity for suffering childhood. In one month alone we find seven dinners
given to about forty-eight poor children each time. Another entry is to this effect:
"Dinner to fifteen poor children, eleven shillings, another dinner, do., do., another to
thirty-seven poor children, sixteen shillings and sixpence," and so on, and so on.
Perhaps the following note may have something to do with these charities. "1798.
Sold copyright of my travels for 280 guineas." What travels these were he does not
say.

The business of the Board was still carried on as laboriously as before, but in 1808 he
writes that his sight is so indifferent he is afraid of writing at all, and further on, "My
eyes grow worse and worse. For me to read a letter of two sheets and a half would be
a vain attempt. | pick out as much as they will let me."

Three years later he was operated upon for cataract, and from a curious and
interesting letter written by his wife, we learn the cause, or supposed cause, of failure.
All seemed going on well with the somewhat intractable patient, and the oculists held
out good hope of recovery on one condition. He must remain calm. Weeping would
be fatal. Wilberforce paid him a visit as he sat bandaged in a dark room. The visitor
had been cautioned on no account whatever to agitate him, but either underrating his
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friend's susceptibility or his own, he began in his soft gentle voice, "The Duke of
Grafton is dead," and went on to speak of the duke's death so touchingly that the other
burst into tears. The mischief was done past recall. The last twelve years of life were
spent by Arthur Young in total blindness. They were busier for all that than those of
many men in the meridian. He was now chiefly at Bradfield, where the indefatigable
veteran severely taxed the energies of his comparatively youthful associates. Besides
his secretary, M. de St. Croix, he often enjoyed the friendly services of a
granddaughter of Dr. Burney's, Miss Francis by name, a lady who, like Mezzofanti,
was "a monster of languages, a Briareus of parts of speech, a walking polyglot." It
was a definite understanding that this linguistic knowledge—to what special uses it
was put we are not informed—should be kept up. Every day Miss Francis enjoyed an
hour or more for the purpose of reading a little Latin, Greek, Hebrew, Spanish, Italian,
Dutch, and so on. In a letter to her brother, Mary Young, the only surviving daughter,
amusingly describes one of these long, well-filled days. When at Bradfield, she tells
us, Miss Francis slept over the servant's hall with a packthread round her wrist, this
packthread passing through the keyhole communicated with Arthur Young's room,
and when he wanted to awake her, which was generally between four or five o'clock
in the morning, he pulled it, on which she immediately rose. The pair would then sally
forth for a two hours' walk on the turnpike road, stopping at some farmhouse to take
milk, and afterwards distributing religious tracts at the cottages by the way, Miss
Francis questioning the people upon their principles, reading to them, and catechizing
the children. "At half-past eight18 they return," writes Miss Young, "as that is the
hour M. St. Croix gets up, who finds it quite enough to read and write for two hours
and a half before breakfast. After breakfast the three adjourn to the library till one,
when Mr. St. Croix takes his walk for an hour, Miss Francis and my father read, write,
or walk till three o'clock. He puts children to school at Bradfield, Cockfield, and
Stanningfield, and every Sunday they meet and are catechized. Every Sunday night a
hundred meet, when Mr. St. Croix reads a sermon and chapter, and my father explains
for an hour, after which a prayer dismisses them. Last Sunday they (Arthur Young
and the linguist) went to church at Acton. Every Sunday they go to Acton or Ampton,
each church ten miles out and ten home, besides teaching the schools and the meeting
in the hall." She adds, "My father has taken out a license for the hall (i.e. Bradfield),
as there is an assembly of people which would have been liable to information." This
letter bears date May 13, 1814.

The Sunday evening services made a deep impression on the country folks. The
villagers of Bradfield and the neighbourhood still talk of the blind old Squire who was
a great preacher. They know little or nothing of his literary fame. The achievement by
which he will be remembered is to them a sealed book. But he lives in local memory
as a second Wesley, a wonderful stirrer-up of men's consciences, an unrivalled
expounder of the Gospel. There is still living at Bury St. Edmunds (1889) a
nonagenarian who has a vivid recollection of Arthur Young's sermons. In his
vehemence the orator would move to and fro till he gradually had his back turned to
the congregation, whereupon his daughter or secretary would gently place their hands
upon his shoulders and restore him to the proper position.

It is a touching figure we now take leave of, that blind, fervid, silver-haired preacher,
a hundred eager faces fixed upon his own, the rapt silence of the crowded meeting-
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place only broken by his trembling, impassioned tones. For the story of Arthur
Young's life is mainly told. The world had not yet lost sight of him. He was from time
to time pleasantly reminded of the conspicuous part he had played in it. He tells us
how, in 1815, when breakfasting with Wilberforce, he met General Macaulay, who,
recently travelling from Geneva to Lyons, had visited a French farm, where he found
everything "in the highest style of management, and so much superior to all the rest of
the country, that he inquired into the origin of such superiority. The answer of the
owner was, 'My cultivation is entirely that of Monsieur Arthur Young, whose
recommendations | have carried into practice with the success you see."" For the most
part the remaining years were uneventful. He bore his privations and infirmities with
resignation, and retained full possession of his faculties to the last. He died at
Sackville Street on the 20th April, 1820, and was buried at Bradfield. The handsome
tomb in the form of a sarcophagus erected to his memory stands close to the roadside,
over against the entrance to his old home. Passers-by may read the some-what stilted
yet veracious inscription on the outer slab:—

"Let every real patriot shed a tear,
For genius, talent, worth, lie buried here."

In France such a man would have had his statue long ago. Perhaps this more modest
tribute were more to his taste. That a native of his beloved Suffolk, herself a frequent
wayfarer throughout the length and breadth of France, should edit his French Travels
a hundred years after they were written, would surely have pleased Arthur Young
well.

Of his children two survived him, his daughter Mary, who died unmarried, and his

son Arthur, whose son, the present owner of Bradfield, is the last of Arthur Young's
race and name.
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PREFACE

IT is a question whether modern history has anything more curious to offer to the
attention of the politician, than the progress and rivalship of the French and English
empires, from the ministry of Colbert to the revolution in France. In the course of
those 130 years, both have figured with a degree of splendour that has attracted the
admiration of mankind.

In proportion to the power, the wealth, and the resources of these nations, is the
interest which the world in general takes in the maxims of political ceconomy by
which they have been governed. To examine how far the system of that ceconomy has
influenced agriculture, manufactures, commerce, and public felicity, is certainly an
inquiry of no slight importance; and so many books have been composed on the
theory of these, that the public can hardly think that time misemployed which
attempts to give THE PRACTICE.

The survey which I made, some years past, of the agriculture of England and Ireland
(the minutes of which I published under the title of Tours), was such a step towards
understanding the state of our husbandry as I shall not presume to characterise; there
are but few of the European nations that do not read these Tours in their own
language; and, notwithstanding all their faults and deficiencies, it has been often
regretted, that no similar description of France could be resorted to, either by the
farmer or the politician. Indeed it could not but be lamented, that this vast kingdom,
which has so much figured in history, were likely to remain another century unknown,
with respect to those circumstances that are the objects of my enquiries. An hundred
and thirty years have passed, including one of the most active and conspicuous reigns
upon record, in which the French power and resources, though much overstrained,
were formidable to Europe. How far were that power and those resources founded on
the permanent basis of an enlightened agriculture? How far on the more insecure
support of manufactures and commerce? How far have wealth and power and exterior
splendour, from whatever cause they may have arisen, reflected back upon the people
the prosperity they implied? Very curious inquiries; yet resolved insufficiently by
those whose political reveries are spun by their firesides, or caught flying as they are
whirled through Europe in post-chaises. A man who is not practically acquainted with
agriculture, knows not how to make those inquiries; he scarcely knows how to
discriminate the circumstances productive of misery, from those which generate the
felicity of a people; an assertion that will not appear paradoxical, to those who have
attended closely to these subjects. At the same time, the mere agriculturist, who
makes such journies, sees little or nothing of the connection between the practice in
the fields, and the resources of the empire; of combinations that take place between
operations apparently unimportant, and the general interest of the state; combinations
S0 curious, as to convert, in some cases, well cultivated fields into scenes of misery,
and accuracy of husbandry into the parent of national weakness. These are subjects
that never will be understood from the speculations of the mere farmer, or the mere
politician; they demand a mixture of both; and the investigation of a mind free from
prejudice, particularly national prejudice; from the love of system, and of the vain
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theories that are to be found in the closets of speculators alone. God forbid that I
should be guilty of the vanity of supposing myself thus endowed! I know too well the
contrary; and have no other pretension to undertake so arduous a work, than that of
having reported the agriculture of England with some little success. Twenty years
experience, since that attempt, may make me hope to be not less qualified for similar
exertions at present.

The clouds that, for four or five years past, have indicated a change in the political sky
of the French hemisphere, and which have since gathered to so singular a storm, have
rendered it yet more interesting, to know what France was previously to any change.
It would indeed have been matter of astonishment, if monarchy had risen, and had set
in that region, without the kingdom having had any examination professedly
agricultural.

The candid reader will not expect, from the registers of a traveller, that minute
analysis of common practice, which a man is enabled to give, who resides some
months, or years, confined to one spot; twenty men, employed during twenty years,
would not effect it; and supposing it done, not one thousandth part of their labours
would be worth a perusal. Some singularly enlightened districts merit such attention;
but the number of them, in any country, is inconsiderable; and the practices that
deserve such a study, perhaps, still fewer: to know that unenlightened practices exist,
and want improvement, is the chief knowledge that is of use to convey; and this rather
for the statesman than the farmer. No reader, if he knows anything of my situation,
will expect, in this work, what the advantages of rank and fortune are necessary to
produce—of such I had none to exert, and could combat difficulties with no other
arms than unremitted attention, and unabating industry. Had my aims been seconded
by that success in life, which gives energy to effort, and vigour to pursuit, the work
would have been more worthy of the public eye; but such success must, in this
kingdom, be sooner looked for in any other path than in that of the plough; the non
ullus aratro dignus honos, was not more applicable to a period of confusion and
bloodshed at Rome, than one of peace and luxury in England.

One circumstance I may be allowed to mention, because it will shew, that whatever
faults the ensuing pages contain, they do not flow from any presumptive expectation
of success: a feeling that belongs to writers only, much more popular than myself:
when the publisher agreed to run the hazard of printing these papers, and some
progress being made in the journal, the whole MS. was put into the compositor's hand
to be examined, if there were a sufficiency for a volume of sixty sheets; he found
enough prepared for the press to fill 140: and I assure the reader, that the successive
employment of striking out and mutilating more than the half of what I had written,
was executed with more indifference than regret, even though it obliged me to
exclude several chapters, upon which I had taken considerable pains. The publisher
would have printed the whole; but whatever faults may be found with the author, he
ought at least to be exempted from the imputation of an undue confidence in the
public favour; since, to expunge was undertaken as readily as to compose.—So much
depended in the second part of the work on accurate figures, that I did not care to trust
to myself, but employed a schoolmaster, who has the reputation of being a good
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arithmetician, for examining the calculations, and I hope he has not let any material
errors escape him.

The revolution in France was a hazardous and critical subject, but too important to be
neglected; the details I have given, and the reflections I have ventured, will, I trust, be
received with candour, by those who consider how many authors, of no
inconsiderable ability and reputation, have failed on that difficult theme: the course |
have steered is so removed from extremes, that I can hardly hope for the approbation
of more than a few; and I may apply to myself, in this instance, the words of
Swift:—"I have the ambition, common with other reasoners, to wish at least that both
parties may think me in the right, but if that is not to be hoped for, my next wish
should be, that both might think me in the wrong; which I would understand as an
ample justification of myself, and a sure ground to believe that I have proceeded at
least with impartiality, and perhaps with truth."
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TRAVELS DURING THE YEARS
1787, 1788, AND 1789.

THERE are two methods of writing travels; to register the journey itself, or the result
of it. In the former case, it is a diary, under which head are to be classed all those
books of travels written in the form of letters. The latter usually falls into the shape of
essays on distinct subjects. Of the former method of composing, almost every book of
modern travels is an example. Of the latter, the admirable essays of my valuable
friend Mr. Professor Symonds, upon Italian agriculture, 1 are the most perfect
specimens.

It is of very little importance what form is adopted by a man of real genius; he will
make any form useful, and any information interesting. But for persons of more
moderate talents, it is of consequence to consider the circumstances for and against
both these modes.

The journal form hath the advantage of carrying with it a greater degree of credibility;
and, of course, more weight. A traveller who thus registers his observations is
detected the moment he writes of things he has not seen. He is precluded from giving
studied or elaborate remarks upon insufficient foundations: If he sees little, he must
register little: if he has few good opportunities, of being well informed, the reader is
enabled to observe it, and will be induced to give no more credit to his relations than
the sources of them appear to deserve: If he passes so rapidly through a country as
necessarily to be no judge of what he sees, the reader knows it: if he dwells long in
places of little or no moment with private views or for private business, the
circumstance is seen; and thus the reader has the satisfaction of being as safe from
imposition either designed or involuntary, as the nature of the case will admit: all
which advantages are wanted in the other method.

But to balance them, there are on the other hand some weighty inconveniences;
among these the principal is, the prolixity to which a diary generally leads; the very
mode of writing almost making it inevitable. It necessarily causes repetitions of the
same subjects and the same ideas; and that surely must be deemed no inconsiderable
fault, when one employs many words to say what might be better said in a few.
Another capital objection is, that subjects of importance, instead of being treated de
suite for illustration or comparison, are given by scraps as received, without order,
and without connection; a mode which lessens the effect of writing, and destroys
much of its utility.

In favour of composing essays on the principal objects that have been observed, that
is, giving the result of travels and not the travels themselves, there is this obvious and
great advantage, that the subjects thus treated are in as complete a state of
combination and illustration as the abilities of the author can make them; the matter
comes with full force and effect. Another admirable circumstance is brevity; for by
the rejection of all useless details, the reader has nothing before him but what tends to
the full explanation of the subject: of the disadvantages, I need not speak; they are
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sufficiently noted by shewing the benefits of the diary form; for proportionably to the
benefits of the one will clearly be the disadvantages of the other.

After weighing the pour and the contre, I think that it is not impracticable in my
peculiar case to retain the benefits of both these plans.

With one leading and predominant object in view, namely agriculture, I have
conceived that I might throw each subject of it into distinct chapters, retaining all the
advantages which arise from composing the result only of my travels.

At the same time, that the reader may have whatever satisfaction flows from the diary
form, the observations which I made upon the face of the countries through which I
passed; and upon the manners, customs, amusements, towns, roads, seats, &c., may,
without injury, be given in a journal, and thus satisfy the reader in all those points,
with which he ought in candour to be made acquainted, for the reasons above
intimated.

It is upon this idea that I have reviewed my notes, and executed the work I now offer
to the public.

But travelling upon paper, as well as moving amongst rocks and rivers, hath its
difficulties. When I had traced my plan, and begun to work upon it, I rejected without
mercy a variety of little circumstances relating to myself only, and of conversations
with various persons which I had thrown upon paper for the amusement of my family
and intimate friends. For this [ was remonstrated with by a person, of whose judgment
I think highly, as having absolutely spoiled my diary, by expunging the very passages
that would best please the mass of common readers; in a word, that I must give up the
journal plan entirely or let it go as it was written.—To treat the public like a friend, let
them see all, and trust to their candour for forgiving trifles. He reasoned thus: Depend
on it, Young, that those notes you wrote at the moment, are more likely to please than
what you will now produce coolly, with the idea of reputation in your head: whatever
you strike out will be what is most interesting, for you will be guided by the
importance of the subject,; and believe me, it is not this consideration that pleases so
much as a careless and easy mode of thinking and writing, which every man exercises
most when he does not compose for the press. That I am right in this opinion you
yourself afford a proof. Your tour of Ireland (he was pleased to say) is one of the best
accounts of a country I have read, yet it had no great success. Why? Because the chief
part of it is a farming diary, which, however valuable it may be to consult, nobody
will read. If, therefore, you print your journal at all, print it so as to be read; or reject
the method entirely, and confine yourself to set dissertations. Remember the travels of
Dr. — and Mrs. —, from which it would be difficult to gather one single
importantidea, yet they were received with applause; nay, the bagatelles of Baretti,
amongst the Spanish muleteers were read with avidity.

The high opinion I have of the judgment of my friend, induced me to follow his
advice; in consequence of which, I venture to offer my itinerary to the public, just as it
was written on the spot: requesting my reader, if much should be found of a trifling
nature, to pardon it, from a reflection, that the chief object of my travels is to be found
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in another part of the work, to which he may at once have recourse, if he wish to
attend only to subjects of a more important character.
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JOURNAL.
MAY 15, 1787.

THE streight that separates England, so fortunately for her, from all the rest of the
world, must be crossed many times before a traveller ceases to be surprised at the
sudden and universal change that surrounds him on landing at Calais. The scene, the
people, the language, every object is new; and in those circumstances in which there
is most resemblance, a discriminating eye finds little difficulty in discovering marks
of distinctions.

The noble improvement of a salt marsh, worked by Mons. Mouron of this town,
occasioned my acquaintance some time ago with that gentleman; and I had found him
too well informed, upon various important objects, not to renew it with pleasure. I
spent an agreeable and instructive evening at his house.—165 miles.

The 17th. Nine hours rolling at anchor had so fatigued my mare, that I thought it
necessary for her to rest one day; but this morning I left Calais. For a few miles the
country resembles parts of Norfolk and Suffolk; gentle hills, with some inclosures
around the houses in the vales, and a distant range of wood. The country is the same
to Boulogne. Towards that town, I was pleased to find many seats belonging to people
who reside there. How often are false ideas conceived from reading and report! I
imagined that nobody but farmers and labourers in France lived in the country; and
the first ride I take in that kingdom shews me a score of country seats. The road
excellent.

Boulogne is not an ugly town; and from the ramparts of the upper part the view is
beautiful, though low water in the river would not let me see it to advantage. It is well
known that this place has long been the resort of great numbers of persons from
England, whose misfortunes in trade, or extravagance in life, have made a residence
abroad more agreeable than at home. It is easy to suppose that they here find a level of
society that tempts them to herd in the same place. Certainly it is not cheapness, for it
is rather dear. The mixture of French and English women makes an odd appearance in
the streets; the latter are dressed in their own fashion; but the French heads are all
without hats, with close caps, and the body covered with a long cloak that reaches to
the feet. The town has the appearance of being flourishing: the buildings good, and in
repair, with some modern ones; perhaps as sure a test of prosperity as any other. They
are raising also a new church, on a large and expensive scale. The place on the whole
is chearful, and the environs pleasing; and the sea-shore is a flat strand of firm sand as
far as the tide reaches. The high land adjoining is worth viewing by those who have
not already seen the petrification of clay; it is found in the stoney and argilaceous
state, just as what I described at Harwich. ("Annals of Agriculture," vol. vi. p.
218.)—24 miles.

The 18th. The view of Boulogne from the other side, at the distance of a mile is a

pleasing landscape; the river meanders in the vale, and spreads in a fine reach under
the town, just before it falls into the sea, which opens between two high lands, one of

PLL v6.0 (generated September, 2011) 44 http://oll.libertyfund.org/title/292



Online Library of Liberty: Arthur Young’s Travels in France during the Years 1787, 1788, 1789

which backs the town.—The view wants only wood; for if the hills had more, fancy
could scarcely paint a more agreeable scene. The country improves, more inclosed,
and some parts strongly resembling England. Some fine meadows about Bonbrie,2
and several chateaus. I am not professedly in this diary on husbandry, but must just
observe, that it is to the full as bad as the country is good; corn miserable and yellow
with weeds, yet all summer fallowed with lost attention, On the hills, which are at no
great distance from the sea, the trees turn their heads from it, shorn of their foliage: it
is not therefore to the S. W. alone that we should attribute this effect.—If the French
have not husbandry to shew us, they have roads; nothing can be more beautiful, or
kept in more garden order, if I may use the expression, than that which passes through
a fine wood of Mons. Neuvillier's; and indeed for the whole way from Samer3 it is
wonderfully formed: a vast causeway, with hills cut to level vales; which would fill
me with admiration, if I had known nothing of the abominable corvees,4 that make
me commiserate the oppressed farmers, from whose extorted labour, this
magnificence has been wrong. Women gathering grass and weeds by hand in the
woods for their cows is a trait of poverty.

Pass turbarries,5 near Montreuil,6 like those at Newbury. The walk round the
ramparts of that town is pretty: the little gardens in the bastions below are singular.
The place has many English; for what purpose not easy to conceive, for it is
unenlivened by those circumstances that render towns pleasant. In a short
conversation with an English family returning home, the lady, who is young, and 1
conjecture agreeable, assured me I should find the court of Versailles amazingly
splendid. Oh! how she loved France!—and should regret going to England if she did
not expect soon to return. As she had crossed the kingdom of France, I asked her what
part of it pleased her best; the answer was, such as a pair of pretty lips would be sure
to utter, "Oh! Paris and Versailles." Her husband, who is not so young, said
"Touraine." It is probable, that a farmer is much more likely to agree with the
sentiments of the husband than of the lady, notwithstanding her charms.—24 miles.

The 19th. Dined, or rather starved, at Bernay,7 where for the first time I met with that
wine of whose ill fame I had heard so much in England, that of being worse than
small beer. No scattered farm-houses in this part of Picardy, all being collected in
villages which is as unfortunate for the beauty of a country, as it is inconvenient to its
cultivation. To Abbeville,8 unpleasant, nearly flat; and though there are many and
great woods, yet they are uninteresting. Pass the new chalk chateau of Mons. St.
Maritan, who, had he been in England, would not have built a good house in that
situation, nor have projected his walls like those of an alms-house.

Abbeville is said to contain 22,000 souls; it is old, and disagreeably built; many of the
houses of wood, with a greater air of antiquity than [ remember to have seen; their
brethren in England have been long ago demolished. Viewed the manufacture of Van
Robais,9 which was established by Lewis XIV. and of which Voltaire and others have
spoken so much. I had many enquiries concerning wool and woollens to make here;
and, in conversation with the manufacturers, found them great politicians,
condemning with violence the new commercial treaty10 with England.—30 miles.

The 21st. It is the same flat and unpleasing country to Flixcourt.11 —15 miles.
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The 22d. Poverty and poor crops to Amiens; women are now ploughing with a pair of
horses to sow barley. The difference of the customs of the two nations is in nothing
more striking than in the labours of the sex; in England, it is very little that they will
do in the fields except to glean and make hay; the first is a party of pilfering, and the
second of pleasure: in France, they plough and fill the dung-cart. Lombardy poplars
seem to have been introduced here about the same time as in England.

Picquigny12 has been the scene of a remarkable transaction, that does great honour to
the tolerating spirit of the French nation. Mons. Colmar, a Jew, bought the seignory
and estate, including the viscounty of Amiens, of the Duke of Chaulnes, by virtue of
which he appoints the canons of the cathedral of Amiens. The bishop resisted his
nomination, and it was carried by appeal to the parliament of Paris, whose decree was
in favour of Mons. Colmar. The immediate seignory of Picquigny, but without its
dependences, is resold to the Count d'Artois.

At Amiens, view the cathedral, said to be built by the English; it is very large and
beautifully light and decorated. They are fitting it up in black drapery, and a great
canopy, with illuminations for the burial of the prince de Tingry, colonel of the
regiment of cavalry, whose station is here. To view this was an object among the
people, and crouds were at each door. I was refused entrance, but some officers being
admitted, gave orders that an English gentleman without should be let in, and I was
called back from some distance and desired very politely to enter, as they did not
know at first that [ was an Englishman. These are but trifles, but they show liberality,
and it is fair to report them. If an Englishman receives attention in France, because he
is an Englishman, what return ought to be made to a Frenchman in England is
sufficiently obvious. The chateau d'eau or machine for supplying Amiens with water
is worth viewing; but plates only could give an idea of it. The town abounds with
woollen manufactures. I conversed with several masters who united entirely with
those of Abbeville in condemning the treaty of commerce.—15 miles.

The 23rd. To Breteuill3 the country is diversified, woods everywhere in sight the
whole journey.—21 miles.

The 24th. A flat and uninteresting chalky country continues about to Clermont, 14
where it improves; is hilly and has wood. The view of the town as soon as the dale is
seen, with the Duke of Fitzjames' plantation is pretty.—24 miles.

The 25th. The environs of Clermont are picturesque. The hills about Liancourt are
pretty and spread with a sort of cultivation I had never seen before, a mixture of
vineyards (for here the vines first appear), gardens and corn. A piece of wheat, a scrap
of lucerne, a patch of clover or vetches, a bit of vine with cherry and other fruit trees
scattered among all, and the whole cultivated with the spade; it makes a pretty
appearance, but must form a poor system of trifling.

Chantilly—magnificence is its reigning character, it is never lost. There is not taste or
beauty enough to soften it into milder features; all but the chateaul$ is great, and
there is something imposing in that; except the gallery of the great Condé's battles and
the cabinet of natural history, which is rich in very fine specimens, most
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advantageously arranged; it contains nothing that demands particular notice; nor is
there one room which in England would be called large. The stable is truly great and
exceeds very much indeed anything of the kind I had ever seen. It is 580 feet long and
40 broad, and is sometimes filled with 240 English horses. I had been so accustomed
to the imitation in water of the waving and irregular lines of nature that I came to
Chantilly16 prepossessed against the idea of a canal, but the view of one here is
striking and had the effect which magnificent scenes impress. It arises from extent and
from the right lines of the water uniting with the regularity of the objects in view. It is
Lord Kames,17 I think, who says the part of the garden contiguous to the house
should partake of the regularity of the building; with much magnificence about a
place this is unavoidable. The effect here, however, is lessened by the parterre before
the castle, in which the division and the diminutive jets d'eau are not of a size to
correspond with the magnificence of the canal. The menagerie is very pretty, and
exhibits a prodigious variety of domestic poultry, from all parts of the world; one of
the best objects to which a menagerie can be applied; these, and the Corsican stag had
all my attention. The hameau contains an imitation of an English garden; the taste is
but just introduced into France, so that it will not stand a critical examination.' The
most English idea I saw is the lawn in front of the stables; it is large, of a good
verdure, and well kept; proving clearly that they may have as fine lawns in the north
of France as in England. The labyrinth is the only complete one I have seen, and |
have no inclination to see another: it is in gardening what a rebus is in poetry. In the
Sylvae are many very fine and scarce plants. I wish those persons who view Chantilly,
and are fond of fine trees would not forget to ask for the great beech,; this is the finest
I ever saw; strait as an arrow, and, as I guess, not less than 80 or 90 feet high; 40 feet
to the first branch, and 12 feet diameter at five from the ground. It is in all respects
one of the finest trees that can anywhere be met with. Two others are near it, but not
equal to this superb one. The forest around Chantilly, belonging to the Prince of
Condé¢, 18 is immense, spreading far and wide; the Paris road crosses it for ten miles,
which is its least extent. They say the capitainerie, or paramountship, is above 100
miles in circumference. That is to say, all the inhabitants for that extent are pestered
with game, without permission to destroy it, in order to give one man diversion.
Ought not these capitaineries to be extirpated?

At Luzarch,19 I found that my mare, from illness, would travel no further; French
stables, which are covered dunghills, and the carelessness of garcons d'ecuries, an
execrable set of vermin, had given her cold. I therefore left her to send for from Paris,
and went thither post; by which experiment I found that posting in France is much
worse, and even, upon the whole, dearer than in England. Being in a post-chaise |
travelled to Paris, as other travellers in post-chaises do, knowing little or nothing. The
last ten miles I was eagerly on the watch for that throng of carriages which near
London impede the traveller. I watched in vain; for the road, quite to the gates, is, on
comparison, a perfect desert. So many great roads join here, that I suppose this must
be accidental. The entrance has nothing magnificent; ill built and dirty. To get to the
Rue de Varenne Faubourg St. Germain, I had the whole city to cross, and passed it by
narrow, ugly, and crouded streets.

At the hotel de la Rochefoucauld I found the Duke of Liancourt20 and his sons, the
Count de la Rochefoucauld, and the Count Alexander, with my excellent friend
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Monsieur de Lazowski,21 all of whom I had the pleasure of knowing in Suffolk. They
introduced me to the Duchess d'Estissac, mother of the Duke of Liancourt, and to the
Duchess of Liancourt. The agreeable reception and friendly attentions I met with from
all this liberal family were well calculated to give me the most favourable impression
* k¥ %42 miles.

The 26th. So short a time had I passed before in France, that the scene is totally new
to me. Till we have been accustomed to travelling we have a propensity to stare at and
admire everything—and to be on the search for novelty, even in circumstances in
which it is ridiculous to look for it. I have been upon the full silly gape to find out
things that I had not found before, as if a street in Paris could be composed of
anything but houses, or houses formed of anything but brick or stone—or that the
people in them, not being English, would be walking on their heads. I shall shake off
this folly as fast as I can, and bend my attention to mark the character and disposition
of the nation. Such views naturally lead us to catch the little circumstances which
sometimes express them; not an easy task, but subject to many errors.

I have only one day to pass at Paris, and that is taken up with buying necessaries. At
Calais, my abundant care produced the inconvenience it was meant to avoid; I was
afraid of losing my trunk, by leaving it at Dessein's for the diligence; so I sent it to M.
Mouron's.—The consequence is, that it is not to be found at Paris, and its contents are
to be bought again before I can leave this city on our journey to the Pyrenees. |
believe it may be received as a maxim, that a traveller should always trust his baggage
to the common voitures of the country, without any extraordinary precautions.

After a rapid excursion, with my friend Lazowski, to see many things; but too hastily
to form any correct idea, spend the evening at his brother's, where I had the pleasure
of meeting Mons. de Broussonet,22 secretary of the Royal Society of Agriculture,23
and Mons. Desmarets, both of the Academy of Sciences. As Mons. Lazowski 1s well
informed in the manufactures of France, in the police of which he enjoys a post of
consideration, and as the other gentlemen have paid much attention to agriculture, the
conversation was in no slight degree instructive, and I regretted that a very early
departure from Paris would not let me promise myself a further enjoyment so
congenial with my feelings, as the company of men, whose conversation shewed a
marked attention to objects of national importance. On the breaking up of the party,
went with count Alexander de la Rochefoucauld post to Versailles, to be present at the
féte of the day following; (whitsunday) slept at the duke de Liancourt's hotel.

The 27th. Breakfasted with him at his apartments in the palace, which are annexed to
his office of grand master of the wardrobe, one of the principal in the court of
France.—Here I found the duke surrounded by a circle of noblemen, among whom
was the duke de la Rochefoucauld,24 well known for his attention to natural history; I
was introduced to him, as he is going to Bagnere de Luchon in the Pyrenees, where I
am to have the honour of being in his party.

The ceremony of the day was, the King's investing the Duke of Berri, son of the count

D'Artois, with the cordon blue. The Queen's band was in the chapel where the
ceremony was performed, but the musical effect was thin and weak. During the

PLL v6.0 (generated September, 2011) 48 http://oll.libertyfund.org/title/292



Online Library of Liberty: Arthur Young’s Travels in France during the Years 1787, 1788, 1789

service the King was seated between his two brothers, and seemed by his carriage and
inattention to wish himself a hunting. He would certainly have been as well
employed, as in hearing afterwards from his throne a feudal oath of chivalry, I
suppose, or some such nonsense, administered to a boy of ten years old. Seeing much
pompous folly I imagined it was the dauphin, and asked a lady of fashion near me; at
which she laughed in my face, as if [ had been guilty of the most egregious idiotism:
nothing could be done in a worse manner; for the stifling of her expression only
marked it the more. I applied to Mons. de la Rochefoucauld to learn what gross
absurdity I had been guilty of so unwittingly; when, for-sooth, it was because the
dauphin, as all the world knows in France, has the cordon blue put around him as soon
as he is born. So unpardonable was it for a foreigner to be ignorant of such an
important part of French history, as that of giving a babe a blue slobbering bib instead
of a white one!

After this ceremony was finished, the King and the knights walked in a sort of
procession to a small apartment in which he dined, saluting the Queen as they passed.
There appeared to be more ease and familiarity than form in this part of the ceremony;
her majesty, who, by the way, is the most beautiful woman I saw to-day, received
them with a variety of expression. On some she smiled; to others she talked; a few
seemed to have the honour of being more in her intimacy. Her return to some was
formal, and to others distant. To the gallant Suffrein25 it was respectful and benign.
The ceremony of the King's dining in public is more odd than splendid. The Queen sat
by him with a cover before her, but ate nothing; conversing with the duke of Orleans,
and the duke of Liancourt, who stood behind her chair. To me it would have been a
most uncomfortable meal, and were I a sovereign, I would sweep away three-fourths
of these stupid forms; if Kings do not dine like other people, they lose much of the
pleasure of life; their station is very well calculated to deprive them of much, and they
submit to nonsensical customs, the sole tendency of which is to lessen the remainder.
The only comfortable or amusing dinner is a table of ten or twelve covers for the
people whom they like; travellers tell us that this was the mode of the late King of
Prussia, who knew the value of life too well to sacrifice it to empty forms on the one
hand, or to a monastic reserve on the other.

The palace of Versailles, one of the objects of which report had given me the greatest
expectation, is not in the least striking: I view it without emotion: the impression it
makes is nothing. What can compensate the want of unity? From whatever point
viewed, it appears an assemblage of buildings; a splendid quarter of a town, but not a
fine edifice; an objection from which the garden front is not free, though by far the
most beautiful.—The great gallery is the finest room I have seen; the other apartments
are nothing; but the pictures and statues are well known to be a capital collection. The
whole palace, except the chapel, seems to be open to all the world; we pushed through
an amazing croud of all sorts of people to see the procession, many of them not very
well dressed, whence it appears, that no questions are asked. But the officers at the
door of the apartment in which the King dined, made a distinction, and would not
permit all to enter promiscuously.

Travellers speak much, even very late ones, of the remarkable interest the French take
in all that personally concerns their King, shewing by the eagerness of their attention
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not curiosity only, but love. Where, how, and in whom those gentlemen discovered
this I know not.—It is either misrepresentation, or the people are changed in a few
years more than is credible. Dine at Paris, and in the evening the duchess of
Liancourt, who seems to be one of the best of women, carried me to the opera at St.
Cloud,26 where also we viewed the palace which the Queen is building; it is large,
but there 1s much in the front that does not please me.—20 miles.

The 28th. Finding my mare sufficiently recovered for a journey, a point of importance
to a traveller so weak in cavalry as myself, I left Paris, accompanying the count de la
Rochefoucauld and my friend Lazowski, and commencing a journey that is to cross
the whole kingdom to the Pyrenees. The road to Orleans is one of the greatest that
leads from Paris, I expected, therefore, to have my former impression of the little
traffic near that city removed; but on the contrary, it was confirmed; it is a desert
compared with those around London. In ten miles we met not one stage or diligence;
only two messageries, and very few chaises; not a tenth of what would have been met
had we been leaving London at the same hour. Knowing how great, rich, and
important a city Paris is, this circumstance perplexes me much. Should it afterwards
be confirmed, conclusions in abundance are to be drawn.

For a few miles, the scene 1s everywhere scattered with the shafts of quarries, the
stone drawn up by lanthorn wheels of a great diameter. The country diversified; and
its greatest want to please the eye is a river; woods generally in view; the proportion
of the French territory covered by this production for want of coals, must be
prodigious, for it has been the same all the way from Calais. At Arpajon,27 the
maréchal duke de Mouchy28 has a small house, which has nothing to recommend
it.—20 miles.

The 29th. To Estamps29 is partly through a flat country, the beginning of the famous
Pays de Beauce. To Toury,30 flat and disagreeable, only two or three gentlemen's
seats in sight.—31 miles.

The 30th. One universal flat, uninclosed, uninteresting, and even tedious, though
small towns and villages are every where in sight; the features that might compound a
landscape are not brought together. This Pays de Beauce contains, by reputation, the
cream of French husbandry; the soil excellent; but the management all fallow. Pass
through part of the forest of Orleans belonging to the duke of that name: it is one of
the largest in France.

From the steeple of the cathedral at Orleans, the prospect is very fine. The town large,
and its suburbs, of single streets, extend near a league. The vast range of country, that
spreads on every side, is an unbounded plain, through which the magnificent Loire
bends his stately way, in sight for 14 leagues; the whole scattered with rich meadows,
vineyard, gardens, and forests. The population must be very great; for, beside the city,
which contains near 40,000 people, the number of smaller towns and villages strewed
thickly over the plain is such as to render the whole scene animated. The cathedral,
from which we had this noble prospect is a fine building, the choir raised by Henry
IV. The new church is a pleasing edifice; the bridge a noble structure of stone, and the
first experiment of the flat arch made in France, where it is now so fashionable. It
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contains nine, and is 410 yards long, and 45 feet wide. To hear some Englishmen talk,
one would suppose there was not a fine bridge in all France; not the first, nor the last
error [ hope that travelling will remove. There are many barges and boats at the quay,
built upon the river in the Bourbonnois, &c. loaded with wood, brandy, wine, and
other goods; on arriving at Nantes, the vessels are broken up and sold with the cargo.
Great numbers built with spruce fir. A boat goes from hence to that city, when
demanded by six passengers, each paying a louis-d'or:31 they lie on shore every night,
and reach Nantes in four days and a half. The principal street leading to the bridge is a
fine one, all busy and alive, for trade is brisk here. Admire the fine acacias scattered
about the town.—20 miles.

The 31st. On leaving it, enter soon the miserable province of Sologne, which the
French writers call the triste Sologne.32 Through all this country they have had severe
spring frosts, for the leaves of the walnuts are black and cut off. I should not have
expected this unequivocal mark of a bad climate after passing the Loire. To La Ferté
Lowendahl,33 a dead flat of hungry sandy gravel, with much heath. The poor people,
who cultivate the soil here, are métayers,34 that is, men who hire the land without
ability to stock it; the proprietor is forced to provide cattle and seed, and he and his
tenant divide the produce; a miserable system, that perpetuates poverty and excludes
instruction. Meet a man employed on the roads who was prisoner at Falmouth four
years; he does not seem to have any rancour against the English; nor yet was he very
well pleased with his treatment. At La Ferté35 is a handsome chateau of the marquis
de Croix, with several canals, and a great command of water. To Nonant-le-
Fuzelier,36 a strange mixture of sand and water. Much inclosed, and the houses and
cottages of wood filled between the studs with clay or bricks, and covered not with
slate but tile, with some barns boarded like those in Suffolk—rows of pollards in
some of the hedges; an excellent road of sand; the general features of a woodland
country; all combined to give a strong resemblance to many parts of England; but the
husbandry is so little like that of England, that the least attention to it destroyed every
notion of similarity.—27 miles.

JUNE 1. The same wretched country continues to La Loge;37 the fields are scenes of
pitiable management, as the houses are of misery. Yet all this country highly
improveable, if they knew what to do with it: the property, perhaps, of some of those
glittering beings, who figured in the procession the other day at Versailles. Heaven
grant me patience while I see a country thus neglected—and forgive me the oaths |
swear at the absence and ignorance of the possessors.—Enter the generality38 of
Bourges, and soon after a forest of oak belonging to the count d'Artois; the trees are
dying at top, before they attain any size. There the miserable Sologne ends; the first
view of Verson39 and its vicinity is fine. A noble vale spreads at your feet, through
which the river Cher40 leads, seen in several places to the distance of some leagues, a
bright sun burnished the water, like a string of lakes amidst the shade of a vast
woodland. See Bourges to the left.—18 miles.

The 2d. Pass the rivers Cher and Lave; the bridges well built; the stream fine, and
with the wood, buildings, boats, and adjoining hills, form an animated scene. Several
new houses, and buildings of good stone in Verson; the place appears thriving, and
doubtless owes much to the navigation. We are now in Berri, a province governed by
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a provincial assembly, consequently the roads good, and made without corvées.
Vatan41 is a little town that subsists chiefly by spinning. We drank there excellent
Sancere42 wine, of a deep colour, rich flavour, and good body, 201.43 the bottle; but
in the country 10. An extensive prospect before we arrived at Chateauroux44 where
we viewed the manufactures.—40 miles.

The 3d. Within about three of Argenton45 come upon a fine scene, beautiful, yet with
bold features; a narrow vale bounded on every side with hills covered with wood, all
of which are immediately under the eye, without a level acre, except the bottom of the
vale, through which a river flows, by an old castle picturesquely situated to the right;
and to the left, a tower rising out of a wood.

At Argenton, walk up a rock that hangs almost over the town. It is a delicious scene.
A natural ledge of perpendicular rock pushes forward abruptly over the vale, which is
half a mile broad, and two or three long: at one end closed by hills, and at the other
filled by the town with vineyards rising above it; the surrounding scene that hems in
the vale is high enough for relief; vineyards, rocks or hills covered with wood. The
vale cut into inclosures of a lovely verdure, and a fine river winds through it, with an
outline that leaves nothing to wish. The venerable fragments of a castle's ruins, near
the point of view, are well adapted to awaken reflections on the triumph of the arts of
peace over the barbarous ravages of the feudal ages, when every class of society was
involved in commotion, and the lower ranks were worse slaves than at present.

The general face of the country, from Verson to Argenton, is an uninteresting flat with
many heaths of ling. No appearance of population, and even towns are thin. The
husbandry poor and the people miserable. By the circumstances to which I could give
attention I conceive them to be honest and industrious; they seem clean; are civil, and
have good countenances. They appear to me as if they would improve their country, if
they formed the part of a system, the principles of which tended to national
prosperity.—18 miles.

The 4th. Pass an inclosed country, which would have a better appearance if the oaks
had not lost their foliage by insects, whose webs hang over the buds. They are but
now coming into leaf again. Cross a stream which separates Berri from La Marche;46
chesnuts appear at the same time; they are spread over all the fields, and yield the
food of the poor. A variety of hill and dale, with fine woods, but little signs of
population. Lizards for the first time also. There seems a connection relative to
climate between the chesnuts and these harmless animals. They are very numerous,
and some of them near a foot long. Sleep at La Ville au Brun.47 —24 miles.

The 5th. The country improves in beauty greatly; pass a vale, where a causeway stops
the water of a small rivulet and swells it into a lake, that forms one feature of a
delicious scene. The indented outlines and the swells margined with wood are
beautiful; the hills on every side in unison; one now covered with ling the prophetic
eye of taste may imagine lawn. Nothing is wanted to render the scene a garden, but to
clear away rubbish.
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The general face of the country, for 16 miles, by far the most beautiful I have seen in
France; it is thickly inclosed, and full of wood; the umbrageous foliage of the
chesnuts gives the same beautiful verdure to the hills, as watered meadows (seen for
the first time to day) to the vales. Distant mountainous ridges form the back ground,
and make the whole interesting. The declivity of country, as we go down to
Bassies,48 offers a beautiful view; and the approach to the town, presents a landscape
fancifully grouped of rock, and wood, and water. To Limoge, pass another artificial
lake between cultivated hills; beyond are wilder heights, but mixed with pleasant
vales; still another lake more beautiful than the former, with a fine accompanyment of
wood; across a mountain of chesnut copse, which commands a scene of a character
different from any I have viewed either in France or England, a great range of hill and
dale all covered with forest, and bounded by distant mountains. Not a vestige of any
human residence; no village: no house or hut, no smoke to raise the idea of a peopled
country; an American scene; wild enough for the tomohawk of the savage. Stop at an
execrable auberge, called Maison Rouge, where we intended to sleep; but, on
examination, found every appearance so forbidding, and so beggarly an account of a
larder, that we passed on to Limoge. The roads through all this country, are truly
noble, far beyond any thing I have seen in France or elsewhere.—44 miles.

The 6th. View Limoge, and examine its manufactures. It was certainly a Roman
station, and some traces of its antiquity are still remaining. It is ill built, with narrow
and crooked streets, the houses high and disagreeable. They are raised of granite, or
wood with lath and plaister, which saves lime, an expensive article here, being
brought from a distance of twelve leagues; the roofs are of pantiles, with projecting
eaves, and almost flat; a sure proof we have quitted the region of heavy snows. The
best of their public works is noble fountain, the water conducted three quarters of a
league by an arched aqueduct brought under the bed of a rock 60 feet deep to the
highest spot in the town, where it falls into a bason 15 feet diameter, cut out of one
piece of granite; thence the water is let into reservoirs, closed by sluices, which are
opened for watering the streets, or in cases of fires.

The cathedral is ancient, and the roof of stone; there are some arabesque ornaments
cut in stone, as light, airy, and elegant as any modern house can boast, whose
decorations are in the same taste.

The present bishop has erected a large and handsome palace, and his garden is the
finest object to be seen at Limoge, for it commands a landscape hardly to be equalled
for beauty: it would be idle to give any other description than just enough to induce
travellers to view it. A river winds through a vale, surrounded by hills that present the
gayest and most animated assemblage of villas, farms, vines, hanging meadows, and
chesnuts blended so fortunately as to compose a scene truly smiling. This bishop is a
friend of the count de la Rochefoucauld's family; he invited us to dine, and gave us a
very handsome entertainment. Lord Macartney,49 when a prisoner in France, after the
Grenades were taken, spent some time with him; there was an instance of French
politeness shewn to his lordship, that marks the urbanity of this people. The order
came from court to sing Te Deum on the very day that Lord Macartney was to arrive.
Conceiving that the public demonstrations of joy for a victory that brought his noble
guest a prisoner, might be personally unpleasant to him, the bishop proposed to the
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intendant to postpone the ceremony for a few days, in order that he might not meet it
so abruptly; this was instantly acceded to, and conducted in such a manner afterwards
as to mark as much attention to Lord Macartney's feelings as to their own. The bishop
told me, that Lord Macartney spoke better French than he could have conceived
possible for a foreigner, had he not heard him; better than many well educated
Frenchmen.

The post of intendant here was rendered celebrated by being filled by that friend of
mankind, Turgot, whose well earned reputation in this province placed him at the
head of the French finances, as may be very agreeably learned, in that production of
equal truth and elegance, his life by the marquis of Condorcet. The character which
Turgot left here is considerable. The noble roads we have passed, so much exceeding
any other I have seen in France, were amongst his good works; an epithet due to them
because not made by corvées. There is here a society of agriculture, which owes it
origin to the same distinguished patriot: but in that most unlucky path of French
exertion he was able to do nothing: evils too radically fixed were in the way of the
attempt. This society does like other societies,—they meet, converse, offer premiums,
and publish nonsense. This is not of much consequence, for the people, instead of
reading their memoirs, are not able to read at all. They can however see, and if a farm
was established in that good cultivation which they ought to copy, something would
be presented from which they might learn. I asked particularly if the members of this
society had land in their own hands, from which it might be judged if they knew
anything of the matter themselves: | was assured that they had; but the conversation
presently explained it: they had métayers around their country-seats, and this was
considered as farming their own lands, so that they assume something of a merit from
the identical circumstance, which is the curse and ruin of the whole country. In the
agricultural conversations we have had on the journey from Orleans, I have not found
one person who seemed sensible of the mischief of this system.

The 7th. No chesnuts for a league before we reach Piere Bussiere,50 they say because
the basis of the country is a hard granite; and they assert also at Limoge, that in this
granite there grow neither vines, wheat, nor chesnuts, but that on the softer granites
these plants thrive well: it is true, that chesnuts and this granite appeared together
when we entered Limosin. The road has been incomparably fine, and much more like
the well kept alleys of a garden than a common high way. See for the first time old
towers, that appear in this country.—33 miles.

The 8th. Pass an extraordinary spectacle for English eyes, of many houses too good to
be called cottages, without any glass windows. Some miles to the right is
Pompadour,51 where the King has a stud; there are all kinds of horses, but chiefly
Arabian, Turkish and English. Three years ago four Arabians were imported, which
had been procured at the expence of 72,000 livres (31491.)52 the price of covering a
mare is only three livres to the groom; the owners are permitted to sell their colts as
they please, but if these came up to the standard height, the King's officers have the
preference, provided they give the price offered by others. These horses are not
saddled till six years old. They pasture all day, but at night are confined on account of
wolves, which are so common as to be a great plague to the people. A horse of six
years old, a little more than four feet six inches high, is sold for 701.; and 151. has
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been offered for a colt of one year old. Pass Uzarch;53 dine at Donzenac;54 between
which place and Brive meet the first maize, or Indian corn.

The beauty of the country, through the 34 miles from St. George55 to Brive,56 is so
various, and in every respect so striking and interesting, that I shall attempt no
particular description, but observe in general, that [ am much in doubt, whether there
be anything comparable to it either in England or Ireland. It is not that a fine view
breaks now and then upon the eye to compensate the traveller for the dulness of a
much longer district; but a quick succession of landscapes, many of which would be
rendered famous in England, by the resort of travellers to view them. The country is
all hill or valley; the hills are very high, and would be called with us mountains, if
waste and covered with heath; but being cultivated to the very tops, their magnitude is
lessened to the eye. Their forms are various: they swell in beautiful semi-globes; they
project in abrupt masses, which inclose deep glens: they expand into amphitheatres of
cultivation that rise in gradation to the eye: in some places tossed into a thousand
inequalities of surface; in others the eye reposes on scenes of the softest verdure. Add
to this, the rich robe with which nature's bounteous hand has dressed the slopes, with
hanging woods of chesnut. And whether the vales open their verdant bosoms, and
admit the sun to illumine the rivers in their comparative repose; or whether they be
closed in deep glens, that afford a passage with difficulty to the water rolling over
their rocky beds, and dazzling the eye with the lustre of cascades; in every case the
features are interesting and characteristic of the scenery. Some views of singular
beauty rivetted us to the spot; that of the town of Uzarch, covering a conical hill,
rising in the hollow of an amphitheatre of wood, and surrounded at its feet by a noble
river, is unique. Derry in Ireland has something of its form, but wants some of its
richest features. The water-scenes from the town itself, and immediately after passing
it, are delicious. The immense view from the descent to Donzenac is equally
magnificent. To all this is added the finest road in the world, every where formed in
the most perfect manner, and kept in the highest preservation, like the well ordered
alley of a garden, without dust, sand, stones, or inequality, firm and level, of pounded
granite, and traced with such a perpetual command of prospect, that had the engineer
no other object in view, he could not have executed it with a more finished taste.

The view of Brive, from the hill is so fine, that it gives the expectation of a beautiful
little town, and the gaiety of the environs encourages the idea; but on entering, such a
contrast is found as disgusts completely. Close, ill built, crooked, dirty, stinking
streets, exclude the sun, and almost the air from every habitation, except a few
tolerable ones on the promenade.—34 miles.

The 9th. Enter a different country with the new province of Quercy,57 which is a part
of Guienne; not near so beautiful as Limosin, but, to make amends, it 1s far better
cultivated. Thanks to maize, which does wonders! Pass Noailles, on the summit of a
high hill, the chateau58 of the Marshal Duke of that name.—Enter a calcareous
country, and lose chesnuts at the same time.

In going down to Souillac,59 there is a prospect that must universally please: it is a

bird's eye view of a delicious little valley, sunk deep amongst some very bold hills
that inclose it; a margin of wild mountain contrasts the extreme beauty of the level
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surface below, a scene of cultivation scattered with fine walnut trees; nothing can
apparently exceed the exuberant fertility of this spot.

Souillac is a little town in a thriving state, having some rich merchants. They receive
staves from the mountains of Auvergne by their river Dordonne, which is navigable
eight months in the year; these they export to Bordeaux and Libourn; also wine, corn,
and cattle, and import salt in great quantities. It is not in the power of an English
imagination to figure the animals that waited upon us here, at the Chapeau Rouge.
Some things that called themselves by the courtesy of Souillac women, but in reality
walking dung-hills.—But a neatly dressed clean waiting girl at an inn, will be looked
for in vain in France.—34 miles.

The 10th. Cross the Dordonne by a ferry; the boat well contrived for driving in at one
end, and out at the other, without the abominable operation, common in England, of
beating horses till they leap into them; the price is as great a contrast as the
excellence; we paid for an English whisky,60 a French cabriolet, one saddle-horse and
six persons, no more than 50s. (2s. 1d.) I have paid half- a-crown a wheel in England
for execrable ferries, passed over at the hazard of the horses limbs.—This river runs in
a very deep valley between two ridges of high hills: extensive views, all scattered
with villages and single houses; an appearance of great population. Chesnuts on a
calcareous soil, contrary to the Limosin maxim.

Pass Payrac,61 and meet many beggars, which we had not done before. All the
country, girls and women, are without shoes or stockings; and the ploughmen at their
work have neither sabots nor feet to their stockings. This is a poverty, that strikes at
the root of national prosperity; a large consumption among the poor being of more
consequence than among the rich: the wealth of a nation lies in its circulation and
consumption; and the case of poor people abstaining from the use of manufactures of
leather and wool ought to be considered as an evil of the first magnitude. It reminded
me of the misery of Ireland. Pass Pont-de-Rodez,62 and come to high land, whence
we enjoyed an immense and singular prospect of ridges, hills, vales, and gentle
slopes, rising one beyond another in every direction, with few masses of wood, but
many scattered trees. At least forty miles are tolerably distinct to the eye, and without
a level acre; the sun, on the point of being set, illumined part of it, and displayed a
vast number of villages and scattered farms. The mountains of Auvergne, at the
distance of 100 miles, added to the view. Pass by several cottages, exceedingly well
built, of stone and slate or tiles, yet without any glass to the windows; can a country
be likely to thrive where the great object is to spare manufactures? Women picking
weeds into their aprons for their cows, another sign of poverty I observed, during the
whole way from Calais.—30 miles.

The 11th. See for the first time the Pyrenees, at the distance of 150 miles.—To me,
who had never seen an object farther than 60 or 70, I mean the Wicklow mountains,
as [ was going out of Holyhead, this was interesting. Wherever the eye wandered in
search of new objects it was sure to rest there. Their magnitude, their snowy height,
the line of separation between two great kingdoms, and the end of our travels
altogether account for this effect. Towards Cahors63 the country changes, and has
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something of a savage aspect; yet houses are seen every where, and one-third of it
under vines.

That town is bad; the streets neither wide nor strait, but the new road is an
improvement. The chief object of its trade and resource are vines and brandies. The
true Vin de Cahors, which has a great reputation, is the produce of a range of
vineyards, very rocky, on a ridge of hills full to the south, and is called Vin de Grave,
because growing on a gravelly soil. In plentiful years, the price of good wine here
does not exceed that of the cask; last year it was sold at 10s. 6d. a barique, or 8d. a
dozen. We drank it at the Trois Rois from three to ten years old, the latter at 30s. (1s.
3d.) the bottle; both excellent, full bodied, great spirit, without being fiery, and to my
palate much better than our ports. I liked it so well, that I established a
correspondence with Mons. Andoury, the innkeeper.64 The heat of this country is
equal to the production of strong wine. This was the most burning day we had
experienced.

On leaving Cahors, the mountain of rock rises so immediately, that it seems as if it
would tumble into the town. The leaves of walnuts are now black with frosts that
happened within a fortnight. On enquiry, I found they are subject to these frosts all
through the spring months; and though rye is sometimes killed by them, the mildew in
wheat is hardly known;—a fact sufficiently destructive of the theory of frosts being
the cause of that distemper. It is very rare that any snow falls here. Sleep at
Ventillac.65 —22 miles.

The 12th. The shape and colour of the peasants houses here add a beauty to the
country; they are square, white, and with rather flat roofs, but few windows. The
peasants are for the most part land-proprietors. Immense view of the Pyrenees before
us, of an extent and height truly sublime: near Perges,66 the view of a rich vale, that
seems to reach uninterruptedly to those mountains is a glorious scenery; one vast
sheet of cultivation: every where chequered with these well built white houses;—the
eye losing itself in the vapour, which ends only with that stupendous ridge, whose
snow-capped heads are broken into the boldest outline. The road to Caussade67 leads
through a very fine avenue of six rows of trees, two of them mulberries, which are the
first we have seen. Thus we have travelled almost to the Pyrenees before we met with
an article of culture which some want to introduce into England. The vale here is all
on a dead level; the roads finely made, and mended with gravel. Montauban68 is old,
but not ill built. There are many good houses, without forming handsome streets. It is
said to be very populous, and the eye confirms the intelligence. The cathedral is
modern, and pretty well built, but too heavy. The public college, the seminary, the
bishop's palace, and the house of the first president of the court of aids are good
buildings: the last large, with a most shewy entrance. The promenade is finely
situated; built on the highest part of the rampart, and commanding that noble vale, or
rather plain, one of the richest in Europe, which extends on one side to the sea, and in
front to the Pyrenees; whose towering masses, heaped one upon another, in a
stupendous manner, and covered with snow, offer a variety of lights and shades from
indented forms, and the immensity of their projections. This prospect, which contains
a semi-circle of an hundred miles diameter, has an oceanic vastness, in which the eye
loses itself; an almost boundless scene of cultivation; an animated, but confused mass
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of infinitely varied parts—melting gradually into the distant obscure, from which
emerges the amazing frame of the Pyrenees, rearing their silvered heads far above the
clouds. At Montauban, I met Capt. Plampin, of the royal navy; he was with Major
Crew, who has a house and family here, to which he politely carried us; it is sweetly
situated on the skirts of the town, commanding a fine view; they were so obliging as
to resolve my enquiries upon some points, of which a residence made them complete
judges. Living is reckoned cheap here; a family was named to us, whose income was
supposed to be about 1500 louis a-year, and who lived as handsomely as in England
on 50001. The comparative dearness and cheapness of different countries, is a subject
of considerable importance, but difficult to analize. As I conceive the English to have
made far greater advances in the useful arts, and in manufactures, than the French
have done, England ought to be the cheaper country. What we meet with in France, is
a cheap mode of living, which is quite another consideration.—30 miles.

The 13th. Pass Grisolles,69 where are well built cottages without glass, and some with
no other light than the door. Dine at Pompinion,70 at the Grand Soleil, an
uncommonly good inn, where Capt. Plampin, who accompanied us thus far, took his
leave. Here we had a violent storm of thunder and lightning, with rain much heavier |
thought than I had known in England; but, when we set out for Toulouze, I was
immediately convinced that such a violent shower had never fallen in that kingdom:;
for the destruction it had poured on the noble scene of cultivation, which but a
moment before was smiling with exuberance, was terrible to behold. All now one
scene of distress: the finest crops of wheat beaten so flat to the ground, that I question
whether they can ever rise again; other fields so inundated, that we were actually in
doubt whether we were looking on what was lately land or always water. The ditches
had been filled rapidly with mud, had overflowed the road, and swept dirt and gravel
over the crops.

Cross one of the finest plains of wheat that is any where to be seen; the storm,
therefore, was fortunately partial. Pass St. Jorry;71 a noble road, but not better than in
Limosin. It is a desert to the very gates; meet not more persons than if it were 100
miles from any town.—31 miles.

The 14th. View the city,72 which is very ancient and very large, but not peopled in
proportion to its size: the buildings are a mixture of brick and wood, and have
consequently a melancholy appearance. This place has always prided itself on its taste
for literature and the fine arts. It has had a university since 1215; and it pretends that
its famous academy of Jeux Floraux73 is as old as 1323. It has also a royal academy
of sciences, another of painting, sculpture, and architecture. The church of the
Cordelliers74 has vaults, into which we descended, that have the property of
preserving dead bodies from corruption; we saw many that they assert to be 500 years
old. If I had a vault well lighted, that would preserve the countenance and
physiognomy as well as the flesh and bones, I should like to have it peopled with all
my ancestors; and this desire would, I suppose, be proportioned to their merit and
celebrity; but to one like this, that preserves cadaverous deformity, and gives
perpetuity to death, the voracity of a common grave is preferable. But Toulouze is not
without objects more interesting than churches and academies; these are the new
quay, the corn mills, and the canal de Brien. The quay is of a great length, and in all
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respects a noble work: the houses intended to be built will be regular like those
already erected, in a stile aukward and inelegant. The canal de Brien,75 so called from
the archbishop of Toulouze,76 afterwards prime minister and cardinal, was planned
and executed in order to join the Garonne at Toulouze with the canal of Languedoc,
which is united at two miles from the town with the same river. The necessity of such
a junction arises from the navigation of the river in the town being absolutely impeded
by the wear which is made across it in favour of the corn mills. It passes arched under
the quay to the river, and one sluice levels the water with that of Languedoc canal. It
is broad enough for several barges to pass abreast. These undertakings have been well
planned, and their execution is truly magnificent: there is however more magnificence
than trade; for while the Languedoc canal is alive with commerce, that of Brien is a
desert.

Among other things we viewed at Toulouze, was the house77 of Mons. du Barre,78
brother of the husband of the celebrated countess. By some transactions, favourable to
anecdote, which enabled him to draw her from obscurity, and afterwards to marry her
to his brother, he contrived to make a pretty considerable fortune. On the first floor is
one principal and complete apartment, containing seven or eight rooms, fitted up and
furnished with such profusion of expence, that if a fond lover, at the head of a
kingdom's finances, were decorating for his mistress, he could hardly give in large
any thing that is not here to be seen on a moderate scale. To those who are fond of
gilding here is enough to satiate; so much that to an English eye it has too gaudy an
appearance. But the glasses are large and numerous. The drawing-room very elegant
(gilding always excepted).—Here I remarked a contrivance which has a pleasing
effect; that of a looking-glass before the chimnies, instead of those various screens
used in England: it slides backwards and forwards into the wall of the room. There is
a portrait of Madame du Barre, which is said to be very like; if it really is, one would
pardon a King some follies committed at the shrine of so much beauty—As to the
garden, it is beneath all contempt, except as an object to make a man stare at the
efforts to which folly can arrive: in the space of an acre, there are hills of genuine
earth, mountains of pasteboard, rocks of canvass: abbés, cows, sheep, and
shepherdesses in lead; monkeys and peasants, asses and altars, in stone. Fine ladies
and blacksmiths, parrots and lovers, in wood. Windmills and cottages, shops and
villages, nothing excluded except nature.

The 15th. Meet Highlanders, who put me in mind of those of Scotland; saw them first
at Montauban; they have round flat caps, and loose breeches: "Pipers, blue bonnets,
and oat-meal, are found," says Sir James Stuart, "in Catalonia, Auvergne and Swabia,
as well as in Lochabar." Many of the women here are without stockings. Meet them
coming from the market, with their shoes in their baskets. The Pyrenees, at sixty miles
distance, appear now so distinct, that one would guess it not more than fifteen; the
lights and shades of the snow are seen clearly.—30 miles.

The 16th. A ridge of hills on the other side of the Garonne, which began at Toulouze;
became more and more regular yesterday; and is undoubtedly the most distant
ramification of the Pyrenees, reaching into this vast vale quite to Toulouze, but no
farther. Approach the mountains; the lower ones are all cultivated, but the higher
seem covered with wood: the road now is bad all the way. Meet many waggons, each
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loaded with two casks of wine, quite backward in the carriage and as the hind wheels
are much higher than the lower ones, it shews that these mountaineers have more
sense than John Bull. The wheels of these waggons are all shod with wood instead of
iron. Here, for the first time, see rows of maples, with vines, trained in festoons, from
tree to tree; they are conducted by a rope of bramble, vine cutting, or willow. They
give many grapes, but bad wine. Pass St. Martino,79 and then a large village of well
built houses, without a single glass window.—30 miles.

The 17th. St. Gaudens80 is an improving town, with many new houses, something
more than comfortable. An uncommon view of St. Bertrand;81 you break at once
upon a vale sunk deep enough beneath the point of view to command every hedge and
tree, with that town clustered round its large cathedral, on a rising ground; if it had
been built purposely to add a feature to a singular prospect, it could not have been
better placed. The mountains rise proudly around, and give their rough frame to this
exquisite little picture.

Cross the Garonne, by a new bridge of one fine arch, built of hard blue limestone.
Medlars, plumbs, cherries, maples in every hedge, with vines trained.—Stop at
Lauresse;82 after which the mountains almost close, and leave only a narrow vale, the
Garonne and the road occupying some portion of it. Immense quantities of poultry in
all this country; most of it the people salt and keep in grease. We tasted a soup made
of the leg of a goose thus kept, and it was not nearly so bad as I expected.

Every crop here is backward, and betrays a want of sun; no wonder, for we have been
long travelling on the banks of a rapid river, and must now be very high, though still
apparently in vales. The mountains, in passing on, grow more interesting. Their
beauty, to northern eyes, is very singular; the black and dreary prospects which our
mountains offer are known to every one; but here the climate cloaths them with
verdure, and the highest summits in sight are covered with wood; there is snow on
still higher ridges.

Quit the Garonne some leagues before Sirpe,83 where the river Neste84 falls into it.
The road to Bagnere is along this river, in a very narrow valley, at one end of which is
built the town of Luchon,85 the termination of our journey; which to me has been one
of the most agreeable I ever undertook; the good humour and good sense of my
companions are well calculated for travelling; one renders a journey pleasing, and the
other instructive.—Having now crossed the kingdom, and been in many French inns, I
shall in general observe, that they are on an average better in two respects, and worse
in all the rest, than those in England. We have lived better in point of eating and
drinking beyond a question, than we should have done in going from London to the
Highlands of Scotland, at double the expence. But if in England the best of every
thing is ordered, without any attention to the expence, we should for double the
money have lived better than we have done in France; the common cookery of the
French gives great advantage. It is true, they roast every thing to a chip, if they are not
cautioned: but they give such a number and variety of dishes, that if you do not like
some, there are others to please your palate. The desert at a French inn has no rival at
an English one; nor are the liqueurs to be despised.—We sometimes have met with
bad wine, but upon the whole, far better than such port as English inns give. Beds are
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better in France; in England they are good only at good inns; and we have none of that
torment which is so perplexing in England, to have the sheets aired; for we never
trouble our heads about them, doubtless on account of the climate. After these two
points, all is a blank. You have no parlour to eat in; only a room with two, three, or
four beds. Apartments badly fitted up; the walls white-washed; or paper of different
sorts in the same room; or tapestry so old, as to be a fit nidus for moths and spiders;
and the furniture such, that an English innkeeper would light his fire with it. For a
table, you have every where a board laid on cross bars, which are so conveniently
contrived, as to leave room for your legs only at the end.—Oak chairs with rush
bottoms, and the back universally a direct perpendicular, that defies all idea of rest
after fatigue. Doors give music as well as entrance; the wind whistles through their
chinks; and hinges grate discord. Windows admit rain as well as light; when shut they
are not so easy to open; and when open not easy to shut. Mops, brooms, and
scrubbing-brushes are not in the catalogue of the necessaries of a French inn. Bells
there are none; the fille must always be bawled for; and when she appears, is neither
neat well dressed, nor handsome. The kitchen is black with smoke; the master
commonly the cook, and the less you see of the cooking, the more likely you are to
have a stomach to your dinner; but this is not peculiar to France. Copper utensils
always in great plenty, but not always well tinned. The mistress rarely classes civility
or attention to her guests among the requisites of her trade.—30 miles.

The 28th. Having being now ten days fixed in our lodgings, which the Count de la
Rochefoucauld's friends had provided for us; it is time to minute a few particulars of
our life here. Mons. Lazowski and myself have two good rooms on a ground floor,
with beds in them, and a servant's room, for 4 liv. (3s. 6d.) a-day. We are so
unaccustomed in England to live in our bed-chambers, that it is at first aukward in
France to find that people live no where else: At all the inns I have been in, it has been
always in bed-rooms; and here I find, that every body, let his rank be what it may,
lives in his bed-chamber. This is novel; our English custom is far more convenient, as
well as more pleasing. But this habit I class with the ceconomy of the French, The day
after we came, I was introduced to the La Rochefoucauld party, with whom we have
lived; it consists of the duke and dutchess de la Rochefoucauld, daughter of the duke
de Chabot; her brother, the prince de Laon and his princess, the daughter of the duke
de Montmorenci; the count de Chabot, another brother of the dutchess de la
Rochefoucauld; the marquis D'Aubourval, who, with my two fellow-travellers and
myself, made a party of nine at dinner and supper. A traiteur serves our table at 4 liv.
a head for the two meals, two courses and a good desert for dinner; for supper one,
and a desert; the whole very well served, with every thing in season: the wine
separate, at 6f. (3d.) a bottle. With difficulty the Count's groom found a stable. Hay is
little short of 51. English per ton; oats much the same price as in England, but not so
good: straw dear, and so scarce, that very often there is no litter at all.

The States of Languedoc are building a large and handsome bathing house, to contain
various separate cells, with baths, and a large common room, with two arcades to
walk in, free from sun and rain. The present baths are horrible holes; the patients lie
up to their chins in hot sulphureous water, which, with the beastly dens they are
placed in, one would think sufficient to cause as many distempers as they cure. They
are resorted to for cutaneous eruptions. The life led here has very little variety. Those
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who bathe or drink the waters, do it at half after five or six in the morning; but my
friend and myself are early in the mountains, which are here stupendous; we wander
among them to admire the wild and beautiful scenes which are to be met with in
almost every direction. The whole region of the Pyrenees is of a nature and aspect so
totally different from every thing that [ had been accustomed to, that these excursions
were productive of much amusement. Cultivation is here carried to a considerable
perfection in several articles, especially in the irrigation of meadows: we seek out the
most intelligent peasants, and have many and long conversations with those who
understand French, which however is not the case with all, for the language of the
country is a mixture of Catalan, Provencal, and French.—This, with examining the
minerals (an article for which the duke de la Rochefoucauld likes to accompany us, as
he possesses a considerable knowledge in that branch of natural history), and with
noting the plants with which we are acquainted, serves well to keep our time
employed sufficiently to our taste. The ramble of the morning finished, we return in
time to dress for dinner, at half after twelve or one: then adjourn to the drawing-room
of madam de la Rochefoucauld, or the countess of Grandval alternately, the only
ladies who have apartments large enough to contain the whole company. None are
excluded; as the first thing done, by every person who arrives, is to pay a morning
visit to each party already in the place; the visit is returned, and then every body is of
course acquainted at these assemblies, which last till the evening is cool enough for
walking. There is nothing in them but cards, trick-track, chess, and sometimes music;
but the great feature is cards: I need not add, that I absented myself often from these
parties, which are ever mortally insipid to me in England, and not less so in France. In
the evening, the company splits into different parties, for their promenade, which lasts
till half an hour after eight; supper is served at nine: there is, after it, an hour's
conversation in the chamber of one of our ladies; and this is the best part of the
day,—for the chat is free, lively, and unaffected; and uninterrupted, unless on a post-
day, when the duke has such packets of papers and pamphlets, that they turn us all
into politicians. All the world are in bed by eleven. In this arrangement of the day, no
circumstance is so objectionable as that of dining at noon, the consequence of eating
no breakfast; for as the ceremony of dressing is kept up, you must be at home from
any morning's excursion by twelve o'clock. This single circumstance, if adhered to,
would be sufficient to destroy any pursuits, except the most frivolous. Dividing the
day exactly in halves, destroys it for any expedition, enquiry, or business that
demands seven or eight hours attention, uninterrupted by any calls to the table or the
toilette: calls which, after fatigue or exertion, are obeyed with refreshment and with
pleasure. We dress for dinner in England with propriety, as the rest of the day is
dedicated to ease, to converse, and relaxation; but by doing it at noon, too much time
is lost. What is a man good for after his silk breeches and stockings are on, his hat
under his arm, and his head bien poudre?—Can he botanize in a watered
meadow?—Can he clamber the rocks to mineralize?—Can he farm with the peasant
and the ploughman?—He is in order for the conversation of the ladies, which to be
sure is in every country, but particularly in France, where the women are highly
cultivated, an excellent employment; but it is an employment that never relishes better
than after a day spent in active toil or animated pursuit; in something that has enlarged
the sphere of our conceptions, or added to the stores of our knowledge.—I am induced
to make this observation, because the noon dinners are customary all over France,
except by persons of considerable fashion at Paris. They cannot be treated with too
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much ridicule or severity, for they are absolutely hostile to every view of science, to
every spirited exertion, and to every useful pursuit in life.

Living in this way, however, with several persons of the first fashion in the kingdom,
is an object to a foreigner solicitous to remark the manners and character of the
nation. | have every reason to be pleased with the experiment, as it affords me a
constant opportunity to enjoy the advantages of an unaffected and polished society, in
which an invariable sweetness of disposition, mildness of character, and what in
English we emphatically call good temper, eminently prevails:—seeming to arise—at
least I conjecture it, from a thousand little nameless and peculiar circumstances; not
resulting entirely from the personal character of the individuals, but apparently
holding of the national one.—Beside the persons I have named, there are among
others at our assemblies, the marquis and marchioness de Hautfort; the duke and
dutchess de Ville (this dutchess is among the good order of beings); the chevalier de
Peyrac; Mons. I'Abbé Bastard; baron de Serres; viscountess Duhamel; the bishops of
Croire86 and Montauban; Mons. de la Marche; the baron de Montagu, a chess player;
the chevalier de Cheyron; and Mons. de Bellecomb, who commanded in Pondicherry,
and was taken by the English. There are also about half a dozen young officers, and
three or four abbes.

If I may hazard a remark on the conversation of French assemblies, from what | have
known here, I should praise them for equanimity but condemn them for insipidity. All
vigour of thought seems so excluded from expression, that characters of ability and of
inanity meet nearly on a par: tame and elegant, uninteresting and polite, the mingled
mass of communicated aside has powers neither to offend nor instruct; where there is
much polish of character there is little argument; and if you neither argue nor discuss,
what is conversation?—Good temper, and habitual ease, are the first ingredients in
private society; but wit, knowledge, or originality, must break their even surface into
some inequality of feeling, or conversation is like a journey on an endless flat.

Of the rural beauties we have to contemplate, the valley of Larbousse,87 in a nook of
which the town of Luchon is situated, is the principal, with its surrounding
accompanyment of mountain. The range that bounds it to the north, is bare of wood
but covered with cultivation; and a large village, about three parts of its height, is
perched on a steep, that almost makes the unaccustomed eye tremble with
apprehension, that the village, church, and people will come tumbling into the valley.
Villages thus perched, like eagles nests on rocks, are a general circumstance in the
Pyrenees, which appear to be wonderfully peopled. The mountain, that forms the
western wall of the valley, is of a prodigious magnitude. Watered meadow and
cultivation rise more than one-third the height. A forest of oak and beech forms a
noble belt above it; higher still is a region of ling; and above all snow. From whatever
point viewed, this mountain is commanding from its magnitude, and beautiful from its
luxuriant foliage. The range which closes in the valley to the east is of a character
different from the others; it has more variety, more cultivation, villages, forests, glens,
and cascades. That of Gouzat, which turns a mill as soon as it falls from the mountain,
1s romantic, with every accompanyment necessary to give a high degree of
picturesque beauty. There are features in that of Montaubau, which Claude Loraine
would not have failed transfusing on his canvass; and the view of the vale from the
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chesnut rock is gay and animated. The termination of our valley to the south is
striking; the river Neste pours in incessant cascades over the rocks that seem an
eternal resistance. The eminence in the centre of a small vale, on which is an old
tower, is a wild and romantic spot the roar of the waters beneath unites in effect with
the mountains, whose towering forests, finishing in snow, give an awful grandeur, a
gloomy greatness to the scene; and seem to raise a barrier of separation between the
kingdoms, too formidable even for armies to pass. But what are rocks, and mountains,
and snow, when opposed to human ambition?—In the recesses of the pendent woods,
the bears find their habitation on the rocks, and above, the eagles have their nests. All
around is great; the sublime of nature, with imposing majesty, impresses awe upon the
mind; attention is rivetted to the spot; and imagination, with all its excursive powers,
seeks not to wander beyond the scene.

Deepens the murmurs of the falling floods,
And breathes a browner horror o'er the woods.88

To view these scenes tolerably, is a business of some days; and such is the climate
here, or at least has been since | was at Bagnere de Luchon, that not more than one
day in three is to be depended on for fine weather. The heights of the mountains is
such, that the clouds, perpetually broken, pour down quantities of rain. From June
26th to July 2d, we had one heavy shower, which lasted without intermission for sixty
hours. The mountains, though so near, were hidden to their bases in the clouds. They
do not only arrest the fleeting ones, which are passing in the atmosphere, but seem to
have a generative power; for you see small ones at first, like thin vapour rising out of
glens, forming on the sides of the hills, and increasing by degrees, till they become
clouds heavy enough to rest on the tops, or else rise into the atmosphere, and pass
away with others.

Among the original tenants of this immense range of mountains, the first in point of
dignity, from the importance of the mischief they do, are the bears. There are both
sorts, carnivorous and vegetable-eaters; the latter are more mischievous than their
more terrible brethren, coming down in the night and eating the corn, particularly
buckwheat and maize; and they are so nice in choosing the sweetest ears of the latter,
that they trample and spoil infinitely more than they eat. The carnivorous bears wage
war against the cattle and sheep, so that no stock can be left in the fields at night.
Flocks must be watched by shepherds, who have fire-arms, and the assistance of
many stout and fierce dogs; and cattle are shut up in stables every night in the year.
Sometimes, by accident, they wander from their keepers, and if left abroad, they run a
considerable risque of being devoured.—The bears attack these animals by leaping on
their back, force the head to the ground, thrust their paws into the body in the violence
of a dreadful hug. There are many hunting days every year for destroying them;
several parishes joining for that purpose. Great numbers of men and boys form a
cordon, and drive the wood where the bears are known or suspected to be. They are
the fattest in winter, when a good one is worth three louis. A bear never ventures to
attack a wolf; but several wolves together, when hungry, will attack a bear, and kill
and eat him. Wolves are here only in winter. In summer, they are in the very remotest
parts of the Pyrenees—the most distant from human habitations: they are here, as
every where else in France, dreadful to sheep.
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A part of our original plan of travelling to the Pyrenees, was an excursion into Spain.
Our landlord at Luchon had before procured mules and guides for persons travelling
on business to Saragossa and Barcelona, and at our request wrote to Vielle,89 the first
Spanish town across the mountains, for three mules and a conductor, who speaks
French; and being arrived according to appointment, we set out on our expedition.
For the register of this Tour into Spain, I must refer the reader to the Annals of
Agriculture, vol. viii. p. 193.

JULY 21. Return.—Leave Jonquieres,90 where the countenances and manners of the
people would make one believe all the inhabitants were smugglers. Come to a most
noble road, which the King of Spain is making; it begins at the pillars that mark the
boundaries of the two monarchies, joining with the French road: it is admirably
executed. Here take leave of Spain and re-enter France: the contrast is striking. When
one crosses the sea from Dover to Calais, the preparation and circumstance of a naval
passage, leave the mind by some gradation to a change: but here, without going
through a town, a barrier, or even a wall, you enter a new world. From the natural and
miserable roads of Catalonia, you tread at once on a noble causeway, made with all
the solidity and magnificence that distinguishes the highways of France. Instead of
beds of torrents you have well built bridges; and from a country wild, desert, and
poor, we found ourselves in the midst of cultivation and improvement. Every other
circumstance spoke the same language, and told us by signs not to be mistaken, and
some great and operating cause worked an effect too clear to be misunderstood. The
more one sees, the more I belive we shall be led to think, that there is but one all-
powerful cause that instigates mankind, and that is GOVERNMENT!—Others form
exceptions, and give shades of difference and distinction, but this acts with permanent
and universal force. The present instance is remarkable; for Roussillon91 is in fact a
part of Spain; the inhabitants are Spaniards in language and in customs; but they are
under a French government.

Great range of the Pyrenees at a distance. Meet shepherds that speak the Catalan. The
cabriolets we meet are Spanish. The farmers thresh their corn like the Spaniards. The
inns and the houses are the same. Reach Perpignan;92 there I parted with Mons.
Lazowski. He returned to Bagnere de Luchon, but I had planned a tour in Languedoc,
to fill up the time to spare—15 miles.

The 22d. The Duke de la Rochefoucauld had given me a letter to Mons. Barri de
Lasseuses, major of a regiment at Perpignan, and who, he said, understood
agriculture, and would be glad to converse with me on the subject. I sallied out in the
morning to find him, but being Sunday, he was at his country-seat at Pia, about a
league from the town. I had a roasting walk thither, over a dry stony country under
vines. Mons. Madame, and Mademoiselle de Lasseuses, received me with great
politeness. I explained the motives of my coming to France, which were not to run
1dly through the kingdom with the common herd of travellers, but to make myself a
master of their agriculture; that if I found any thing good and applicable to England, 1
might copy it. He commended the design greatly; said it was travelling with a truly
laudable motive; but expressed much astonishment, as it was so uncommon; and was
very sure there was not a single Frenchman in all England on such an errand. He
desired I would spend the day with him. I found the vineyard the chief part of his
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husbandry, but he had some arable land, managed in the singular manner of that
province. He pointed to a village which he said was Rivesalta,93 which produced
some of the most famous wine in France; at dinner I found that it merited its
reputation. In the evening returned to Perpignan, after a day fertile in useful
information.—8 miles.

The 23d. Take the road to Narbonne. Pass Rivesalta. Under the mountain there is the
largest spring I ever saw. Otters-Pool and Holly-well are bubbles to it. It rises at the
foot of the rock, and is able to turn immediately many mills; being at once rather a
river than a spring. Pass an uninterrupted flat waste, without a single tree, house, or
village for a considerable distance: by much the ugliest country I have seen in France.
Great quantities of corn every where treading out with mules, as in Spain. Dine at
Sejean,94 at the Soleil, a good new inn, where I accidentally met with the marquis de
Tressan. He told me, that I must be a singular person to travel so far with no other
object than agriculture: he never knew nor heard of the like; but approved much of the
plan, and wished he could do the same.

The roads here are stupendous works. I passed a hill, cut through to ease a descent,
that was all in the solid rock, and cost 90,000 liv. (3,9371.) yet it extends but a few
hundred yards. Three leagues and an half from Sejean to Narbonne cost 1,800,000 liv.
(78,7501.) These ways are superb even to a folly. Enormous sums have been spent to
level even gentle slopes. The causeways are raised and walled on each side, forming
one solid mass of artificial road, carried across the vallies to the height of six, seven,
or eight feet, and never less than 50 wide. There is a bridge of a single arch, and a
causeway to it, truly magnificent; we have not an idea of what such a road is in
England. The traffic of the way, however, demands no such exertions; one-third of the
breadth is beaten, one-third rough, and one-third covered with weeds. In 36 miles, |
have met one cabriolet, half a dozen carts, and some old women with asses. For what
all this waste of treasure?—In Languedoc, it is true, these works are not done by
corvées; but there is an injustice in levying the amount not far short of them. The
money is raised by tailles, and, in making the assessment, lands held by a noble tenure
are so much eased, and others by a base one so burthened, that 120 arpents in this
neighbourhood held by the former, pay 90 liv. and 400 possessed by a plebeian right,
which ought proportionally to pay 300 liv. is, instead of that, assessed at 1400 liv. At
Narbonne, the canal95 which joins that of Languedoc, deserves attention; it is a very
fine work, and will, they say, be finished next month.—36 miles.

The 24th. Women without stockings, and many without shoes; but if their feet are
poorly clad they have a superb consolation in walking upon magnificent causeways:
the new road is 50 feet wide, and 50 more digged away or destroyed to make it.

The vintage itself can hardly be such a scene of activity and animation as this
universal one of treading out the corn, with which all the towns and villages in
Languedoc are now alive. The corn is all roughly stacked around a dry firm spot,
where great numbers of mules and horses are driven on a trot round a centre, a woman
holding the reins, and another, or a girl or two, with whips drive; the men supply and
clear the floor; other parties are dressing, by throwing the corn into the air for the
wind to blow away the chaff. Every soul is employed, and with such an air of
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cheerfulness, that the people seem as well pleased with their labour, as the farmer
himself with his great heaps of wheat. The scene is uncommonly animated and
joyous. I stopped and alighted often to see their method; I was always very civilly
treated, and my wishes for a good price for the farmer, and not too good a one for the
poor, well received. This method, which entirely saves barns, depends absolutely on
climate: from my leaving Bagnere de Luchon to this moment, all through Catalonia,
Roussillon, and this part of Languedoc, there has been nothing like rain; but one
unvarying clear bright sky and burning sun, yet not at all suffocating, or to me even
unpleasant. I asked whether they were not sometimes caught in the rain? they said,
very rarely indeed; but if rain did come, it is seldom more than a heavy shower, which
a hot sun quickly succeeds and dries every thing speedily.

The canal of Languedoc96 is the capital feature of all this country. The mountain
through which it pierces is insulated, in the midst of an extended valley, and only half
a mile from the road. It is a noble and stupendous work, goes through the hill about
the breadth of three toises, and was digged without shafts.

Leave the road, and crossing the canal, follow it to Beziers;97 nine sluice-gates let the
water down the hill to join the river at the town.—A noble work! The port is broad
enough for four large vessels to lie abreast; the greatest of them carries from 90 to 100
tons. Many of them were at the quay, some in motion, and every sign of an animated
business. This is the best sight I have seen in France. Here Lewis XIV. thou art truly
great!—Here, with a generous and benignant hand, thou dispensest ease and wealth to
thy people!—Si sic omnia, thy name would indeed have been revered. To effect this
noble work, of uniting the two seas, less money was expended than to besiege Turin,
or to seize Strasbourg like a robber. Such an employment of the revenues of a great
kingdom is the only laudable way of a monarch's acquiring immortality; all other
means make their names survive with those only of the incendiaries, robbers, and
violators of mankind. The canal passes through the river for about half a league,
separated from it by walls which are covered in floods; and then turns off for Cette.
Dine at Beziers. Knowing that Mons. 1'Abbé Rozier,98 the celebrated editor of the
Journal Physique, and who is now publishing a dictionary of husbandry, which in
France has much reputation, lived and farmed near Beziers, I enquired at the inn the
way to his house. They told me that he had left Beziers two years, but that the house
was to be seen from the street, and accordingly shewed it me from something of a
square open on one side to the country; adding, that it belonged now to a Mons. de
Rieuse, who had purchased the estate of the Abbé. To view the farm of a man
celebrated for his writings, was an object, as it would, at least, enable me, in reading
his book, to understand better the allusions he might make to the soil, situation, and
other circumstances. [ was sorry to hear, at the table d'hote, much ridicule thrown on
the Abbé Rozier's husbandry, that it had beaucoup de fantasie mais rien solide; in
particular, they treated his paving his vineyards as a ridiculous circumstance. Such an
experiment seemed remarkable, and I was glad to hear it, that [ might desire to see
these paved vineyards. The Abbé¢ here, as a farmer, has just that character which every
man will be sure to have who departs from the methods of his neighbours; for it is not
in the nature of countrymen, that any body should come among them who can
presume with impunity to think for themselves. I asked why he left the country? and
they gave me a curious anecdote of the bishop of Beziers cutting a road through the
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Abbé¢'s farm, at the expence of the province, to lead to the house of his (the bishop's)
mistress, which occasioned such a quarrel that Mons. Rozier could stay no longer in
the country. This is a pretty feature of a government: that a man is to be forced to sell
his estate, and driven out of a country, because bishops make love.—I suppose to their
neighbours wives, as no other love is fashionable in France. Which of my neighbours'
wives will tempt the bishop of Norwich to make a road through my farm, and drive
me to sell Bradfield?— I give my authority for this anecdote, the chat of a table
d'hote; it 1s as likely to be false as true; but Languedocian bishops are certainly not
English ones.—Mons. de Rieuse received me politely, and satisfied as many of my
enquiries as he could; for he knew little more of the Abbe's husbandry than common
report, and what the farm itself told him, As to paved vineyards, there was no such
thing; the report must have taken rise from a vineyard of Burgundy grapes, which the
Abbé¢ planted in a new manner; he set them in a curved form, in a foss, covering them
only with flints instead of earth; this succeeded well. I walked over the farm, which is
beautifully situated, on the slope and top of a hill, which commands Beziers, its rich
vale, its navigation, and a fine accompanyment of mountains.

Beziers has a fine promenade; and is becoming, they say, a favourite residence for the
English, preferring the air to that of Montpellier. Take the road to Pezenas.99 It leads
up a hill, which commands, for some time, a view of the Mediterranean. Through all
this country, but particularly in the olive grounds, the cricket (cicala) makes a
constant, sharp, monotonous noise; a more odious companion on the road can hardly
be imagined. Pezenas opens on a very fine country, a vale of six or eight leagues
extent all cultivated; a beautiful mixture of vines, mulberries, olives, towns, and
scattered houses, with a great deal of fine lucerne; the whole bounded by gentle hills,
cultivated to their tops.—At supper, at the table d'hote, we were waited on by a
female without shoes or stockings, exquisitely ugly, and diffusing odours not of roses:
there were, however, a croix de St. Louis,100 and two or three mercantile-looking
people that prated with her very familiarly: at an ordinary of farmers, at the poorest
and remotest market village in England, such an animal would not be allowed by the
landlord to enter his house; or by the guests their room.—32 miles.

The 25th. The road, in crossing a valley to and from a bridge, is a magnificent walled
causeway, more than a mile long, ten yards wide, and from eight to twelve feet high;
with stone posts on each side at every six yards—a prodigious work.—I know nothing
more striking to a traveller than the roads of Languedoc: we have not in England a
conception of such exertions; they are splendid and superb; and if I could free my
mind of the recollection of the unjust taxation which pays them, I should travel with
admiration at the magnificence displayed by the states of this province. The police of
these roads is however execrable—for I scarcely meet a cart but the driver is asleep in
it.

Taking the road to Montpellier, pass through a pleasing country; and by another
immense walled causeway, twelve yards broad and three high, leading close to the
sea. To Pijan,101 and near Frontignan102 and Montbasin,103 famous for their muscat
wines.—Approach Montpellier; the environs, for near a league, are delicious, and
more highly ornamented than any thing I have seen in France.—Villas well built,
clean, and comfortable, with every appearance of wealthy owners, are spread thickly
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through the country. They are, in general, pretty square buildings; some very large.
Montpellier, with the air rather of a great capital than of a provincial town, covers a
hill that swells proudly to the view.—But on entering it, you experience a
disappointment from narrow, ill-built, crooked streets, but full of people, and
apparently alive with business; yet there is no considerable manufacture in the place;
the principal are verdigrease, silk handkerchiefs, blankets, perfumes and /iqueurs. The
great object for a stranger to view is the promenade or square, for it partakes of both,
called the Perou.104 —There 1s a magnificent aqueduct on three tires of arches for
supplying the city with water, from a hill at a considerable distance; a very noble
work; a chateau d'eau receives the water in a circular bason, from which it falls into
an external reservoir, to supply the city, and the jets d'eau that cool the air of a garden
below, the whole in a fine square considerably elevated above the surrounding
ground, walled in with a ballustrade, and other mural decorations, and in the centre a
good equestrian statue of Louis XIV. There is an air of real grandeur and
magnificence in this useful work, that struck me more than any thing at Versailles.
The view is also singularly beautiful. To the south, the eye wanders with delight over
a rich vale, spread with villas, and terminated by the sea. To the north, a series of
cultivated hills. On one side, the vast range of the Pyrenees trend away till lost in
remoteness. On the other, the eternal snows of the Alps pierce the clouds. The whole
view one of the most stupendous to be seen, when a clear sky approximates these
distant objects.—32 miles.

The 26th. The fair of Beaucairel105 fills the whole country with business and motion;
meet many carts loaded; and nine diligences going or coming. Yesterday and to day
the hottest I ever experienced; we had none like them in Spain—the flies much worse
than the heat.—30 miles.

The 27th. The amphitheatre of Nismes is a prodigious work, which shews how well
the Romans had adapted these edifices to the abominable uses to which they were
erected. The convenience of a theatre that could hold 17000 spectators without
confusion; the magnitude; the massive and substantial manner in which it is built
without mortar, that has withstood the attacks of the weather, and the worse
depredations of the barbarians in the various revolutions of sixteen centuries, all strike
the attention forcibly.

I viewed the Maison Quarr€ last night; again this morning, and twice more in the day;
it is beyond all comparison the most light, elegant, and pleasing building I ever
beheld. Without any magnitude to render it imposing; without any extraordinary
magnificence to surprize, it rivets attention. There is a magic harmony in the
proportions that charms the eye. One can fix on no particular part of pre-eminent
beauty; it is one perfect whole of symmetry and grace. What an infatuation in modern
architects, that can overlook the chaste and elegant simplicity of taste, manifest in
such a work; and yet rear such piles of laboured foppery and heaviness as are to be
met with in France. The temple of Diana, as it is called, and the ancient baths, with
their modern restoration, and the promenade, form parts of the same scene, and are
magnificent decorations of the city. I was, in relation to the baths, in ill luck, for the
water was all drawn off, in order to clean them and the canals.—The Roman
pavements are singularly beautiful, and in high preservation. My quarters at Nismes
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were at the Louvre, a large, commodious, and excellent inn, the house was almost as
much a fair from morning to night as Beaucaire itself could be. I dined and supped at
the table d'hote; the cheapness of these tables suits my finances, and one sees
something of the manners of the people; we sat down from twenty to forty at every
meal, most motley companies of French, Italians, Spaniards, and Germans, with a
Greek and Armenian; and I was informed, that there is hardly a nation in Europe or
Asia; that have not merchants at this great fair, chiefly for raw silk, of which many
millions in value are sold in four days: all the other commodities of the world are to
be found there.

One circumstance I must remark on this numerous table d'hote, because it has struck
me repeatedly, which is the taciturnity of the French. I came to the kingdom expecting
to have my ears constantly fatigued with the infinite volubility and spirits of the
people, of which so many persons have written, sitting, I suppose, by their English
fire-sides. At Montpellier, though 15 persons and some of them ladies were present, |
found it impossible to make them break their inflexible silence with more than a
monosyllable, and the whole company sat more like an assembly of tongue-tied
quakers, than the mixed company of a people famous for loquacity. Here also, at
Nismes, with a different party at every meal it is the same; not a Frenchman will open
his lips. To day at dinner, hopeless of that nation, and fearing to lose the use of an
organ they had so little inclination to employ, I fixed myself by a Spaniard, and
having been so lately in his country, I found him ready to converse, and tolerably
communicative; but we had more conversation than thirty other persons maintained
among themselves.

The 28th. Early in the morning to the Pont du Gard, through a plain covered with vast
plantations of olives to the left, but much waste rocky land. At the first view of that
celebrated aqueduct, I was rather disappointed, having expected something of greater
magnitude; but soon found the error: [ was, on examining it more nearly, convinced
that it possessed every quality that ought to make a strong impression. It is a
stupendous work; the magnitude, and the massive solidity of the architecture, which
may probably endure two or three thousand years more, united with the undoubted
utility of the undertaking, to give us a high idea of the spirit of exertion which
executed it for the supply of a provincial town: the surprize, however, may cease,
when we consider the nations enslaved that were the workmen.—Returning to
Nismes, meet many merchants returning from the fair; each with a child's drum tied to
their cloakbag: my own little girl was too much in my head not to love them for this
mark of attention to their children;—but why a drum?—Have they not had enough of
the military in a kingdom, where they are excluded from all the honours, respect, and
emolument, that can flow from the sword?—I like Nismes much; and if the
inhabitants are at all on a par with the appearance of their city, I should prefer it for a
residence to most, if not all the towns I have seen in France. The theatre, however, is a
capital point, in that Montpellier is said to exceed it.—24 miles.

The 29th. Pass six leagues of a disagreeable country to Sauve.106 Vines and olives.
The chateau of Mons. Sabbatier107 strikes in this wild country; he has inclosed much
with dry walls, planted many mulberries and olives, which are young, thriving, and
well inclosed, yet the soil is so stony, that no earth is visible; some of his walls are
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four feet thick, and one of them twelve thick and five high, whence it seems, he thinks
moving the stones a necessary improvement, which I much question. He has built
three or four new farm-houses; I suppose he resides on this estate for improving it. |
hope he does not serve; that no moon-shine pursuit may divert him from a conduct
honourable to himself, and beneficial to his country.—Leaving Sauve, | was much
struck with a large tract of land, seemingly nothing but huge rocks; yet most of it
inclosed and planted with the most industrious attention. Every man has an olive, a
mulberry, an almond, or a peach-tree, and vines scattered among them; so that the
whole ground is covered with the oddest mixture of these plants, and bulging rocks
that can be conceived. The inhabitants of this village deserve encouragement for their
industry; and if [ was a French minister, they should have it. They would soon turn all
the deserts around them into gardens. Such a knot of active husbandmen, who turn
their rocks into scenes of fertility, because I suppose THEIR OWN, would do the
same by the wastes, if animated by the same omnipotent principle. Dine at St.
Hyppolite,108 with eight protestant merchants returning home to Rouverge,109 from
the fair of Beaucaire; as we parted at the same time, we travelled together; and from
their conversation, I learned some circumstances of which I wanted to be informed;
they told me also, that mulberries extend beyond Vigan,110 but then, and especially
about Milhaud,111 almonds take their place, and are in very great quantities.

My Rouverge friends pressed me to pass with them to Milhaud and Rodez, assured
me, that the cheapness of their province was so great, that it would tempt me to live
some time amongst them. That I might have a house at Milhaud, of four tolerable
rooms on a floor furnished, for 12 louis a-year; and live in the utmost plenty with all
my family, if [ would bring them over, for 100 louis a-year: that there were many
families of noblesse, who subsisted on 50, and even on 25 a-year. Such anecdotes of
cheapness are only curious when considered in a political light, as contributing on one
hand to the welfare of individuals; and on the other, as contributing to the prosperity,
wealth, and power of the kingdom; if I should meet with many such instances, and
also with others directly contrary, it will be necessary to consider them more at
large.—30 miles.

The 30th. Going out of Gange,112 I was surprised to find by far the greatest exertion
in irrigation which I had yet seen in France; and then pass by some steep mountains,
highly cultivated in terraces. Much watering at St. Laurence.113 The scenery very
interesting to a farmer. From Gange, to the mountain of rough ground which I
crossed, the ride has been the most interesting which I have taken in France; the
efforts of industry the most vigorous; the animation the most lively. An activity has
been here, that has swept away all difficulties before it, and has cloathed the very
rocks with verdure. It would be a disgrace to common sense to ask the cause: the
enjoyment of property must have done it. Give a man the secure possession of a bleak
rock, and he will turn it into a garden; give him a nine years lease of a garden, and he
will convert it into a desert. To Montadier,114 over a rough mountain covered with
box and lavender; it is a beggarly village, with an auberge that made me almost
shrink. Some cut throat figures were eating black bread, whose visages had so much
of the gallies that I thought I heard their chains rattle. I looked at their legs, and could
not but imagine they had no business to be free. There is a species of countenance
here so horridly bad, that it is impossible to be mistaken in one's reading. [ was quite
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alone, and absolutely without arms. Till this moment, I had not dreamt of carrying
pistols: I should now have been better satisfied, if I had had them. The master of the
auberge, who seemed first cousin to his guests, procured for me some wretched bread
with difficulty, but it was not black.—No meat, no eggs, no legumes, and execrable
wine: no corn for my mule; no hay; no straw; no grass: the loaf fortunately was large;
I took a piece, and sliced the rest for my four-footed Spanish friend, who ate it
thankfully, but the aubergiste growled.—Descend by a winding and excellent road to
Maudieres, 115 where a vast arch is thrown across the torrent. Pass St. Maurice, 116
and cross a ruined forest amongst fragments of trees. Descend three hours, by a most
noble road hewn out of the mountain side to Lodeve,117 a dirty, ugly, ill built town,
with crooked close streets, but populous, and very industrious.—Here I drank
excellent light and pleasing white wine at 5. a bottle.—36 miles.

The 31st. Cross a mountain by a miserable road, and reach Beg de Rieux,118 which
shares with Carcassonne, the fabric of Londrins,119 for the Levant trade.—Cross
much waste to Beziers.—I met to-day with an instance of ignorance in a well dressed
French merchant, that surprised me. He had plagued me with abundance of tiresome
foolish questions, and then asked for the third or fourth time what country I was of. |
told him I was a Chinese. How far off is that country?—I replied, 200 leagues. Deux
cents lieus! Diable! c'est un grand chemin! The other day a Frenchman asked me,
after telling him I was an Englishman, if we had trees in England?—I replied, that we
had a few. Had we any rivers?—Oh, none at all. A% ma foi c'est bien trieste! This
incredible ignorance, when compared with the knowledge so universally disseminated
in England, is to be attributed, like every thing else, to government.—40 miles.

AUGUST 1. Leave Beziers, in order to go to Capestan120 by the pierced mountain.
Cross the canal of Languedoc several times; and over many wastes to Pleraville.121
The Pyrenees now full to the left, and their roots but a few leagues off. At
Carcassonne they carried me to a fountain of muddy water, and to a gate of the
barracks; but I was better pleased to see several large good houses of manufacturers,
that shew wealth.—40 miles.

The 2d. Pass a considerable convent, with a long line of front, and rise to Fanjour.122
—16 miles.

The 3d. At Mirepoix123 they are building a most magnificent bridge of seven flat
arches, each of 64 feet span which will cost 1,800,000 liv. (78,7501.); it has been 12
years erecting, and will be finished in two more. The weather for several days has
been as fine as possible, but very hot; to-day the heat was so disagreeable, that I rested
from 12 to 3 at Mirepoix; and found it so burning, that it was an effort to go half a
quarter of a mile to view the bridge. The myriads of flies were ready to devour me,
and I could hardly support any light in the room. Riding fatigued me, and I enquired
for a carriage of some sort to carry me, while these great heats should continue; I had
done the same at Carcassonne; but nothing like a cabriolet of any sort was to be had.
When it is recollected that that place is one of the most considerable manufacturing
towns in France, containing 15,000 people, and that Mirepoix is far from being a
mean place, and yet not a voiture of any kind to be had, how will an Englishman bless
himself for the universal conveniences that are spread through his own country, in
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which I believe there is not a town of 1500 people in the kingdom where post chaises
and able horses are not to be had at a moment's warning? What a contrast! This
confirms the fact deducible from the little traffic on the roads even around Paris itself.
Circulation is stagnant in France.—The heat was so great that I left Mirepoix
disordered with it: This was by far the hottest day that I ever felt. The hemisphere
seemed almost in a flame with burning rays that rendered it impossible to turn ones
eyes within many degrees of the radiant orb that now blazed in the heavens.—Cross
another fine new bridge of three arches; and come to a woodland, the first I have seen
for a great distance. Many vines about Pamiers, 124 which is situated in a beautiful
vale, upon a fine river. The place itself is ugly, stinking, and ill built; with an inn!
Adieu, Mons. Gascit; if fate sends me to such another house as thine—be it an
expiation for my sins!—28 miles.

The 4th. Leaving Amous,125 there is the extraordinary spectacle of a river issuing out
of a cavern in a mountain of rock; on crossing the hill you see where it enters by
another cavern.—It pierces the mountain. Most countries, however, have instances of
rivers passing under ground. At St. Geronds126 go to the Croix Blanche, the most
execrable receptacle of filth, vermin, impudence, and imposition that ever exercised
the patience, or wounded the feelings of a traveller. A withered hag, the demon of
beastliness, presides there. I laid, not rested, in a chamber over a stable, whose
effluvie through the broken floor were the least offensive of the perfumes afforded by
this hideous place.—It could give me nothing but two stale eggs, for which I paid,
exclusive of all other charges, 20f. Spain brought nothing to my eyes that equalled this
sink, from which an English hog would turn with disgust. But the inns all the way
from Nismes are wretched, except at Lodeve, Gange, Carcassonne, and Mirepoix. St.
Geronds must have, from its appearance, four or five thousand people. Pamiers near
twice that number. What can be the circulating connection between such masses of
people and other towns and countries, that can be held together and supported by such
inns? There have been writers who look upon such observations as rising merely from
the petulance of travellers, but it shews their extreme ignorance. Such circumstances
are political data. We cannot demand all the books of France to be opened in order to
explain the amount of circulation in that kingdom: a politician must therefore collect
it from such circumstances as he can ascertain; and among these, traffic on the great
roads, and the convenience of the houses prepared for the reception of travellers, tell
us both the number and the condition of those travellers; by which term I chiefly
allude to the natives, who move on business or pleasure from place to place; for if
they are not considerable enough to cause good inns, those who come from a distance
will not, which is evident from the bad accommodations even in the high road from
London to Rome. On the contrary, go in England to towns that contain 1500, 2000, or
3000 people, in situations absolutely cut off from all dependence, or almost the
expectation of what are properly called travellers; yet you will meet with neat inns,
well dressed and clean people keeping them, good furniture, and a refreshing civility;
your senses may not be gratified, but they will not be offended; and if you demand a
post chaise and a pair of horses, the cost of which is not less than 80l. in spite of a
heavy tax, it will be ready to carry you whither you please. Are no political
conclusions to be drawn from this amazing contrast? It proves that such a population
in England have connections with other places to the amount of supporting such
houses. The friendly clubs of the inhabitants, the visits of friends and relations, the

PLL v6.0 (generated September, 2011) 73 http://oll.libertyfund.org/title/292



Online Library of Liberty: Arthur Young’s Travels in France during the Years 1787, 1788, 1789

parties of pleasure, the resort of farmers, the intercourse with the capital and with
other towns, form the support of good inns; and in a country where they are not to be
found, it is a proof that there is not the same quantity of motion; or that it moves by
means of less wealth, less consumption, and less enjoyment. In this journey through
Languedoc, I have passed an incredible number of splendid bridges, and many superb
causeways. But this only proves the absurdity and oppression of government. Bridges
that cost 70 or 80,0001. and immense causeways to connect towns, that have no better
inns than such as [ have described, appear to be gross absurdities. They cannot be
made for the mere use of the inhabitants, because one-fourth of the expense would
answer the purpose of real utility. They are therefore objects of public magnificence,
and consequently for the eye of travellers. But what traveller, with his person
surrounded by the beggarly filth of an inn, and with all his senses offended, will not
condemn such inconsistencies as folly, and will not wish for more comfort and less
appearance of splendour.—30 miles.

The 5th. To St. Martory127 is an almost uninterrupted range of well inclosed and well
cultivated country.—For an hundred miles past, the women generally without shoes,
even in the towns; and in the country many men also.—The heat yesterday and to-day
as intense as it was before: there is no bearing any light in the rooms: all must be shut
close, or none are tolerably cool: in going out of a light room into a dark one, tho'
both to the north, there is a very sensible coolness; and out of a dark one into a roofed
balcony, is like going into an oven. I have been advised every day not to stir till four
o'clock. From ten in the morning till five in the afternoon, the heat makes all exercise
most uncomfortable; and the flies are a curse of Egypt. Give me the cold and fogs of
England, rather than such a heat, should it be lasting. The natives, however, assert,
that this intensity has now continued as long as it commonly does, namely, four or
five days; and that the greatest part even of the hottest months is much cooler than the
weather is at present.—In 250 miles distant, I have met on the road two cabriolets
only, and three miserable things like old English one-horse chaises; not one
gentleman; though many merchants, as they call themselves, each with two or three
cloak-bags behind him:—a paucity of travellers that is amazing.—28 miles.

The 6th. To Bagnere de Luchon, rejoining my friends, and not displeased to have a
little rest in the cool mountains, after so burning a ride.—28 miles.

The 10th. Finding our party not yet ready to set out on their return to Paris, I
determined to make use of the time there was yet to spare, ten or eleven days, in a tour
to Bagnere de Bigorre to Bayonne,128 and to meet them on the way to Bourdeaux, at
Auch. This being settled, I mounted my English mare, and took my last leave of
Luchon.—28 miles.

The 11th. Pass a convent129 of Bernardine monks, who have a revenue of 30,000 liv.
It is situated in a vale, watered by a charming chrystal stream, and some hills, covered
with oak, shelter it behind.—Arrive at Bagnere, which contains little worthy of notice,
but it is much frequented by company on account of its waters. To the valley of
Campan,130 of which I had heard great things, and which yet much surpassed my
expectation. It is quite different from all the other vales I have seen in the Pyreness or
in Catalonia. The features and the arrangement novel. In general the richly cultivated
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slopes of those mountains are thickly inclosed; this, on the contrary, is open. The vale
itself is a flat range of cultivation and watered meadow, spread thickly with villages
and scattered houses. The eastern boundary is a rough, steep, and rocky mountain, and
affords pasturage to goats and sheep; a contrast to the western, which forms the
singular feature of the scene. It is one noble sheet of corn and grass uninclosed, and
intersected only by lines that mark the division of properties, or the channels that
conduct water from the higher regions for irrigating the lower ones; the whole
hanging is one matchless slope of the richest and most luxuriant vegetation. Here and
there are scattered some small masses of wood, which chance has grouped with
wonderful happiness for giving variety to the scene. The season of the year, by mixing
the rich yellow of ripe corn, with the green of the watered meadows, added greatly to
the colouring of the landscape, which is upon the whole the most exquisite for form
and colour that my eye has ever been regaled with.—Take the road to Lourde, 131
where is a castle on a rock, garrisoned for the mere purpose of keeping state prisoners,
sent hither by lettres de cachet. Seven or eight are known to be here at present; thirty
have been here at a time; and many for life—torn by the relentless hand of jealous
tyranny from the bosom of domestic comfort; from wives, children, friends, and
hurried for crimes unknown to themselves—more probably for virtues—to languish in
this detested abode of misery—and die of despair. Oh, liberty! liberty!—and yet this
is the mildest government of any considerable country in Europe, our own excepted.
The dispensations of providence seem to have permitted the human race to exist only
as the prey of tyrants, as it has made pigeons for the prey of hawks—35 miles.

The 12th. Paul32 is a considerable town, that has a parliament and a linen
manufacture; but it is more famous for being the birth-place of Henry IV. I viewed the
castle, and was shewn, as all travellers are, the room in which that amiable prince was
born, and the cradle, the shell of a tortoise, in which he was nursed. What an effect on
posterity have great and distinguished talents! This is a considerable town, but I
question whether any thing would ever carry a stranger to it but its possessing the
cradle of a favourite character.

Take the road to Moneng,133 and come presently to a scene which was so new to me
in France, that I could hardly believe my own eyes. A succession of many well built,
tight, and COMFORTABLE farming cottages, built of stone, and covered with tiles;
each having its little garden, inclosed by clipt thorn hedges, with plenty of peach and
other fruit trees, some fine oaks scattered in the hedges, and young trees nursed up
with so much care, that nothing but the fostering attention of the owner could effect
any thing like it. To every house belongs a farm, perfectly well inclosed, with grass
borders mown and neatly kept around the corn fields, with gates to pass from one
inclosure to another. The men are all dressed with red caps, like the highlanders of
Scotland. There are some parts of England (where small yeomen still remain) that
resemble this country of Bearne; but we have very little that is equal to what I have
seen in this ride of twelve miles from Paul34 to Moneng. It is all in the hands of little
proprietors, without the farms being so small as to occasion a vicious and miserable
population. An air of neatness, warmth, and comfort breathes over the whole. It is
visible in their new built houses and stables; in their little gardens; in their hedges; in
the courts before their doors; even in the coops for their poultry, and the sties for their
hogs. A peasant does not think of rendering his pig comfortable, if his own happiness
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hangs by the thread of a nine years lease. We are now in Bearne, within a few miles of
the cradle of Henry IV. Do they inherit these blessings from that good prince? The
benignant genius of that good monarch, seems to reign still over the country; each
peasant has the fowl in the pot.—34 miles.

The 13th. The agreeable scene of yesterday continues; many small properties; and
every appearance of rural happiness. Navareen135 is a small walled and fortified
town, consisting of three principal streets, which cross at right angles, with a small
square. From the ramparts there is the view of a fine country. The linen fabric spreads
through it. To St. Palais136 the country is mostly inclosed, and much of it with thorn-
hedges, admirably trained, and kept neatly clipped.—25 miles.

The 14th. Left St. Palais, and took a guide to conduct me four leagues to Anspan.137
Fair day, and the place crouded with farmers; I saw the soup prepared for what we
should call the farmer's ordinary. There was a mountain of sliced bread, the colour of
which was not inviting; ample provision of cabbage, grease, and water, and about as
much meat for some scores of people, as half a dozen English farmers would have
eaten, and grumbled at their host for short commons.—26 miles.

The 15th. Bayonne is by much the prettiest town I have seen in France; the houses are
not only well built of stone, but the streets are wide and there are many openings
which, though not regular squares, have a good effect. The river is broad, and many of
the houses being fronted to it, the view of them from the bridge is fine. The
promenade is charming; it has many rows of trees, whose heads join and form a shade
delicious in this hot climate. In the evening, it was thronged with well dressed people
of both sexes: and the women, through all the country, are the handsomest I have seen
in France. In coming hither from Pau, I saw what is very rare in that kingdom, clean
and pretty country girls; in most of the provinces, hard labour destroys both person
and complexion. The bloom of health on the cheeks of a well dressed country girl is
not the worst feature in any landscape. I hired a chaloup for viewing the embankment
at the mouth of the river. By the water spreading itself too much, the harbour was
injured; and government, to contract it, has built a wall on the north bank a mile long,
and another on the south shore of half the length. It is from ten to 20 feet wide, and
about twelve high, from the top of the base of rough stone, which extends twelve or
fifteen feet more. Towards the mouth of the harbour, it is twenty feet wide, and the
stones on both sides crampt together with irons. They are now driving piles of pine 16
feet deep, for the foundation. It is, on the whole, a work of great expence,
magnificence and utility.

The 16th. To Dax is not the best way to Auch, but I had a mind to see the famous
waste called Les Landes de Bourdeaux,138 of which I had long heard and read so
much. I was informed, that by this route, I should pass through more than twelve
leagues of them. They reach almost to the gates of Bayonne; but broken by cultivated
spots for a league or two. These /andes are sandy tracts covered with pine trees, cut
regularly for resin. Historians report, that when the moors were expelled from Spain,
they applied to the court of France for leave to settle on and cultivate these /andes;
and that the court was much condemned for refusing them. It seems to have been
taken for granted, that they could not be peopled with French; and therefore ought
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rather to be given to Moors, than to be left waste.—At Dax, there is a remarkably hot
spring in the middle of the town. It is a very fine one, bubbling powerfully out of the
ground in a large bason, walled in; it is boiling hot; it tastes like common water, and 1
was told that it was not impregnated with any mineral. The only use to which it is
applied is for washing linen. It is at all seasons of the same heat, and in the same
quantity.—27 miles.

The 17th. Pass district of sand as white as snow, and so loose as to blow; yet has oaks
two feet in diameter, by reason of a bottom of white adhesive earth like marl. Pass
three rivers, the waters of which might be applied in irrigation, yet no use made of
them. The duke de Bouillon139 has vast possessions in these lands. A Grand Seigneur
will at any time, and in any country, explain the reason of improveable land being left
waste.—29 miles.

The 18th. As dearness is, in my opinion, the general feature of all money exchanges in
France, it is but candid to note instances to the contrary. At Airé¢,140 they gave me, at
the Croix d'Or, soup, eels, sweet bread, and green-peas, a pigeon, a chicken, and veal-
cutlets, with a dessert of biscuits, peaches, nectarines, plumbs, and glass of ligueur,
with a bottle of good wine, all for 40f. (20d.) oats for my mare 20f. and hay 10f. At the
same price at St. Severe,141 I had a supper last night not inferior to it. Every thing at
Airé seemed good and clean; and what is very uncommon, I had a parlour to eat my
dinner in, and was attended by a neat well dressed girl. The last two hours to Airé it
rained so violently, that my silk surtout was an insufficient defence; and the old
landlady was in no haste to give me fire enough to be dried. As to supper, I had the
idea of my dinner.—35 miles.

The 19th. Pass Beek,142 which seems a flourishing little place, if we may judge by
the building of new houses. The Clef d'Or is a large, new, and good inn.

In the 270 miles, from Bagnere de Luchon to Auch,143 a general observation I may
make is, that the whole, with very few exceptions, is inclosed; and that the farm-
houses are every where scattered, instead of being, as in so many parts of France
collected in towns. I have seen scarcely any gentlemen's country seats that seem at all
modern; and, in general, they are thin to a surprising degree. I have not met with one
country equipage, nor any thing like a gentleman riding to see a neighbour. Scarcely a
gentleman at all. At Auch, met by appointment my friends, on their return to Paris.
The town is almost without manufactures or commerce, and is supported chiefly by
the rents of the country. But they have many of the noblesse in the province, too poor
to live here; some indeed so poor, that they plough their own fields; and these may
possibly be much more estimable members of society, than the fools and knaves that
laugh at them.—31 miles.

The 20th. Pass Fleuran,144 which contains many good houses, and go through a
populous country to La Tour,145 a bishoprick, the diocesan of which we left at
Bagnere de Luchon. The situation is beautiful on the point of a ridge of hills.—20
miles.
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The 22d. By Leyrac,146 through a fine country, to the Garonne, which we cross by a
ferry. This river is here a quarter of a mile broad, with every appearance of commerce.
A large barge passed loaded with cages of poultry; of such consequence throughout
the extent of this navigation is the consumption of the great city of Bourdeaux. The
rich vale continues to Agen,147 and is very highly cultivated; but has not the beauty
of the environs of Leitour. If new buildings are a criterion of the flourishing state of a
place, Agen prospers. The bishop has raised a magnificent palace, the centre of which
is in good taste; but the junction with the wings not equally happy.—23 miles.

The 23d. Pass a rich and highly cultivated vale to Aguillon;148 much hemp, and
every woman in the country employed on it. Many neat well built farm-houses on
small properties, and all the country very populous. View the chateau of the Duc
d'Aguillon,149 which, being in the town, is badly situated, according to all rural ideas;
but a town is ever an accompanyment of a chateau in France, as it was formerly in
most parts of Europe; it seems to have resulted from a feudal arrangement, that the
Grand Seigneur might keep his slaves the nearer to his call, as a man builds his stables
near his house. This edifice is a considerable one, built by the present Duke; begun
about twenty years ago, when he was exiled here during eight years. And, thanks to
that banishment, the building went on nobly; the body of the house done, and the
detached wings almost finished. But as soon as the sentence was reversed, the duke
went to Paris, and has not been here since, consequently all now stands still. It is thus
that banishment alone will force the French nobility to execute what the English do
for pleasure—reside upon and adorn their estates. There is one magnificent
circumstance, namely, an elegant and spacious theatre; it fills one of the wings. The
orchestra is for twenty-four musicians, the number kept, fed, and paid, by the duke
when here. This elegant and agreeable luxury, which falls within the compass of a
very large fortune is known in every country in Europe except England: the
possessors of great estates here preferring horses and dogs very much before any
entertainment a theatre can yield. To Tonnance.150 —25 miles.

The 24th. Many new and good country seats, of gentlemen, well built, and set off with
gardens, plantations, &c. These are the effects of the wealth of Bourdeaux. These
people, like other Frenchmen, eat little meat; in the town of Leyrac five oxen only are
killed in a year; whereas an English town with the same population would consume
two or three oxen a week. A noble view towards Bourdeaux for many leagues, the
river appearing in four or five places. Reach Langon,151 and drink of its excellent
white wine—32 miles.

The 25th.—Pass through Barsac,152 famous also for its wines. They are now
ploughing with oxen between the rows of the vines, the operation which gave Tull153
the idea of horse-hoeing corn. Great population and country seats all the way. At
Castres154 the country changes to an un-interesting flat. Arrive at Bourdeaux,155
through a continued village.—30 miles.

26th. Much as I had read and heard of the commerce, wealth, and magnificence of this
city, they greatly surpassed my expectations. Paris did not answer at all, for it is not to
be compared to London; but we must not name Liverpool in competition with
Bourdeaux. The grand feature here, of which I had heard most, answers the least; |
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mean the quay, which is respectable only for length, and its quantity of business,
neither of which, to the eye of a stranger, is of much consequence, if devoid of beauty.
The row of houses is regular, but without either magnificence or beauty. It is a dirty,
sloping, muddy shore; parts without pavement, incumbered with filth and stones;
barges lie here for loading and unloading the ships, which cannot approach to what
should be a quay. Here is all the dirt and disagreeable circumstances of trade, without
the order, arrangement, and magnificence of a quay. Barcelona is unique in this
respect. When I presumed to find fault with the buildings on the river, it must not be
supposed that I include the whole; the crescent which is in the same line is better. The
place royale, with the statue of Lewis XV. in the middle, is a fine opening, and the
buildings which form it regular and handsome. But the quarter of the chapeau rouge
is truly magnificent, consisting of noble houses, built, like the rest of the city, of white
hewn stone. It joins the chateau trompette, which occupies near half a mile of the
shore. This fort is bought of the king, by a company of speculators, who are now
pulling it down with an intention of building a fine square and many new streets, to
the amount of 1800 houses. I have seen a design of the square and the streets, and it
would, if executed, be one of the most splendid additions to a city that is to be seen in
Europe. This great work stands still at present through a fear of resumptions. The
theatre, built about ten or twelve years ago, is by far the most magnificent in France. I
have seen nothing that approaches it. The building is insulated; and fills up a space of
306 feet by 165, one end being the principal front, containing a portico the whole
length of it, of twelve very large Corinthian columns. The entrance from this portico
is by a noble vestibule, which leads not only to the different parts of the theatre, but
also to an elegant oval concert-room and saloons for walking and refreshments, The
theatre itself is of a vast size; in shape the segment of an oval. The establishment of
actors, actresses, singers, dancers, orchestra, &c. speak the wealth and luxury of the
place. I have been assured, that from thirty to fifty louis a night have been paid to a
favourite actress from Paris. Larrive,156 the first tragic actor of that capital, is now
here, at 500 liv. (211. 12s. 6d.) a night, with two benefits. Dauberval, the dancer and
his wife (the Mademoiselle Theodore of London) are retained as principal ballet-
master and first female dancer, at a salary of 28,000 liv. (12251.) Pieces are performed
every night, Sundays not excepted, as every where in France. The mode of living that
takes place here among merchants is highly luxurious. Their houses and
establishments are on expensive scales. Great entertainments, and many served on
plate: high play is a much worse thing;—and the scandalous chronicle speaks of
merchants keeping the dancing and singing girls of the theatre at salaries which ought
to import no good to their credit. This theatre, which does so much honour to the
pleasures of Bourdeaux, was raised at the expence of the town, and cost 270,0001. The
new tide corn-mill, erected by a company, is very well worth viewing. A large canal is
dug and formed in masonry of hewn stone, the walls four feet thick, leading under the
building for the tide coming in, to turn the water wheels. It is then conducted in other
equally well formed canals to a reservoir; and when the tide returns it gives motion to
the wheels again. Three of these canals pass under the building for containing 24 pairs
of stones. Every part of the work is on a scale of solidity and duration, admirably
executed. The estimate of the expence is 8,000,000 liv. (350,0001.); but I know not
how to credit such a sum. How far the erection of steam engines to do the same
business would have been found a cheaper method, I shall not enquire; but I should
apprehend that the common water mills, on the Garonne, which start without such
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enormous expences for their power, must in the common course of common events
ruin this company. The new houses that are building in all quarters of the town, mark,
too clearly to be misunderstood, the prosperity of the place. The skirts are every
where composed of new streets; with still newer ones marked out, and partly built.
These houses are in general small, or on a middling scale, for inferior tradesmen.
They are all of white stone, and add, as they are finished, much to the beauty of the
city. I enquired into the date of these new streets, and found that four or five years
were in general the period: that is to say, since the peace; and from the colour of the
stone of those streets next in age, it is plain that the spirit of building was at a stop
during the war. Since the peace they had gone on with great activity. What a satire on
the government of the two kingdoms, to permit in one the prejudices of manufacturers
and merchants, and in the other the insidious policy of an ambitious court, to hurry the
two nations for ever into wars that check all beneficial works, and spread ruin where
private exertion was busied in deeds of prosperity. The rent of houses and lodgings
rises every day, as it has done since the peace considerably, at the same time that so
many new houses have been and are erecting, unites with the advance in the prices of
every thing: they complain that the expences of living have risen in ten years full 30
per cent.—There can hardly be a clearer proof of an advance in prosperity.

The commercial treaty with England being a subject too interesting not to have
demanded attention, we made the necessary enquiries.—Here it is considered in a
very different light from Abbeville and Rouen: at Bourdeaux they think it a wise
measure, that tends equally to the benefit of both countries. This is not the place for
being more particular on the trade of this town.

We went twice to see Larrive do his two capital parts of the Black Prince in Mons. du
Belloy's157 Piere le Cruel, and Philoctete, which gave me a very high idea of the
French theatre. The inns at this city are excellent; the hotel d'Angletere and the Prince
of Asturias; at the latter we found every accommodation to be wished, but with an
inconsistence that cannot be too much condemned: we had very elegant apartments,
and were served on plate, yet the necessary-house the same temple of abomination
that is to be met in a dirty village.

The 28th. Leave Bourdeaux;—cross the river by a ferry, which employs twenty-nine
men and fifteen boats, and lets at 18,000 liv. (7871.) a year. The view of the Garonne
is very fine, appearing to the eye twice as broad as the Thames at London; and the
number of large ships lying in it, makes it, I suppose, the richest water view that
France has to boast. From hence to the Dordonne, a noble river, though much inferior
to the Garonne, which we cross by another ferry that lets at 6000 liv. Reach
Cavignac.158 —20 miles.

The 29th. To Barbesieux,159 situated in a beautiful country, finely diversified and
wooded; the marquisate of which, with the chateau, belongs to the duke de la
Rochefoucauld, whom we met here; he inherits this estate from the famous Louvois,
the minister of Louis XIV. In this thirty-seven miles of country, lying between the
great rivers Garonne, Dordonne, and Charente, and consequently in one of the best
parts of France for markets, the quantity of waste land is surprising: it is the
predominant feature the whole way. Much of these wastes belonged to the prince de
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Soubise, 160 who would not sell any part of them. Thus it is whenever you stumble on
a Grand Seigneur, even one that was worth millions, you are sure to find his property
desert. The duke of Bouillon's and this prince's are two of the greatest properties in
France; and all the signs I have yet seen of their greatness, are wastes, landes, deserts,
fern, ling.—Go to their residence, wherever it may be, and you would probably find
them in the midst of a forest, very well peopled with deer, wild boars, and wolves.
Oh! if I was the legislator of France for a day, I would make such great lords skip
again.161 We supped with the duke de la Rochefoucauld; the provincial assembly of
Saintonge is soon to meet, and this nobleman, being the president, is waiting for their
assembling.

The 30th. Through a chalk country, well wooded, though without inclosures to
Angouléme; the approach to that town is fine; the country around being beautiful with
the fine river Charente, 162 here navigable, flowing through it, the effect striking.—25
miles.

The 31st. Quitting Angouléme, pass through a country almost covered with vines, and
across a noble wood belonging to the duchess d'Anville, mother of the duke de la
Rochefoucauld, to Verteul,163 a chateau of the same lady, built in 1459, where we
found every thing that travellers could wish in a hospitable mansion. The Emperor
Charles V. was entertained here by Anne de Polignac, widow of Francis II. count de
la Rochefoucauld, and that prince, said aloud, n'avoir jamais été en maison qui sentit
mieux sa grande vertu honnéteté & seigneurie que celle la.—It is excellently kept; in
thorough repair, fully furnished, and all in order, which merits praise, considering that
the family rarely are here for more than a few days in a year, having many other and
more considerable seats in different parts of the kingdom. If this just attention to the
interests of posterity was more general, we should not see the melancholy spectacle of
ruined chateaus in so many parts of France. In the gallery is a range of portraits from
the tenth century; by one of which it appears, that this estate came by a Mademoiselle
la Rochefoucauld, in 1470. The park, woods, and river Charente here are fine: the last
abounds greatly in carp, tench, and perch. It is at any time easy to get from 50 to 100
brace of fish that weigh from three to 101lb. each: we had a brace of carp for supper,
the sweetest, without exception, I ever tasted. If I pitched my tent in France, I should
choose it to be by a river that gave such fish. Nothing provokes one so in a country
residence as a lake, a river, or the sea within view of the windows, and a dinner every
day without fish, which is so common in England.—27 miles.

SEPTEMBER 1st. Pass Caudec,164 Ruffec,165 Maisons-Blanches,166 and
Chaunay.167 At the first of these places, view a very fine flour-mill built by the late
count de Broglio,168 brother of the marechal de Broglio, one of the ablest and most
active officers in the French service. In his private capacity, his undertakings were of
a national kind; this mill, an iron forge, and the project of a navigation, proved that he
had a disposition for every exertion that could, according to the prevalent ideas of the
times, benefit his country; that is to say, in every way except the one in which it
would have been effective—practical agriculture. This day's journey has been, with
some exceptions, through a poor, dull, and disagreeable country.—35 miles.
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The 2d. Poitou,169 from what I see of it, is an unimproved, poor, and ugly country. It
seems to want communication, demand, and activity of all kinds; nor does it, on an
average, yield the half of what it might. The lower part of the province is much richer
and better.

Arrive at Poitiers, which is one of the worst built towns I have seen in France; very
large and irregular, but containing scarcely any thing worthy of notice, except the
cathedral, which is well built, and very well kept.—The finest thing by far in the town
is the promenade, which is the most extensive | have seen; it occupies a considerable
space of ground, with gravelled walks, &c. excellently kept.—12 miles.

The 3d. A white chalky country to Chateaurault,170 open, and thinly peopled, though
not without country-seats. That town has some animation, owing to its navigable
river, which falls into the Loire. There is a considerable cutlery manufacture: we were
no sooner arrived, than our apartment was full of the wives and daughters of
manufacturers, each with her box of knives, scissars, toys, &c. and with so much civil
solicitude to have something bought, that had we wanted nothing it would have been
impossible to let so much urgency prove vain. It is remarkable, as the fabrics made
here are cheap, that there is scarcely any division of labour in this manufacture; it is in
the hands of distinct and unconnected workmen, who go through every branch on
their own account, and without assistance, except from their families.—25 miles.

The 4th. Pass a better country, with many chateaus, to Les Ormes,171 where we
stopped to see the seat built by the late count de Voyer d'Argenson. This chateau is a
large handsome edifice of stone, with two very considerable wings for offices and
strangers' apartments: the entrance is into a neat vestibule, at the end of which is the
saloon, a circular marble room, extremely elegant and well furnished; in the drawing-
room are paintings of the four French victories of the war of 1744: in every apartment
there is a strong disposition to English furniture and modes. This pleasing residence
belongs at present to the count d'Argenson. The late count who built it formed with
the present duke of Grafton, in England, the scheme of a very agreeable party. The
duke was to go over with his horses and pack of fox-hounds, and live here for some
months, with a number of friends. It originated in the proposal to hunt French wolves
with English fox-dogs. Nothing could be better planned than the scheme, for Les
Ormes is large enough to have contained a numerous party; but the count's death
destroyed the plan. This is a sort of intercourse between the nobility of two kingdoms,
which I am surprised does not take place sometimes; it would vary the common
scenes of life very agreeably, and be productive of some of the advantages of
travelling in the most eligible way.—23 miles.

The 5th. Through a dead flat and unpleasant country, but on the finest road I have
seen in France—nor does it seem possible that any should be finer; not arising from
great exertions, as in Languedoc, but from being laid flat with admirable materials.
Chateaus are scattered every where in this part of Touraine; but farm houses and
cottages thin, till you come in sight of the Loire, the banks of which seem one
continued village. The vale, through which that river flows, may be three miles over;
a dead level of burnt russet meadow.
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The entrance of Tours172 is truly magnificent, by a new street of large houses, built
of hewn white stone, with regular fronts. This fine street, which is wide, and with foot
pavements on each side, is cut in a strait line through the whole city to the new bridge,
of fifteen flat arches, each of seventy-five feet span. It is altogether a noble exertion
for the decoration of a provincial town. Some houses remain yet to be built, the fronts
of which are done; some reverend fathers are satisfied with their old habitations, and
do not choose the expence of filling up the elegant design of the Tours projectors;
they ought, however, to be unroosted if they will not comply, for fronts without
houses behind them have a ridiculous appearance. From the tower of the cathedral
there is an extensive view of the adjacent country; but the Loire, for so considerable a
river, and for being boasted as the most beautiful in Europe, exhibits such a breadth of
shoals and sands as to be almost subversive of beauty. In the chapel of the old palace
of Louis XI. Les Plessis les Tours,173 are three pictures which deserve the travellers
notice; a holy family, St. Catharine, and the daughter of Herod; they seem to be of the
best age of Italian art. There is a very fine promenade here; long and admirably
shaded by four rows of noble and lofty elms, which for shelter against a burning sun
can have no superior; parallel with it is another on the rampart of the old walls, which
looks down on the adjacent gardens; but these walks, of which the inhabitants have
long boasted, are at present objects of melancholy; the corporation has offered the
trees to sale, and I was assured they would be cut down the ensuing winter.—One
would not wonder at an English corporation sacrificing the ladies' walk for plenty of
turtle, venison, and madeira; but that a French one should have so little gallantry, is
inexcusable.

The 9th. The count de la Rochefoucauld having a feverish complaint when he arrived
here, which prevented our proceeding on the journey, it became the second day a
confirmed fever; the best physician of the place was called in, whose conduct I liked
much, for he had recourse to very little physick, but much attention to keep his
apartment cool and airy; and seemed to have great confidence in leaving nature to
throw off the malady that oppressed her. Who is it that says there is a great difference
between a good physician and a bad one; yet very little between a good one and none
at all?

Among other excursions, I took a ride on the banks of the Loire towards Saumur, and
found the country the same as near Tours; but the chateaus not so numerous or good.
Where the chalk hills advance perpendicularly towards the river, they present a most
singular spectacle of uncommon habitations;174 for a great number of houses are cut
out of the white rock, fronted with masonry, and holes cut above for chimnies, so that
you sometimes know not where the house is from which you see the smoke issuing.
These cavern-houses are in some places in tires one above another. Some with little
scraps of gardens have a pretty effect. In general, the proprietors occupy them; but
many are let at 10, 12, and 15 liv. a year. The people I talked with seemed well
satisfied with their habitations, as good and comfortable: a proof of the dryness of the
climate. In England the rheumatism would be the chief inhabitant. Walked to the
Benedictine convent of Marmoutier,175 of which the cardinal de Rohan, at present
here, is abbot.
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The 10th. Nature, or the Tours doctor, having recovered the count, we set forward on
our journey. The road to Chanteloup is made on an embankment, that secures a large
level tract from floods. The country more uninteresting than I could have thought it
possible for the vicinity of a great river to be.—View Chanteloup, the magnificent
seat of the late duke de Choiseul.176 It is situated on a rising ground, at some distance
from the Loire, which in winter, or after great floods, is a fine object, but at present is
scarcely seen. The ground-floor in front consists of seven rooms: the dining-room of
about thepleasureground, on a hill thirty by twenty, and the drawing-room thirty by
thirty-three: the library is seventy-two by twenty, but now fitted up by the present
possessor, the duke de Penthievre, with very beautiful tapestry from the Gobelins.—In
commanding a very extensive prospect; is a Chinese pagoda, 120 feet high, built by
the duke, in commemoration of the persons who visited him in his exile. On the walls
of the first room in it their names are engraved on marble tablets. The number and
rank of the persons do honour to the duke and to themselves. The idea was a happy
one. The forest you look down on from this building is very extensive; they say
eleven leagues across: ridings are cut pointing to the pagoda; and when the duke was
alive, these glades had the mischievous animation of a vast hunt, supported so
liberally as to ruin the master of it, and transferred the property of this noble estate
and residence from his family to the last hands I should wish to see it in—a prince of
the blood. Great lords love too much an environ of forest, boars, and huntsmen,
instead of marking their residence by the accompanyment of neat and well cultivated
farms, clean cottages, and happy peasants. In such a method of shewing their
magnificence, rearing forests, gilding domes, or bidding aspiring columns rise, might
be wanting; but they would have, instead of them, erections of comfort,
establishments of ease, and plantations of felicity: and their harvest, instead of the
flesh of boars, would be in the voice of chearful gratitude—they would see public
prosperity flourish on its best basis of private happiness.—As a farmer, there is one
feature which shews the duke had some merit; he built a noble cow-house; a platform
leads along the middle, between two rows of mangers, with stalls for seventy-two, and
another apartment, not so large, for others, and for calves. He imported 120 very fine
Swiss cows, and visited them with his company every day, as they were kept
constantly tied up. To this I may add the best built sheephouse I have seen in France:
and I thought I saw from the pagoda part of the farm better laid out and ploughed than
common in the country, so that he probably imported some ploughmen.—This has
merit in it; but it was all the merit of banishment. Chanteloup would neither have been
built nor decorated, nor furnished, if the duke had not been exiled. It was the same
with the duke d'Aguillon. These ministers would have sent the country to the devil
before they would have reared such edifices, or formed such establishments, if they
had not both been sent from Versailles. View the manufacture of steel at Amboise, 177
established by the duke de Choiseul. Vineyards the chief feature of agriculture.—37
miles.

The 11th. To Blois,178 an old town, prettily situated on the Loire, with a good stone
bridge of eleven arches. We viewed the castle, for the historical monument it affords
that has rendered it so famous. They shew the room where the council assembled, and
the chimney in it before which the duke of Guise was standing when the king's page
came to demand his presence in the royal closet: the door he was entering when
stabbed: the tapestry he was in the act of turning aside: the tower where his brother

PLL v6.0 (generated September, 2011) 84 http://oll.libertyfund.org/title/292



Online Library of Liberty: Arthur Young’s Travels in France during the Years 1787, 1788, 1789

the cardinal suffered; with a hole in the floor into the dungeon of Louis XI. of which
the guide tells many horrible stories, in the same tone, from having told them so often,
in which the fellow in Westminster Abbey gives his monotonous history of the tombs.
The best circumstance attending the view of the spots, or the walls within which great,
daring, or important actions have been performed, is the impression they make on the
mind, or rather on the heart of the spectator, for it is an emotion of feeling, rather than
an effort of reflection. The murders, or political executions perpetrated in this castle,
though not uninteresting, were inflicted on, and by men that command neither our
love, nor our veneration. The character of the period, and of the men that figured in it,
were alike disgusting. Bigotry and ambition, equally dark, insidious, and bloody,
allow no feelings of regret. The parties could hardly be better employed than in
cutting each others throats. Quit the Loire, and pass to Chambord. The quantity of
vines is very great; they have them very flourishing on a flat poor blowing sand. How
well satisfied would my friend Le Blanc be if his poorest sands at Cavenham gave
him 100 dozen of good wine per acre per annum! See at one coup d'eeil 2000 acres of
them. View the royal chateau of Chambord,179 built by that magnificent prince
Francis 1. and inhabited by the late marechal de Saxe. I had heard much of this castle,
and it more than answered my expectation. It gives a great idea of the splendor of that
prince. Comparing the centuries, and the revenues of Louis XIV. and Francis 1. |
prefer Chambord infinitely to Versailles. The apartments are large, numerous, and
well contrived. I admired particularly the stone stair-case in the centre of the house,
which, being in a double spiral line, contains two distinct stair-cases, one above
another, by which means people are going up and down at the same time, without
seeing each other. The four apartments in the attic, with arched stone roofs, were in no
mean taste. One of these count Saxe turned into a neat well contrived theatre. We
were shewn the apartment which that great soldier occupied, and the room in which
he died. Whether in his bed or not is yet a problem for ancedote hunters to solve. A
report not uncommon in France was, that he was ran through the heart in a duel with
the Prince of Conti, who came to Chambord for that purpose; and great care was taken
to conceal it from the king (Louis XV.), who had such a friendship for the marechal,
that he would certainly have driven the prince out of the kingdom. There are several
apartments modernized, either for the marechal or for the governors that have resided
here since. In one there is a fine picture of Louis XIV. on horseback. Near the castle
are the barracks for the regiment of 1500 horse, formed by marechal de Saxe, and
which Louis XV. gave him, by appointing them to garrison Chambord while their
colonel made at his residence. He lived here in great splendour, and highly respected
by his sovereign, and the whole kingdom.—The situation of the castle is bad; it is
low, and without the least prospect that is interesting; indeed the whole country is so
flat that a high ground is hardly to be found in it. From the battlements we saw the
environs, of which the park or forest forms three-fourths; it contains within a wall
about 20,000 arpents, and abounds with all sorts of game to a degree of profusion.
Great tracts of this park are waste or under heath, &c. or at least a very imperfect
cultivation: I could not help thinking, that if the king of France ever formed the idea
of establishing one compleat and perfect farm under the turnip culture of England,
here is the place for it. Let him assign the chateau for the residence of the director and
all his attendants; and the barracks, which are now applied to no use whatever, for
stalls for cattle, and the profits of the wood would be sufficient to stock and support
the whole undertaking.180 What comparison between the utility of such an
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establishment, and that of a much greater expence applied here at present for
supporting a wretched haras (stud), which has not a tendency but to mischief! I may,
however, recommend such agricultural establishments; but they never were made in
any country, and never will be, till mankind are governed on principles absolutely
contrary to those which prevail at present—until something more is thought requisite
for a national husbandry than academies and memoirs.—35 miles.

The 12th. In two miles from the park wall regain the high road on the Loire. In
discourse with a vigneron, we were informed that it froze this morning hard enough to
damage the vines; and I may observe, that for four or five days past the weather has
been constantly clear, with a bright sun, and so cold a north-east wind as to resemble
much our cold clear weather in England in April; we have all our great coats on the
day through. Dine at Clarey,181 and view the monument of that able but bloody
tyrant Louis XI. in white marble; he is represented in a kneeling posture, praying
forgiveness, I suppose, which doubtless was promised him by his priests for his
basenesses and his murders. Reach Orleans.—30 miles.

The 13th. Here my companions, wanting to return as soon as possible to Paris, took
the direct road thither; but, having travelled it before, I preferred that by Petivier182
in the way to Fountainbleau. One motive for my taking this road was its passing by
Denainvilliers, the seat of the late celebrated Mons. du Hamel, 183 and where he made
those experiments in agriculture which he has recited in many of his works. At
Petivier I was just by, and walked thither for the pleasure of viewing grounds I had
read of so often, considering them with a sort of classic reverence. His homme
d'affaire, who conducted the farm, being dead, I could not get many particulars to be
depended upon. Mons. Fougeroux, the present possessor, was not at home, or I should
doubtless have had all the information I wished. I examined the soil, a principal point
in all experiments, when conclusions are to be drawn from them; and I also took notes
of the common husbandry. Learning from the labourer who attended me that the drill-
ploughs, &c., were yet in being, on a loft in one of the offices, I viewed them with
pleasure, and found them as well as I can remember, very accurately represented in
the plates which their ingenious author has given. I was glad to find them laid up in a
place out of common traffic, where they may remain safe till some other farming
traveller, as enthusiastic as myself, may view the venerable remains of a useful
genius. Here 1s a stove and bath for drying wheat, which he also has described. In an
inclosure behind the house is a plantation of various curious exotic trees, finely
grown, also several rows of ash, elm, and poplar along the roads, near the chateau, all
planted by Mons. du Hamel. It gave me still greater pleasure to find that
Denainvilliers is not an inconsiderable estate. The lands extensive; the chateau
respectable; with offices, gardens, &c. that prove it the residence of a man of fortune;
from which it appears, that this indefatigable author, however he might have failed in
some of his pursuits, met with that reward from his court which did it credit to
bestow; and that he was not like others, left in obscurity to the simple rewards which
ingenuity can confer on itself. Four miles before Malsherbs184 a fine plantation of a
row of trees on each side the road begins, formed by Mons. de Malsherbs, and is a
striking instance of attention to decorating an open country. More than two miles of
them are mulberries. They join his other noble plantations at Malsherbs, which
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contain a great variety of the most curious trees that have been introduced in
France.—36 miles.

The 14th. After passing three miles through the forest of Fountainbleau, arrive at that
town, and view the royal palace, which has been so repeatedly added to by several
kings, that the share of Francis I. its original founder, is not easily ascertained. He
does not appear to such advantage as at Chambord. This has been a favourite with the
Bourbons, from there having been so many Nimrods of that family. Of the apartments
which are shewn here, the king's, the queen's, monsieur's, and madame's, are the chief.
Gilding seems the prevalent decoration but in the queen's cabinet it is well and
elegantly employed. The painting of that delicious little room is exquisite; and
nothing can exceed the extremity of ornament that is here with taste bestowed. The
tapestries of Beauvais and the Gobelins, are seen in this palace to great advantage. I
liked to see the gallery of Francis 1. preserved to its ancient state, even to the andirons
in the chimney, which are those that served that monarch. The gardens are nothing;
and the grand canal, as it is called, not to be compared with that at Chantilly. In the
pond that joins the palace, are carp as large and as tame as the Prince of Cond¢'s. The
landlord of the inn at Fountainbleau thinks that royal palaces should not be seen for
nothing; he made me pay 10 liv. for a dinner, which would have cost me not more
than half the money at the star and garter at Richmond. Reach Meulan.185 —34
miles.

The 15th. Cross, for a considerable distance, the royal oak forest of Senar.186
—About Montgeron, 187 all open fields, which produce corn and partridges to eat it,
for the number is enormous. There is on an average a covey of birds on every two
acres, besides favourite spots, where they abound much more. At St. George188 the
Seine is a much more beautiful river than the Loire. Enter Paris once more, with the
same observation I made before, that there is not one-tenth of the motion on the roads
around it that there is around London. To the hotel de la Rochefoucauld.—20 miles.

The 16th. Accompanied the count de la Rochefoucauld to Liancourt.—38 miles.

I went thither on a visit for three or four days; but the whole family contributed so
generally to render the place in every respect agreeable, that I staid more than three
weeks. At about half a mile from the chateau is a range of hill that was chiefly a
neglected waste: the duke of Liancourt has lately converted this into a plantation, with
winding walks, benches, and covered seats, in the English style of gardening. The
situation is very fortunate. These ornamented paths follow the edge of the declivity to
the extent of three or four miles. The views they command are every where pleasing,
and in some places great. Nearer to the chateau the dutchess of Liancourt has built a
menagerie and dairy in a pleasing taste. The cabinet and anti-room are very pretty; the
saloon elegant, and the diary entirely constructed of marble. At a village near
Liancourt, the duke has established a manufacture of linen and stuffs mixed with
thread and cotton, which promises to be of considerable utility; there are 25 looms
employed, and preparations making for more. As the spinning for these looms is also
established, it gives employment to great numbers of hands who were idle, for they
have no sort of manufacture in the country though it is populous. Such efforts merit
great praise. Connected with this is the execution of an excellent plan of the duke's for
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establishing habits of industry in the rising generation. The daughters of the poor
people are received into an institution to be educated to useful industry: they are
instructed in their religion, taught to write and read, and to spin cotton: are kept till
marriageable, and then a regulated proportion of their earnings given them as a
marriage portion. There is another establishment of which I am not so good a judge; it
is for training the orphans of soldiers to be soldiers themselves. The duke of Liancourt
has raised some considerable buildings for their accommodation well adapted to the
purpose. The whole is under the superintendance of a worthy and intelligent officer,
Mons. le Roux, captain of dragoons, and croix de St. Louis, who sees to every thing
himself. There are at present 120 boys, all dressed in uniform.—My ideas have all
taken a turn which I am too old to change: I should have been better pleased to see
120 lads educated to the plough, in habits of culture superior to the present; but
certainly the establishment is humane, and the conduct of it excellent.189

The ideas | had formed, before I came to France, of a country residence in that
kingdom, I found at Liancourt to be far from correct. I expected to find it a mere
transfer of Paris to the country, and that all the burthensome forms of a city were
preserved, without its pleasures; but I was deceived; the mode of living, and the
pursuits, approach much nearer to the habits of a great nobleman's house in England,
than would commonly be conceived. A breakfast of tea for those that chose to repair
to it; riding, sporting, planting, gardening, till dinner, and that not till half after two
o'clock, instead of their old fashioned hour of twelve; music, chess, and the other
common amusements of a rendezvouz-room, with an excellent library of seven or
eight thousand volumes, were well calculated to make the time pass agreeably; and to
prove that there is a great approximation in the modes of living at present in the
different countries of Europe. Amusements, in truth, ought to be numerous within
doors; for, in such a climate, none are to be depended on without: the rain that has
fallen here is hardly credible. I have, for five-and-twenty years past, remarked in
England, that I never was prevented by rain from taking a walk every day without
going out while it actually rains; it may fall heavily for many hours; but a person who
watches an opportunity gets a walk or a ride. Since I have been at Liancourt, we have
had three days in succession of such incessantly heavy rain, that I could not go an
hundred yards from the house to the duke's pavilion, without danger of being quite
wet. For ten days more rain fell here, I am confident, had there been a guage to
measure it, than ever fell in England in thirty. The present fashion in France, of
passing some time in the country is new; at this time of the year, and for many weeks
past, Paris is, comparatively speaking, empty. Every body that have country-seats are
at them; and those who have none visit others who have. This remarkable revolution
in the French manners is certainly one of the best customs they have taken from
England; and its introduction was effected the easier, being assisted by the magic of
Rousseau's writings. Mankind are much indebted to that splendid genius, who, when
living, was hunted from country to country, to seek an asylum, with as much venom
as if he had been a mad dog; thanks to the vile spirit of bigotry, which has not yet
received its death's wound. Women of the first fashion in France are now ashamed of
not nursing their own children; and stays are universally proscribed from the bodies of
the poor infants, which were for so many ages tortured in them, as they are still in
Spain. The country residence may not have effects equally obvious; but they will be
no less sure in the end, and in all respects beneficial to every class in the state.
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The duke of Liancourt being president of the provincial assembly of the election of
Clermont,190 and passing several days there in business, asked me to dine with the
assembly, as he said there were to be some considerable farmers present. These
assemblies, which had been proposed many years past by the French patriots, and
especially by the marquis de Mirabeau,191 the celebrated /'ami des hommes,; which
had been treated by M. Necker, and which were viewed with eyes of jealousy by
certain persons who wished for no better government than one whose abuses were the
chief foundation of their fortunes; these assemblies were to me interesting to see. |
accepted the invitation with pleasure. Three considerable farmers, renters, not
proprietors of land, were members, and present. | watched their carriage narrowly, to
see their behaviour in the presence of a great lord of the first rank, considerable
property, and high in royal favour; and it was with pleasure that I found them
behaving with becoming ease and freedom, and though modest, and without anything
like flippancy, yet without any obsequiousness offensive to English ideas. They
started their opinions freely, and adhered to them with becoming confidence. A more
singular spectacle, was to see two ladies present at a dinner of this sort, with five or
six and twenty gentlemen; such a thing could not happen in England. To say that the
French manners in this respect, are better than our own, is the assertion of an obvious
truth. If the ladies are not present at meetings where the conversation has the greatest
probability of turning on subjects of more importance than the frivolous topics of
common discourse, the sex must either remain on one hand in ignorance, or, on the
other, filled with the foppery of over education, learned, affected, and forbidding. The
conversation of men, not engaged in trifling pursuits, is the best school for the
education of a woman.

The political conversation of every company | have seen has turned much more on the
affairs of Holland than on those of France. The preparations going on for a war with
England, are in the mouths of all the world; but the finances of France are in such a
state of derangement, that the people best informed assert a war to be impossible; the
marquis of Verac, the late French ambassador at the Hague, who was sent thither, as
the English politicians assert, expressly to bring about a revolution in the government,
has been at Liancourt three days. It may easily be supposed, that he is cautious in
what he says in such a mixed company; but it is plain enough, that he is well
persuaded that that revolution, change, or lessening the Stadtholder's power; that plan,
in a word, whatever it was, for which he negotiated in Holland, had for some time
been matured and ready for execution, almost without a possibility of failure, had the
count de Vergennes consented, and not spun out the business by refinement on
refinement, to make himself the more necessary to the French cabinet; and it unites
with the idea of some sensible Dutchmen, with whom I have conversed on the subject.

During my stay at Liancourt, my friend Lazowski accompanied me on a little
excursion of two days to Ermenonville, the celebrated seat of the marquis de
Girardon. We passed by Chantilly to Morefountain,192 the country-seat of Mons. de
Morefountain, prevost des merchands of Paris; the place has been mentioned as
decorated in the English style. It consists of two scenes; one a garden of winding
walks, and ornamented with a profusion of temples, benches, grottos, columns, ruins,
and I know not what: I hope the French who have not been in England do not consider
this as the English taste. It is in fact as remote from it as the most regular stile of the
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last age. The water view is fine. There is a gaiety and chearfulness in it that contrast
well with the brown and unpleasing hills that surround it, and which partake of the
waste character of the worst part of the surrounding country. Much has been done
here; and it wants but few additions to be as perfect as the ground admits.

Reach Ermenonville,193 through another part of the prince of Conde's forest, which
joins the ornamented grounds of the marquis Girardon.194 This place, after the
residence and death of the persecuted but immortal Rousseau, whose tomb every one
knows is here, became so famous as to be resorted to very generally. It has been
described, and plates published of the chief views; to enter into a particular
description would therefore be tiresome, I shall only make one or two observations,
which I do not recollect having been touched on by others. It consists of three distinct
water scenes; or of two lakes and a river. We were first shewn that which is so famous
for the small isle of poplars, in which reposes all that was mortal of that extraordinary
and inimitable writer. This scene is as well imagined, and as well executed as could
be wished. The water is between forty and fifty acres; hills rise from it on both sides,
and it is sufficiently closed in by tall wood at both ends, to render it sequestered. The
remains of departed genius stamp a melancholy idea, from which decoration would
depart too much, and accordingly there is little. We viewed the scene in a still
evening. The declining sun threw a lengthened shade on the lake, and silence seemed
to repose on its unruffled bosom; as some poet says, I forget who. The worthies to
whom the temple of philosophers is dedicated, and whose names are marked on the
columns, are NEWTON, Lucem.—DESCARTES. Nil in rebus inane—VOLTAIRE,
Ridiculum.—ROUSSEAU, Naturam.—And on another unfinished column, Quis hoc
perficiet? The other lake is larger; it nearly fills the bottom of the vale, around which
are some rough, rocky, wild, and barren sand hills; either broken or spread with heath;
in some places wooded, and in others scattered thinly with junipers. The character of
the scene is that of wild and undecorated nature, in which the hand of art was meant to
be concealed as much as was consistent with ease of access. The last scene is that of a
river, which is made to wind through a lawn, receding from the house, and broken by
wood: the ground is not fortunate; it is too dead a flat, and no where viewed to much
advantage.

From Ermenonville we went, the morning after, to Brasseuse,195 the seat of Madame
du Pont, sister to the dutchess of Liancourt. What was my surprize at finding this
viscountess a great farmer! A French lady, young enough to enjoy all the pleasures of
Paris, living in the country and minding her farm, was an unlooked for spectacle. She
has probably more lucerne than any other person in Europe—250 arpents. She gave
me, in a most unaffected and agreeable manner, both lucerne and dairy intelligence;
but of that more elsewhere. Returned to Liancourt by Pont,196 where there is a
handsome bridge, of three arches, the construction uncommon, each pier consisting of
four pillars, with a towing-path under one of the arches for the barge-horses, the river
being navigable.

Amongst the morning amusements I partook at Liancourt was /a chasse. In deer
shooting, the sportsmen place themselves at distances around a wood, then beat it, and
seldom more than one in a company gets a shot; it is more tedious than is easily
conceived: like angling, incessant expectation, and perpetual disappointment.
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Partridge and hare shooting are almost as different from that of England. We took this
diversion in the fine vale of Catnoir,197 five or six miles from Liancourt; arranging
ourselves in a file at about thirty yards from person to person, and each with a servant
and a loaded gun, ready to present when his master fires: thus we marched across and
cross the vale, treading up the game. Four or five brace of hares, and twenty brace of
partridges were the spoils of the day. I like this mode of shooting but little better than
waiting for deer. The best circumstance to me of exercise in company (it was not so
once) is the festivity of the dinner at the close of the day. To enjoy this, it must not be
pushed to great fatigue. Good spirits, after violent exercise, are always the affectation
of silly young folks (I remember being that sort of fool myself, when I was young),
but with something more than moderate, the exhilaration of body is in unison with the
flow of temper, and agreeable company is then delicious. On such days as these we
were too late for the regular dinner, and had one by ourselves, with no other dressing
than the refreshment of clean linen; and these were not the repasts when the dutchess's
champaigne had the worst flavour. A man is not worth hanging that does not drink a
little too much on such occasions: mais prenezy-garde: repeat it often; and make it a
mere drinking party, the lustre of the pleasure fades, and you become what was an
English fox-hunter. One day while we were thus dining a /’Anglais, and drinking the
plough, the chace, and I know not what, the dutchess of Liancourt and some of her
ladies came in sport to see us. It was a moment for them to have betrayed ill-nature in
the contempt of manners not French, which they might have endeavoured to conceal
under a laugh:—but nothing of this; it was a good humoured curiosity; a natural
inclination to see others pleased and in spirits. Ils ont été de grands chasseurs
aujourd'hui, said one. Oh! ils s'applaudissent de leurs exploites. Do they drink the
gun? said another. Leurs maitresses certainement, added a third. J'aime a les voir en
gaiété; il y a quelque chose d'aimable dans tout ceci. To note such trifles may seem
superfluous to many: but what is life when trifles are withdrawn? and they mark the
temper of a nation better than objects of importance. In the moments of council,
victory, flight, or death, mankind, I suppose, are nearly the same. Trifles discriminate
better, and the number is infinite that gives me an opinion of the good temper of the
French. I am fond neither of a man nor a recital that can appear only on stilts and
dressed in holiday geers. It is every-day feelings that decide the colour of our lives;
and he who values them the most plays the best for the stake of happiness. But it is
time to quit Liancourt, which I do with regret. Take leave of the good old dutchess,
whose hospitality and kindness ought long to be remembered.—51 miles.

The 9th, 10th, and 11th. Return by Beauvais198 and Pontoise,199 and enter Paris for
the fourth time, confirmed in the idea that the roads immediately leading to that
capital are deserts, comparatively speaking, with those of London. By what means can
the connection be carried on with the country? The French must be the most
stationary people upon earth, when in a place they must rest without a thought of
going to another. Or the English must be the most restless; and find more pleasure in
moving from one place to another, than in resting to enjoy life in either. If the French
nobility went to their country seats only when exiled there by the court, the roads
could not be more solitary.—25 miles.

The 12th. My intention was to take lodgings; but on arriving at the hotel de la
Rochefoucauld, I found that my hospitable dutchess was the same person at the
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capital as in the country; she had ordered an apartment to be ready for me. It grows so
late in the season, that I shall make no other stay in this capital than what will be
necessary for viewing public buildings. This will unite well enough with delivering
some letters I brought to a few men of science; and it will leave me the evenings for
the theatres, of which there are many in Paris. In throwing on paper a rapid coup
d'eil, of what | see of a city, so well known in England, I shall be apt to delineate my
own ideas and feelings, perhaps more than the objects themselves; and be it
remembered, that [ profess to dedicate this careless itinerary to trifles, much more
than to objects that are of real consequence. From the tower of the cathedral, the view
of Paris is complete. It is a vast city, even to the eye that has seen London from St.
Paul's; being circular, gives an advantage to Paris; but a much greater is the
atmosphere. It is now so clear, that one would suppose it the height of summer: the
clouds of coal-smoke that envelope London, always prevent a distinct view of that
capital, but I take it to be one-third at least larger than Paris. The buildings of the
parliament-house200 are disfigured by a gilt and taudry gate, and a French roof. The
hotel des Monoies is a fine building; and the facade of the Louvre one of the most
elegant in the world, because they have (to the eye) no roofs; in proportion as a roof is
seen a building suffers. I do not recollect one edifice of distinguished beauty (unless
with domes) in which the roof is not so flat as to be hidden, or nearly so. What eyes
then must the French architects have had, to have loaded so many buildings with
coverings of a height destructive of all beauty? Put such a roof as we see on the
parliament-house or on the Thuilleries, upon the facade of the Louvre, and where
would its beauty be?—At night to the opera,201 which I thought a good theatre, till
they told me it was built in six weeks; and then it became good for nothing in my
eyes, for I suppose it will be tumbling down in six years. Durability is one of the
essentials of building; what pleasure would a beautiful front of painted pasteboard
give? The Alceste of Gluck was performed; that part by Mademoiselle St. Huberti,
their first singer, an excellent actress. As to scenes, dresses, decorations, dancing, &c.
this theatre beats the Haymarket to nothing.

The 13th. Across Paris to the rue des blancs Manteaux, to Mons. Broussonet,
secretary of the Society of Agriculture; he is in Burgundy. Called on Mr. Cook from
London, who is at Paris with his drill-plough,202 waiting for weather to shew its
performance to the duke of Orleans; this is a French idea, improving France by
drilling. A man should learn to walk before he learns to dance. There is agility in
cutting capers, and it may be done with grace; but where is the necessity to cut them
at all. There has been much rain to day; and it is almost incredible to a person used to
London, how dirty the streets of Paris are, and how horribly inconvenient and
dangerous walking is without a foot-pavement. We had a large party at dinner, with
politicians among them, and some interesting conversation on the present state of
France. The feeling of every body seems to be that the archbishop203 will not be able
to do any thing towards exonerating the state from the burthen of its present situation;
some think that he has not the inclination; others that he has not the courage; others
that he has not the ability. By some he is thought to be attentive only to his own
interest; and by others, that the finances are too much deranged to be within the power
of any system to recover, short of the states-general of the kingdom; and that it is
impossible for such an assembly to meet without a revolution in the government
ensuing. All seem to think that something extraordinary will happen; and a
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bankruptcy is an idea not at all uncommon. But who is there that will have the
courage to make it?

The 14th. To the benedictine abbey of St. Germain, to see pillars of African marble,
&ec. It is the richest abbey in France: the abbot has 300,000 liv. a year (13,1251.) I lose
my patience at such revenues being thus bestowed; consistent with the spirit of the
tenth century, but not with that of the eighteenth. What a noble farm would the fourth
of this income establish! what turnips, what cabbages, what potatoes, what clover,
what sheep, what wool!—Are not these things better than a fat ecclesiastic? If an
active English farmer was mounted behind this abbot, I think he would do more good
to France with half the income than half the abbots of the kingdom with the whole of
theirs. Pass the bastile; another pleasant object to make agreeable emotions vibrate in
a man's bosom. I search for good farmers, and run my head at every turn against
monks and state prisoners.—To the arsenal, to wait on Mons. Lavoisier,204 the
celebrated chemist, whose theory of the non-existence of phlogiston, has made as
much noise in the chemical world as that of Stahl, which established its existence. Dr.
Priestly had given me a letter of introduction. I mentioned in the course of
conversation his laboratory, and he appointed Tuesday. By the Boulevards, to the
Place Louis XV.205 which is not properly a square, but a very noble entrance to a
great city. The facades of the two buildings erected are highly finished. The union of
the Place Louis XV. with the champs Elisées, the gardens of the Thuilleries and the
Seine is open, airy, elegant, and superb; and is the most agreeable and best built part
of Paris; here one can be clean and breathe freely. But by far the finest thing I have
yet seen at Paris is the Halle aux bleds, or corn market: it is a vast rotunda; the roof
entirely of wood, upon a new principle of carpentry, to describe which would demand
plates and long explanations; the gallery is 150 yards round, consequently the
diameter is as many feet: it is as light as if suspended by the fairies. In the ground
area, wheat, pease, beans, lentils, are stored and sold. In the surrounding divisions,
flour on wooden stands. You pass by stair-cases doubly winding within each other to
spacious apartments for rye, barley, oats, &c. The whole is so well planned, and so
admirably executed, that I know of no public building that exceeds it in either France
or England. And if an appropriation of the parts to the conveniences wanted, and an
adaptation of every circumstance to the end required, in union with that elegance
which is consistent with use, and that magnificence which results from stability and
duration are the criteria of public edifices, I know nothing that equals it:—it has but
one fault, and that is situation; it should have been upon the banks of the river, for the
convenience of unloading barges without land carriage. In the evening, to the
Comedie Italienne,206 the edifice fine; and the whole quarter regular and new built, a
private speculation of the duke de Choiseul, whose family has a box entailed for
ever.—L'Aimant jaloux. Here is a young singer, Mademoiselle Rénard, with so sweet
a voice, that if she sung Italian, and had been taught in Italy, would have made a
delicious performer.

To the tomb of Cardinal de Richlieu,207 which is a noble production of genius: by far
the finest statue I have seen. Nothing can be wished more easy and graceful than the
attitude of the cardinal, nor more expressive nature than the figure of weeping
science. Dine with my friend at the Palais Royale, at a coffee-house; well dressed
people; every thing clean, good, and well served: but here, as every where else, you

PLL v6.0 (generated September, 2011) 93 http://oll.libertyfund.org/title/292



Online Library of Liberty: Arthur Young’s Travels in France during the Years 1787, 1788, 1789

pay a good price for good things; we ought never to forget that a low price for bad
things is not cheapness. In the evening to /'Ecole des Peres, at the Comedie
Francaise, a crying larmoyant thing. This theatre, the principal one at Paris, is a fine
building, with a magnificent portico. After the circular theatres of France, how can
any one relish our i1l contrived oblong holes of London?

The 16th. To Mons. Lavoisier, by appointment. Madame Lavoisier, a lively, sensible,
scientific lady, had prepared a dejeuné Anglois of tea and coffee, but her conversation
on Mr. Kirwan's Essay on Phlogiston,208 which she is translating from the English,
and on other subjects, which a woman of understanding, that works with her husband
in his laboratory, knows how to adorn, was the best repast. That apartment, the
operations of which have been rendered so interesting to the philosophical world, I
had pleasure in viewing. In the apparatus for @rial experiments, nothing makes so
great a figure as the machine for burning inflammable and vital air, to make, or
deposit water; it is a splendid machine. Three vessels are held in suspension with
indexes for marking the immediate variations of their weights; two that are as large as
half hogsheads, contain the one inflammable, the other the vital air, and a tube of
communication passes to the third, where the two airs unite and burn; by
contrivances, too complex to describe without plates, the loss of weight of the two
airs, as indicated by their respective balances, equal at every moment to the gain in
the third vessel from the formation or deposition of the water, it not being yet
ascertained whether the water be actually made or deposited. If accurate (of which I
must confess I have little conception), it is a noble machine. Mons. Lavoisier, when
the structure of it was commended, said, Mais otii monsieur, & méme par un artiste
Francois! with an accent of voice that admitted their general inferiority to ours. It is
well known that we have a considerable exportation of mathematical and other
curious instruments to every part of Europe, and to France amongst the rest. Nor is
this new, for the apparatus with which the French academicians measured a degree in
the polar circle was made by Mr. George Graham.209 Another engine Mons.
Lavoisier shewed us was an electrical apparatus inclosed in a balloon, for trying
electrical experiments in any sort of air. His pond of quicksilver is considerable,
containing 2501b. and his water apparatus very great, but his furnaces did not seem so
well calculated for the higher degrees of heat as some others I have seen. I was glad to
find this gentleman splendidly lodged, and with every appearance of a man of
considerable fortune. This ever gives one pleasure: the employments of a State can
never be in better hands than of men who thus apply the superfluity of their wealth.
From the use that is generally made of money, one would think it the assistance of all
others of the least consequence in affecting any business truly useful to mankind,
many of the great discoveries that have enlarged the horizon of science having been in
this respect the result of means seemingly inadequate to the end: the energic exertions
of ardent minds, bursting from obscurity, and breaking the bands inflicted by poverty,
perhaps by distress. To the hotel des invalids, the major of which establishment had
the goodness to shew the whole of it. In the evening to Mons. Lomond,210 a very
ingenious and inventive mechanic, who has made an improvement of the jenny for
spinning cotton. Common machines are said to make too hard a thread for certain
fabrics, but this forms it loose and spongy. In electricity he has made a remarkable
discovery: you write two or three words on a paper; he takes it with him into a room,
and turns a machine inclosed in a cylindrical case, at the top of which is an
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electrometer, a small fine pith ball; a wire connects with a similar cylinder and
electrometer in a distant apartment; and his wife, by remarking the corresponding
motions of the ball, writes down the words they indicate: from which it appears that
he has formed an alphabet of motions. As the length of the wire makes no difference
in the effect, a correspondence might be carried on at any distance: within and without
a besieged town, for instance; or for a purpose much more worthy, and a thousand
times more harmless, between two lovers prohibited or prevented from any better
connection. Whatever the use may be, the invention is beautiful. Mons. Lomond has
many other curious machines, all the entire work of his own hands: mechanical
invention seems to be in him a natural propensity. In the evening to the Comedie
Francaise. Mola did the Bourru Bienfaisant, and it is not easy for acting to be carried
to greater perfection.

The 17th. To Mons. I'Abbé Messier,211 astronomer royal, and of the Academy of
Sciences. View the exhibition, at the Louvre, of the Academy's paintings. For one
history piece in our exhibitions at London here are ten; abundantly more than to
balance the difference between an annual and biennial exhibition. Dined to-day with a
party, whose conversation was entirely political. Mons. de Calonne's212Requéte au
Roi 1s come over, and all the world are reading and disputing on it. It seems, however,
generally agreed that, without exonerating himself from the charge of the agiotage, he
has thrown no inconsiderable load on the shoulders of the archbishop of Toulouze, the
present premier, who will be puzzled to get rid of the attack. But both these ministers
were condemned on all hands in the lump; as being absolutely unequal to the
difficulties of so arduous a period. One opinion pervaded the whole company, that
they are on the eve of some great revolution in the government: that every thing
points to it: the confusion in the finances great; with a deficit impossible to provide
for without the states-general of the kingdom, yet no ideas formed of what would be
the consequence of their meeting: no minister existing, or to be looked to in or out of
power, with such decisive talents as to promise any other remedy than palliative ones:
a prince on the throne, with excellent dispositions, but without the resources of a mind
that could govern in such a moment without ministers: a court buried in pleasure and
dissipation; and adding to the distress, instead of endeavouring to be placed in a more
independent situation: a great ferment amongst all ranks of men, who are eager for
some change, without knowing what to look to, or to hope for: and a strong leaven of
liberty, increasing every hour since the American revolution; altogether form a
combination of circumstances that promise e'er long to ferment into motion, if some
master hand, of very superior talents, and inflexible courage, is not found at the helm
to guide events, instead of being driven by them. It is very remarkable, that such
conversation never occurs, but a bankruptcy is a topic: the curious question on which
1S, would a bankruptcy occasion a civil war, and a total overthrow of the government?
The answers that I have received to this question, appear to be just: such a measure,
conducted by a man of abilities, vigour, and firmness, would certainly not occasion
either one or the other. But the same measure, attempted by a man of a different
character, might possibly do both. All agree, that the states of the kingdom cannot
assemble without more liberty being the consequence; but I meet with so few men
that have any just ideas of freedom, that I question much the species of this new
liberty that is to arise. They know not how to value the privileges of THE PEOPLE:
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as to the nobility and the clergy, if a revolution added any thing to their scale, I think
it would do more mischief than good.213

The 18th. To the Gobelins, which is undoubtedly the first manufacture of tapestry in
the world, and such an one as could be supported only by a crowned head. In the
evening to that incomparable comedy La Metromanie, of Pyron, and well acted. The
more | see of it the more I like the French theatre; and have no doubt in preferring it
far to our own. Writers, actors, buildings, scenes, decorations, music, dancing, take
the whole in a mass, and it is unrivalled by London. We have certainly a few brilliants
of the first water; but throw all in the scales, and that of England kicks the beam. I
write this passage with a lighter heart than I should do were it giving the palm to the
French plough.

The 19th. To Charenton, near Paris, to see ['Ecole Veterinaire,214 and the farm of the
Royal Society of Agriculture. Mons. Chabert,215 the directeur-general, received us
with the most attentive politeness. Mons. Flandrein, his assistant, and son-in-law, I
had had the pleasure of knowing in Suffolk. They shewed the whole veterinary
establishment, and it does honour to the government of France. It was formed in 1766:
in 1783 a farm was annexed to it, and four other professorships established; two for
rural ceconomy, one for anatomy, and another for chemistry.—I was informed that
Mons. d'Aubenton, who is at the head of this farm with a salary of 6000 liv. a year,
reads lectures of rural ceconomy, particularly on sheep, and that a flock was for that
purpose kept in exhibition. There is a spacious and convenient apartment for
dissecting horses and other animals; a large cabinet, where the most interesting parts
of all domestic animals are preserved in spirits; and also of such parts of their bodies
that mark the visible effect of distempers. This is very rich. This, with a similar one
near Lyons, is kept up (exclusive of the addition of 1783), at the moderate expence, as
appears by the writings of M. Necker, of about 60,000 liv. (26001.) Whence, as in
many other instances, it appears that the most useful things cost the least. There are at
present about one hundred eléves from different parts of the kingdom, as well as from
every country in Europe, except England; a strange exception, considering how
grossly ignorant our farriers are; and that the whole expence of supporting a young
man here does not exceed forty louis a-year; nor more than four years necessary for
his complete instruction. As to the farm, it is under the conduct of a great naturalist,
high in royal academies of science, and whose name is celebrated through Europe for
merit in superior branches of knowledge. It would argue in me a want of judgment in
human nature, to expect good practice from such men. They would probably think it
beneath their pursuits and situation in life to be good ploughmen, turnip-hoers, and
shepherds; I should therefore betray my own ignorance of life, if [ was to express any
surprize at finding this farm in a situation that—I had rather forget than describe. In
the evening, to a field much more successfully cultivated, Mademoiselle St. Huberti,
in the Penelope of Picini.

The 20th. To the Ecole Militaire,216 established by Louis XV. for the education of
140 youths, the sons of the nobility; such establishments are equally ridiculous and
unjust. To educate the son of a man who cannot afford the education himself, is a
gross injustice, if you do not secure a situation in life answerable to that education. If
you do secure such a situation, you destroy the result of the education, because
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nothing but merit ought to give that security. You educate the children of men, who
are well able to give the education themselves, you tax the people who cannot afford
to educate their children, in order to ease those who can well afford the burthen; and
in such institutions, this is sure to be the case. At night to /’Ambigu Comique,217 a
pretty little theatre, with plenty of rubbish on it. Coffee-houses on the boulevards,
music, noise, and filles without end; every thing but scavengers and lamps. The mud
is a foot deep; and there are parts of the boulevards without a single light.

The 21st. Mons. de Broussonet being returned from Burgundy, I had the pleasure of
passing a couple of hours at his lodgings very agreeably. He is a man of uncommon
activity, and possessed of a great variety of useful knowledge in every branch of
natural history; and he speaks English perfectly well. It is very rare that a gentleman is
seen better qualified for a post than Mons. de Broussonet for that which he occupies,
of secretary to a Royal Society.

The 22d. To the bridge of Neuili¢,218 said to be the finest in France. It is by far the
most beautiful one I have any where seen. It consists of five vast arches; flat, from the
Florentine model; and all of equal span; a mode of building incomparably more
elegant, and more striking than our system of different sized arches. To the machine at
Marly; which ceases to make the least impression. Madame du Barrés residence,
Lusienne,219 is on the hill just above this machine; she has built a pavilion on the
brow of the declivity, for commanding the prospect, fitted up and decorated with
much elegance. There is a table formed of Seve 220 porcelain, exquisitely done. I
forget how many thousand louis d'ors it cost. The French, to whom I spoke of
Lusienne, exclaimed against mistresses and extravagance, with more violence than
reason in my opinion. Who, in common sense, would deny a king he amusement of a
mistress, provided he did not make a business of his plaything? Mais Frederic le
Grand avoit-il une maitresse, lui fasoit-il batir des pavillons, et les meubloit-il de
tables de porcelaine? No: but he had that which was fifty times worse: a king had
better make love to a handsome woman than to one of his neighbour's provinces. The
king of Prussia's mistress cost an hundred millions sterling, and the lives of 500,000
men; and before the reign of that mistress is over, may yet cost as much more. The
greatest genius and talents are lighter than a feather, weighed philosophically, if
rapine, war, and conquest, are the effects of them.

To St. Germain's, the terrace of which is very fine. Mons. de Broussonet met me here,
and we dined with Mons. Breton, at the maréchal duc de Noailles, who has a good
collection of curious plants. Here is the fines sophora japonica221 . 1 have seen.—10
miles.

The 23d. To Trianon, to view the Queen's Jardin Anglois. I had a letter to Mons.
Richard, which procured admittance. It contains about 100 acres, disposed in the taste
of what we read of in books of Chinese gardening, whence it is supposed the English
style was taken. There is more of Sir William Chambers 222 here than of Mr. Brown
223 —more effort than nature—and more expence than taste. It is not easy to
conceive any thing that art can introduce in a garden that is not here; woods, rocks,
lawns, lakes, rivers, islands, cascades, grottos, walks, temples, and even villages.
There are parts of the design very pretty, and well executed. The only fault is too
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much crouding; which has led to another, that of cutting the lawn by too many gravel
walks, an error to be seen in almost every garden I have met with in France. But the
glory of La Petite Trianon is the exotic trees and shrubs. The world has been
successfully rifled to decorate it. Here are curious and beautiful ones to please the eye
of ignorance; and to exercise the memory of science. Of the buildings, the temple of
love is truly elegant.

Again to Versailles. In viewing the King's apartment, which he had not left a quarter
of an hour, with those slight traits of disorder that shewed he /ived in it, it was
amusing to see the blackguard figures that were walking uncontrouled about the
palace, and even in his bed-chamber; men whose rags betrayed them to be in the last
stage of poverty, and I was the only person that stared and wondered how the devil
they got there. It is impossible not to like this careless indifference and freedom from
suspicion. One loves the master of the house, who would not be hurt or offended at
seeing his apartment thus occupied, if he returned suddenly; for if there was danger of
this, the intrusion would be prevented. This is certainly a feature of that good temper
which appears to me so visible every where in France. I desired to see the Queen's
apartments, but I could not. Is her majesty in it? No. Why then not see it as well as the
king's? Ma foi, Mons. c'est un autre chose. Ramble through the gardens, and by the
grand canal, with absolute astonishment at the exaggerations of writers and travellers.
There is magnificence in the quarter of the orangerie, but no beauty any where; there
are some statues good enough to wish them under cover. The extent and breadth of
the canal are nothing to the eye; and it is not in such good repair as a farmer's horse-
pond. The menagerie is well enough, but nothing great. Let those who desire that the
buildings and establishments of Louis XIV. should continue the impression made by
the writings of Voltaire, go to the canal of Languedoc, and by no means to
Versailles.—Return to Paris.—14 miles.

The 24th. With Mons. de Broussonet to the King's cabinet of natural history and the
botanical garden, which is in beautiful order. Its riches are well known, and the
Politeness of Mons. Thouin, which is that of a most amiable disposition, renders this
garden the scene of other rational pleasures besides those of botany. Dine at the
Invalides, with Mons. Parmentier, 224 the celebrated author of many ceconomical
works, particularly on the boulangerie of France. The gentleman, to a considerable
mass of useful knowledge, adds a great deal of that fire and vivacity for which his
nation has been distinguished, but which I have not recognized so often as I expected.

The 25th. This great city appears to be in many respects the most ineligible and
inconvenient for the residence of a person of small fortune of any that I have seen;
and vastly inferior to London. The streets are very narrow, and many of them
crouded, nine tenths dirty, and all without foot-pavements. Walking, which in London
is so pleasant and so clean, that ladies do it every day, is here a toil and a fatigue to a
man, and an impossibility to a well dressed woman. The coaches are numerous, and,
what are much worse, there are an infinity of one-horse cabriolets, which are driven
by young men of fashion and their imitators alike fools, with such rapidity as to be
real nuisances, and render the streets exceedingly dangerous, without an incessant
caution. I saw a poor child run over and probably killed, and have been myself many
times blackened with the mud of the kennels. This beggarly practice of driving a one-
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horse booby hutch about the streets of a great capital, flows either from poverty or
wretched and despicable ceconomy; nor is it possible to speak of it with too much
severity. If young noblemen at London were to drive their chaises in streets without
foot-ways, as their brethren do at Paris, they would speedily and justly get very well
threshed, or rolled in the Kennel. This circumstance renders Paris an ineligible
residence for persons particularly families that cannot afford to keep a coach; a
convenience which is as dear as at London. The fiacres, hackney-coaches, are much
worse than at that city; and chairs there are none, for they would be driven down in
the streets. To this circumstance also it is owing, that all persons of small or
moderated fortune, are forced to dress in black, with black stockings; the dusky hue of
this in company is not so disagreeable a circumstance as being too great a distinction;
too clear a line drawn in company between a man that has a good fortune, and another
that has not. With the pride, arrogance, and ill temper of English wealth this could not
be borne; but the prevailing good humour of the French eases all such untoward
circumstances. Lodgings are not half so good as at London, yet considerably dearer. If
you do not hire a whole suite of rooms at an hotel, you must probably mount three,
four, or five pair of stairs, and in general have nothing but a bedchamber. After the
horrid fatigue of the streets, such an elevation is a delectable circumstance. You must
search with trouble before you will be lodged in a private family, as gentlemen
usually are at London, and pay a higher price. Servants wages are about the same as at
that city. It is to be regretted that Paris should have these disadvantages, for in other
respects I take it to be a most eligible residence for such as prefer a great city. The
society for a man of letters, or who has any scientific pursuit, cannot be exceeded. The
intercourse between such men and the great, which, if it is not upon an equal footing,
ought never to exist at all, is respectable. Persons of the highest rank pay an attention
to science and literature, and emulate the character they confer. I should pity the man
who expected, without other advantages of a very different nature, to be well received
in a brilliant circle at London, because he was a fellow of the Royal Society. But this
would not be the case with a member of the Academy of Sciences at Paris; he is sure
of a good reception every where. Perhaps this contrast depends in a great measure on
the difference of the governments of the two countries. Politics are too much attended
to in England to allow a due respect to be paid to any thing else; and should the
French establish a freer government, academicians will no be held in such estimation,
when rivalled in the public esteem by the orators who hold forth liberty and property
in a free parliament.

The 28th. Quit Paris, and take the road to Flanders. Mons. de Broussonet was so
obliging as to accompany me to Dugny, to view the farm of Mons. Creté de Palieul, a
very intelligent cultivator. Take the road to Senlis: 225 at Dammertin, 226 I met by
accident a French gentleman, a Mons. du Pré du St. Cotin. Hearing me conversing
with a farmer on agriculture, he introduced himself as an amateur, gave me an account
of several experiments he had made on his estate in Champagne, and promised a more
particular detail; in which he was as good as his word.—22 miles.

The 29th. Pass Nanteul, 227 where the Prince of Condé has a chateau, to Villes-
Coterets, 228 in the midst of immense forests belonging to the duke of Orleans. The
crop of this country, therefore, is Princes of the blood; that is to say, hares, pheasants,
deer, boars!—26 miles.
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The 30th. Soissons 229 seems a poor town, without manufactures, and chiefly
supported by a corn-trade, which goes hence by water to Paris and Rouen.—25 miles.

The 31st. Coucy 230 is beautifully situated on a hill, with a fine vale winding beside
it. At St. Gobin, 231 which is in the midst of great woods, I viewed the fabric of plate-
glass the greatest in the world. I was in high luck, arriving about half an hour before
they begun to run glasses for the day. Pass La Fere. 232 Reach St. Quintin, 233 where
are considerable manufactures that employed me all the afternoon, From St. Gobin,
are the most beautiful slate roofs I have any where seen.—30 miles.

NOVEMBERI. Near Belle Angloise 234 1 turned aside half a league to view the
canal of Picardy, of which I had heard much. In passing from St. Quintin to Cambray
the country rises so much, that it was necessary to carry it in a tunnel under ground for
a considerable depth, even under many vales as well as hills. In one of these vallies
there is an opening for visiting it by an arched stair-case, on which I descended 134
steps to the canal, and, as this valley is much below the adjacent and other hills, the
great depth at which it is dug, may be conceived. Over the door of the descent, is the
following inscription:—L'ann. 1781.—Mons. Le Comte d'Agay etant intendant de
cette province, Mons. Laurent de Lionni etant directeur de l'ancien & nouveau canal
de Picardie, & Mons. de Champrosé inspecteur, Joseph Il. Empereur Roi des
Romaines, a parcourru en batteau le canal sous terrain depuis cet endroit jusques au
puit, No. 20. le 28, & a temoigné sa satisfaction d'avoir vu cet ouvrage ences termes:
"Je suis fier d'etre homme, quand je vois qu'un de mes semblables a ose imaginer &
executer un ouvrage aussi vaste et aussi hardie. Cette idea me leve l'ame."—These
three Messieurs lead the dance here in a very French style. The great Joseph follows
humbly in their train; and as to poor Louis XVI. at whose expence the whole was
done, these gentlemen certainly thought that no name less than that of an emperor
ought to be annexed to theirs. When inscriptions are fixed to public works, no names
ought to be permitted but those of the king, whose merit patronizes, and the engineer
or artist whose genius executes the work. As to a mob of intendants, directors, and
inspectors, let them go to the devil! The canal at this place is ten French feet wide and
twelve high, hewn entirely out of the chalk rock, imbedded, in which are many
flints—no masonry. There is only a small part finished of ten toises long for a pattern,
twenty feet broad and twenty high. Five thousand toises are already done in the
manner of that part which I viewed; and the whole distance under ground, when the
tunnel will be complete, is 7020 toises (each six feet) or about nine miles. It has
already cost 1,200,000 liv. (52,5001.) and there wants 2,500,000 liv. (109,3751.) to
complete it; so that the total estimate is near four millions. It is executed by shafts. At
present there is not above five or six inches of water in it. This great work has stood
still entirely since the administration of the archbishop of Toulouze. 235 When we see
such works stand still for want of money, we shall reasonably be inclined to ask,
What are the services that continue supplied? and to conclude, that amongst kings,
and ministers, and nations, ceconomy is the first virtue:—without it, genius is a
meteor; victory a sound; and all courtly splendour a public robbery.

At Cambray, 236 view the manufacture. These frontier towns of Flanders are built in

the old style, but the streets broad, handsome, well paved, and lighted. I need not
observe, that all are fortified, and that every step in this country has been rendered
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famous or infamous according to the feelings of the spectator, by many of the
bloodiest wars that have disgraced and exhausted Christendom. At the hotel de
Bourbon I was well lodged, fed, and attended: an excellent inn.—22 miles.

The 2d. Pass Bouchaine 237 to Valenciennes, 238 another old town, which, like the
rest of the Flemish ones, manifests more the wealth of former than of present
times.—18 miles.

The 3d. To Orchees; 239 and the 4th to Lisle, 240 which is surrounded by more
windmills for expressing the oil of coleseed, than are to be seen any where else [
suppose in the world. Pass fewer drawbridges and works of fortification here than at
Calais; the great strength of this place is in its mines and other souteraines. In the
evening to the play.

The cry here for a war with England amazed me. Every one I talked with said, it was
beyond a doubt the English had called the Prussian army into Holland; and that the
motives in France for a war were numerous and manifest. It is easy enough to
discover, that the origin of all this violence is the commercial treaty, which is
execrated here, as the most fatal stroke to their manufactures they ever experienced.
These people have the true monopolizing ideas; they would involve four-and-twenty
millions of people in the certain miseries of a war, rather than see the interest of those
who consume fabrics, preferred to the interest of those who make them. The
advantages reaped by four-and-twenty millions of consumers are lighter than a feather
compared with the inconveniences sustained by half a million of manufacturers. Meet
many small carts in the town, drawn each by a dog: I was told by the owner of one,
what appears to me incredible, that this dog would draw 7001b. half a league. The
wheels of these carts are very high, relative to the height of the dog, so that his chest
is a good deal below the axle.

The 6th. In leaving Lisle, the reparation of a bridge made me take a road on the banks
of the canal, close under the works of the citadel. They appear to be very numerous,
and the situation exceedingly advantageous, on a gently rising ground, surrounded by
low watry meadows, which may with ease be drowned. Pass Darmentiers, 241 a large
paved town. Sleep at Mont. Cassel. 242 —30 miles.

The 7th. Cassel is on the summit of the only hill in Flanders. They are now repairing
the bason at Dunkirk, 243 so famous in history for an imperiousness in England,
which she must have paid dearly for. Dunkirk, Gibraltar, and the statue of Louis XIV.
in the Place de Victoire, 1 place in the same political class of national arrogance.
Many men are now at work on this bason, and, when finished, it will not contain more
than twenty or twenty-five frigates; and appears to an unlearned eye, a ridiculous
object for the jealousy of a great nation, unless it professes to be jealous of
privateers.—I made enquiries concerning the imports of wool from England, and was
assured that it was a very trifling object. I may here observe, that when I left the town,
my little cloak-bag was examined as scrupulously as if | had just left England, with a
cargo of prohibited goods, and again at a fort two miles of Dunkirk being a free port,
the custom-house is at the gates. What are we to think of our woollen manufacturers
in England, when suing for their wool-bill, of infamous memory, bringing one
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Thomas Wilkinson from Dunkirk quay, to the bar of the English House of Lords to
swear that wool passes from Dunkirk without entry, duty, or any thing being required,
at double custom-houses, for a check on each other, where they examine even a cloak-
bag. On such evidence, did our legislature, in the true shop-keeping spirit, pass an act
of fines, pains, and penalties against all the wool-growers of England. Walk to
Rossendal 244 near the town, where Mons. le Brun has an improvement on the
Dunes, which he very obligingly shewed me. Between the town and that place are a
great number of neat little houses, built with each its garden, and one or two fields
inclosed of most wretched blowing dune sand, naturally as white as snow, but
improved by industry. The magic of PROPERTY turns sand to gold.—18 miles.

The 8th. Leave Dunkirk, where the concierge, a good inn, as indeed I have found all
in Flanders. Pass Gravel-line, 245 which, to my unlearned eyes, seems the strongest
place I have yet seen, at least the works above ground are more numerous than at any
other. Ditches, ramparts, and drawbridges without end. This is a part of the art
military I like: it implies defence, and leaving rascality to neighbours. If Gengischan
or Tamerlane had met with such places as Gravelline or Lisle in their way, where
would their conquests and extirpations of the human race have been?—Reach Calais.
And here ends a journey which has given me a great deal of pleasure, and more
information than I should have expected in a kingdom not so well cultivated as our
own. It has been the first of my foreign travels; and has with me confirmed the idea,
that to know our own country well, we must see something of others. Nations figure
by comparison; and those ought to be esteemed the benefactors of the human race,
who have most established public prosperity on the basis of private happiness. To
ascertain how far this has been the case with the French, has been one material object
of my tour. It is an enquiry of great range, and no trifling complexity; but a single
excursion is too little to trust to. I must come again and again before I venture
conclusions.—25 miles.

Wait at Desseins three days for a wind (the duke and dutchess of Gloucester are in the
same inn and situation) and for a pacquet. A captain behaved shabbily: deceived me,
and was hired by a family that would admit nobody but themselves:—I did not ask
what nation this family was of.—Dover—London—Bradfield;—and have more
pleasure in giving my little girl a French doll, than in viewing Versailles.
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1788.

THE long journey I had last year taken in France, suggested a variety of reflections on
the agriculture, and on the sources and progress of national prosperity in that
kingdom; in spite of myself, these ideas fermented in my mind; and while I was
drawing conclusions relative to the political state of that great country, in every
circumstance connected with its husbandry. I found, at each moment of my reflection,
the importance of marking as regular a survey of the whole as was possible for a
traveller to effect. Thus instigated, I determined to attempt finishing what I had
fortunately enough begun.

JULY 30. Left Bradfield; and arrived at Calais.—161 miles.

AUGUST 5. The next day I took the road to St. Omers.1 Pass the bridge Sans Pareil,
which serves a double purpose, passing two streams at once; but it has been praised
beyond its merit, and cost more than it was worth. St. Omers contains little deserving
notice; and if I could direct the legislatures of England and Ireland, should contain
still less:—Why are catholics to emigrate in order to be ill educated abroad, instead of
being allowed institutions that would educate them well at home? The country is seen
to advantage from St.Bertin's steeple.—25miles.

The 7th. The canal of St. Omers is carried up a hill by a series of sluices. To Aire,2
and Lilliers,3 and Bethune,4 towns well known in military story.—25 miles.

The 8th. The country now a champaign, one changes; from Bethune to Arras5 an
admirable gravel road. At the last town there is nothing but the great and rich abbey of
Var,6 which they would not shew me—it was not the right day—or some frivolous
excuse. The cathedral is nothing—17" miles.

The 9th. Market-day; coming out of the town I met at least an hundred asses, some
loaded with a bag, others a sack, but all apparently with a trifling burthen, and swarms
of men and women. This is called a market, being plentifully supplied; but a great
proportion of all the labour of a country is idle in the midst of harvest, to supply a
town which in England would be fed by 1/40 of the people: whenever this swarm of
triflers buz in a market, I take a minute and vicious division of the soil for granted.
Here my only companion de voyage, the English mare that carries me, discloses by
her eye a secret not the most agreeable, that she is going rapidly blind. She is moon-
eyed; but our fool of a Bury farrier assured me I was safe for above a twelvemonth. It
must be confessed this is one of those agreeable situations which not many will
believe a man would put himself into. Ma foy! this is a piece of my good luck;—the
journey at best is but a drudgery, that others are paid for performing on a good horse,
and I pay myself for doing it on a blind one;—I shall feel this inconvenience perhaps
at the expence of my neck.—20 miles.

The 10th. To Amiens.7 Mr. Fox slept here last night, and it was amusing to hear the
conversation at the table d'hote; they wondered that so great a man should not travel
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in a greater style:—1I asked what was his style? Monsieur and Madame were in an
English post-chaise, and the fille and valet de chambre in a cabriolet, with a French
courier to have horses ready. What would they have? but a style both of comfort and
amusement? A plague on a blind mare!—But I have worked through life; and he
TALKS.

The 11th. By Poix8 to Aumale;9 enter Normandy.—25 miles.

The 12th. From thence to Newchatel, 10 by far the finest country since Calais. Pass
many villas of Rouen merchants.—40 miles.

The 13th. They are right to have country villas—to get out of this great ugly, stinking,
close, and ill built town, which is full of nothing but dirt and industry. What a picture
of new buildings does a flourishing manufacturing town in England exhibit! The choir
of the cathedral is surrounded by a most magnificent railing of solid brass. They shew
the monument of Rollo, the first duke of Normandy, and of his son; of William
Longsword; also those of Richard Cceur de Lion; his brother Henry; the Duke of
Bedford, regent of France; of their own King Henry V.; of the Cardinal d' Amboise,
minister of Louis XII. The altar-piece is an adoration of the shepherds, by Philip of
Champagne. Rouenl1 is dearer than Paris, and therefore it is necessary for the
pockets of the people that their bellies should be wholesomely pinched. At the table d'
hote, at the hotel pomme du pin we sat down, sixteen, to the following dinner, a soup,
about 31b. of bouilli, one fowl, one duck, a small fricassee of chicken, rote of veal, of
about 21b. and two other small plates with a sallad: the price 45/, and 20f. more for a
pint of wine; at an ordinary of 20d. a head in England there would be a piece of meat
which would, literally speaking, outweigh this whole dinner! The ducks were swept
clean so quickly, that I moved from table without half a dinner. Such table d'hotes are
among the cheap things of France! Of all sombre and triste meetings a French table
d'hote is foremost; for eight minutes a dead silence, and as to the politeness of
addressing a conversation to a foreigner, he will look for it in vain. Not a single word
has any where been said to me unless to answer some question: Rouen not singular in
this. The parliament-house here is shut up, and its members exiled a month past to
their country seats, because they would not register the edict for a new land-tax. |
enquired much into the common sentiments of the people, and found that the King
personally from having been here, is more popular than the parliament, to whom they
attribute the general dearness of every thing. Called on Mons. d'Ambournay, the
author of a treatise on using madder green instead of dried, and had the pleasure of a
long conversation with him on various farming topics, interesting to my enquiries.

The 14th. To Barentin,12 through abundance of apples and pears, and a country better
than the husbandry: to Yveltl3 richer, but miserable management.—21 miles.

The 15th. Country the same to Bolbec;14 their inclosures remind me of Ireland, the
fence is high broad parapet bank, very well planted with hedges and oak and beech
trees. All the way from Rouen there is a scattering of country seats, which I am glad
to see; farm-houses and cottages every where, and the cotton manufacture in all.
Continues the same to Harfleur.15 To Havre de Grace,16 the approach strongly marks
a very flourishing place: the hills are almost covered with little new built villas, and
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many more are building; some are so close as to form almost streets, and considerable
additions are also making to the town.—30 miles.

The 16th. Enquiries are not necessary to find out the prosperity of this town; it is
nothing equivocal: fuller of motion, life, and activity, than any place I have been at in
France. A house here, which in 1779 let without any fine on a lease of six years for
240 liv. per annum, was lately let for three years at 600 liv. which twelve years past
was to be had at 24 liv. The harbour's17 mouth is narrow and formed by a mole, but it
enlarges into two oblong basons of greater breadth; these are full of ships, to the
number of some hundreds, and the quays around are thronged with business, all hurry,
bustle, and animation. They say a fifty gun ship can enter, but I suppose without her
guns. What is better, they have merchant-men of five and six hundred tons: the state
of the harbour has however given them much alarm and perplexity; if nothing had
been done to improve it, the mouth would have been filled up with sand, an increasing
evil; to remedy which, many engineers have been consulted. The want of a back water
to wash it out is so great, that they are now, at the King's expence, forming a most
noble and magnificent work, a vast bason, walled off from the ocean, or rather an
inclosure of it by solid masonry, 700 yards long, five yards broad, and 10 or 12 feet
above the surface of the sea at high water; and for 400 yards more it consists of two
exterior walls, each three yards broad, and filled up seven yards wide between them
with earth; by means of this new and enormous bason, they will have an artificial
back-water capable, they calculate, of sweeping out the harbour's mouth clean from
all obstructions. It is a work that does honour to the kingdom. The view of the Seine
from this mole is striking; it is five miles broad, with high lands for its opposite shore;
and the chalk cliffs and promontories, that recede to make way for rolling its vast
tribute to the ocean, bold and noble.

Wait on Mons. I' Abbé Dicquemarre.18 the celebrated naturalist, where I had also the
pleasure of meeting Made-moiselle le Masson Golft, author of some agreeable
performances; among others, Entretien sur le Hauvre, 1781, when the number of
souls was estimated at 25,000. The next day Mons. le Reiseicourt, captain of the corps
royale du Genie, to whom also I had letters, introduced me to Messrs. Hombergs, who
rank amongst the most considerable merchants of France. I dined with them at one of
their country houses, meeting a numerous company and splendid entertainment. These
gentlemen have wives and daughters, cousins and friends, cheerful, pleasing, and well
informed. I did not like the idea of quitting them so soon, for they seemed to have a
society that would have made a longer residence agreeable enough. It is no bad
prejudice surely to like people that like England; most of them have been
there.—Nous avons assurément en France de belles, d' agreables et de bonnes

choses, mais on trouve une telle enérgie dans votre nation—

The 18th. By the passage-packet, a decked vessel, to Honfleur, seven and a half miles,
which we made with a strong north wind in an hour, the river being rougher than I
thought a river could be. Honfleur is a small town, full of industry, and a bason full of
ships, with some Guineamen]19 as large as at Havre. At Pont au de Mer,20 wait on
Mons. Martin, director of the manufacture royale of leather. I saw eight or ten
Englishmen that are employed here (there are 40 in all), and conversed with one from
Yorkshire, who told me he had been deceived into coming; for though they are well
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paid, yet they find things very dear, instead of very cheap, as they had been given to
understand—20 miles.

The 19th. To Pont 1'Eveque,21 towards which town the country is richer, that is, has
more pasturage; the whole has singular features, composed of orchard inclosures, with
hedges so thick and excellent, though composed of willow, with but a sprinkling of
thorns, that one can scarcely see through them; chateaus are scattered, and some good,
yet the road is villainous. Pont I'Eveque is situated in the Pay d'Auge,22 celebrated for
the great fertility of its pastures. To Lisieux,23 through the same rich district, fences
admirably planted, and the country thickly inclosed and wooded.—At the hotel
d'Angleterre, an excellent inn, new, clean, and well furnished; and was well served
and well fed.—26 miles.

The 20th. To Caen;24 the road passes on the brow of a hill, that commands the rich
valley of Corbon, still in the Pays d'Auge, the most fertile of the whole, all is under
fine Poictou bullocks, and would figure in Leicester or Northamption.—28 miles.

The 21st. The marquis de Guerchy, who I had had the pleasure of seeing in Suffolk,
being colonel of the regiment of Artois, quartered here, I waited on him; he
introduced me to his lady, and remarked, that as it was the fair of Guibray,25 and
himself going, I could not do better than accompany him, since it was the second fair
in France. I readily agreed: in our way, we called at Bon, and dined with the marquis
of Turgot, elder brother of the justly celebrated comptroller-general: this gentleman is
author of some memoirs on planting, published in the Trimestres of the Royal Society
of Paris: he shewed and explained to us all his plantations, but chiefly prides himself
on the exotics; and I was sorry to find in proportion not to their promised utility, but
merely to their rarity. [ have not found this uncommon in France; and it is far from
being so in England. I wished every moment, of a long walk to change the
conversation from trees to husbandry, and made many efforts, but all in vain. In the
evening to the fair playhouse—Richard Cceur de Lion; and I could not but remark an
uncommon number of pretty women. Is there no antiquarian that deduces English
beauty from the mixture of Norman blood? or who thinks, with Major Jardine, that
nothing improves so much as crossing; to read his agreeable book of travels, one
would think none wanting, and yet to look at his daughters, and hear their music, it
would be impossible to doubt his system. Supped at the marquis d'Ecougal's, at his
chateau a la Frenaye. If these French marquisses cannot shew me good crops of corn
and turnips, here is a noble one of something else—of beautiful and elegant
daughters, the charming copies of an agreeable mother: the whole family I
pronounced at the first blush amiable: they are cheerful, pleasing, interesting: I want
to know them better, but it is the fate of a traveller to meet opportunities of pleasure,
and merely see to quit them. After supper, while the company were at cards, the
marquis conversed on topics interesting to my enquiries.—22%.miles.

The 22d. At this fair of Guilbray, merchandize is sold, they say, to the amount of six
millions (262,5001) but at that of Beaucaire to ten: I found the quantity of English
goods considerable, hard and queen's ware; cloths and cottons. A dozen of common
plain plates, 3 liv.and 4 liv. For a French imitation, but much worse; I asked the man
(a Frenchman) if the treaty of commerce would not be very injurious with such a
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difference—C'est précisement le contraire Mons.—quelque mauvaise que soit cette
imitation, on n'a encore rien fait d'aussi bien en France; I' année prochaine ou fera
mieux—nous perfectionnerons—et en fin nous I' emporterans sur vous.—I believe he
is a very good politician, and that without competition, it is not possible to perfect any
fabric. A dozen with blue or green edges, English, 5 liv. 5s Return to Caen; dine with
the marquis of Guerchy, lieutenant-colonel, major, &c. of the regiment, and their
wives present a large and agreeable company. View the Abbey of Benedictines,26
founded by W. the Conqueror. It is a splendid building, substantial, massy, and
magnificent, with very large apartments, and stone stair-cases worthy of a palace. Sup
with Mons. du Mesni, captain of the corps de Genie, to whom I had letters; he had
introduced me to the engineer employed on the new port, which will bring ships of
three or four hundred tons to Caen, a noble work, and among those which do honour
to France.

The 23d. Mons. de Guerchy and the Abbée de—,accompanied me to view
Harcourt,27 the seat of the duke d'Harcourt, governor of Normandy, and of the
Dauphin; I had heard it called the finest English garden in France, but Ermenonville
will not allow that claim, though not near its equal as a residence. Found at last a
horse to try in order to prosecute my journey a little less like Don Quixotte, but it
would by no means do, an uneasy stumbling beast, at a price that would have bought a
good one, so my blind friend and I must jog on still further—30 miles.

The 24th. To Bayeux;28 the cathedral has three towers, one of which is very light,
elegant, and highly ornamented.

The 25th. In the road to Carentan,29 pass an arm of the sea at Issigny,30 which is
fordable. At Carentan I found myself so ill, from accumulated colds I Suppose, that I
was seriously afraid of being laid up—mnot a bone without its aches; and a horrid dead
leaden weight all over me. I went early to bed, washed down a dose of antimonial
powders, which proved sudorific enough to let me prosecute my journey.—23 miles.

The 26th. To Volognes;31 thence to Cherbourg, a thick woodland, much like Sussex.
The marquis de Guerchy had desired me to call on Mons. Doumerc, a great improver
at Pierbutte near Cherbourg, which I did; but he was absent at Paris: however his
bailiff, Mons. Baillio, with great civility shewed me the lands, and explained every
thing.—30 miles.

The 27th. Cherbourg. I had letters to the duke de Beuvron, who commands here; to
the count de Chavagnac. and M. de Meusnier, of the Academy of Sciences, and
translator of Cook's Voyages; the count is in the country. So much had I heard of the
famous works erecting to form a harbour here, that I was eager to view them without
the loss of a moment: the duke favoured me with an order for that purpose, I therefore
took a boat, and rowed across the artificial harbour formed by the celebrated cones.
As it is possible that this itinerary may be read by persons that have not either time or
inclination to seek other books for an account of these works, I will in a few words
sketch the intention and execution. The French possess no port for ships of war from
Dunkirk to Brest, and the former capable of receiving only frigates. This deficiency
has been fatal to them more than once in their wars with England, whose more
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favourable coast affords not only the Thames, but the noble harbour of Portsmouth.
To remedy the want, they planned a mole across the open bay of Cherbourg; but to
inclose a space sufficient to protect a fleet of the line, would demand so extended a
wall, and so exposed to heavy seas, that the expence would be far too great to be
thought of; and at the same time the success too dubious to be ventured. The idea of a
regular mole was therefore given up, and a partial one, on a new plan adopted; this
was to erect in the sea, a line where a mole is wanted, insulated columns of timber and
masonry, of so vast a size, as to resist the violence of the ocean, and to break its
waves sufficiently to permit a bank being formed between column and column. These
have been called cones from their form. They are 140 feet diameter at the base; 60
diameter at the top, and 60 feet vertical height, being, when sunk in the sea, 30 to 34
feet, immersed at the low water of high tides. These enormous broad-bottomed tubs
being constructed of oak, with every attention to strength and solidity, when finished
for launching, were loaded with stone just sufficient for sinking, and in that state each
cone weighed 1000 tons (of 2000 1b.) To float them, sixty empty casks, each of ten
pipes, were attached around by cords, and in this state of buoyancy the enormous
machine was floated to its destined spot, towed by numberless vessels, and before
innumerable spectators. At a signal the cords are cut in a moment, and the pile sinks:
it is then filled instantly with stone from vessels ready attending, and capped with
masonry. The contents of each filled only to within four feet of the surface, 2500
cubical toises of stone.32 A vast number of vessels are then employed to form a bank
of stone from cone to cone, visible at low water in neap tides. Eighteen cones, by one
account, but 33 by another, would complete the work, leaving only two entrances,
commanded by two very fine new-built forts, Royale and d'Artois, thoroughly well
provided, it is said, for they do not shew them, with an apparatus for heating cannon
balls. The number of cones will depend on the distances at which they are placed. |
found eight finished, and the skeleton frames of two more in the dock-yard; but all is
stopped by the archbishop of Toulouze, in favour of the economical plans at present
in speculation. Four of them, the last sunk, being most exposed, are now repairing,
having been found too weak to resist the fury of the storms, and the heavy westerly
seas. The last cone is much the most damaged, and, in proportion as they advance,
they will be still more and more exposed, which gives rise to the opinion of many
skilful engineers, that the whole scheme will prove fruitless, unless such an expence is
bestowed on the remaining cones as would be sufficient to exhaust the revenues of a
kingdom. The eight already erected have for some years given a new appearance to
Cherbourg; new houses, and even streets, and such a face of activity and animation,
that the stop to the works was received with blank countenances. They say, that,
quarry-men included, 3000 were employed. The effect of the eight cones already
erected, and the bank of stone formed between them has been to give perfect security
to a considerable portion of the intended harbour. Two 40 gun ships have lain at
anchor within them these eighteen months past, by way of experiment, and though
such storms have happened in that time as have put all to severe trials, and, as |
mentioned before, considerably damaged three of the cones, yet these ships have not
received the smallest agitation; hence it is a harbour for a small fleet without doing
more. Should they ever proceed with the rest of the cones, they must be built much
stronger, perhaps larger, and far greater precautions taken in giving them firmness and
solidity: it is also a question, whether they must not be sunk much nearer to each
other; at all events, the proportional expence will be nearly doubled, but for wars with
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England, the importance of having a secure harbour, so critically situated, they
consider as equal almost to any expence; at least this importance has its full weight in
the eyes of the people of Cherbourg. I remarked, in rowing across the harbour, that
while the sea without the artificial bar was so rough, that it would have been
unpleasant for a boat, within it was quite smooth. I mounted two of the cones, one of
which has this inscription:i—Louis XVI.—Sur ce premiere cone echoue le 6 Juin
1784, a vu l'immersion de celui de l'est, le 23 Juin 1786.—On the whole, the
undertaking is a prodigious one, and does no trifling credit to the spirit of enterprize
of the present age in France.33 The service of the marine is a favourite; whether justly
or not, is another question; and this harbour shews, that when this great people
undertake any capital works, that are really favourites, they find inventive genius to
plan, and engineers of capital talents to execute whatever is devised, in a manner that
does honour to their kingdom. The duke de Beuvron had asked me to dinner, but I
found that if I accepted his invitation, it would then take me the next day to view the
glass manufacture; I preferred therefore business to pleasure, and taking with me a
letter from that nobleman to secure a sight of it, I rode thither in the afternoon; it is
about three miles from Cherbourg. Mons. de Puye, the director, explained every thing
to me in the most obliging manner. Cherbourg is not a place for a residence longer
than necessary; I was here fleeced more infamously than at any other town in France;
the two best inns were full; I was obliged to go to the barque, a vile hole, little better
than a hog-sty; where, for a miserable dirty wretched chamber, two suppers composed
chiefly of a plate of apples and some butter and cheese, with some trifle besides too
bad to eat, and one miserable dinner, they brought me in a bill of 31 liv. (11. 7s. 1d.)
they not only charged the room 3 liv. a night, but even the very stable for my horse,
after enormous items for oats, hay, and straw. This is a species of profligacy which
debases the national character. Calling, as I returned, on Mons. Baillio, I shewed him
the bill, at which he exclaimed for imposition, and said the man and woman were
going to leave off their trade; and no wonder, if they had made a practice of fleecing
others in that manner. Let no one go to Cherbourg without making a bargain for
everything he has, even to the straw and stable; pepper, salt, and table-cloth.—10
miles.

The 28th, return to Carentan; and the 29th, pass through a rich and thickly inclosed
country, to Coutances, capital of the district called the Cotentin. They build in this
country the best mud houses and barns I ever saw, excellent habitations, even of three
stories, and all of mud, with considerable barns and other offices. The earth (the best
for the purpose is a rich brown loam) is well kneaded with straw; and being spread
about four inches thick on the ground, is cut in squares of nine inches, and these are
taken with a shovel and tossed to the man on the wall who builds it; and the wall built,
as in Ireland, in layers, each three feet high, that it may dry before they advance. The
thickness about two feet. They make them project about an inch, which they cut off
layer by layer perfectly smooth. If they had the English way of white washing, they
would look as well as our lath and Plaister, and are much more durable. In good
houses the doors and windows are in stone work.—20 miles.

The 30th. A fine sea view of the Isles of Chausée,34 at five leagues distant; and

afterwards Jersey, clear at about forty miles, with that of town of Grandval35 on a
high peninsula: entering the town, every idea of beauty is lost; a close, nasty, ugly, ill
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built hole: market day, and myriads of triflers, common at a French market. They bay
of Cancalle, all along to the right, and St. Michael's rock rising out of the sea,
conically, with a castle on the top, a most singular and picturesque object.—30 miles.

The 31st. At Pont Orsin,36 enter Bretagne; there seems here a more minute division
of farms than before. There is a long street in the episcopal town of Doll,37 without a
glass window; a horrid appearance. My entry into Bretagne gives me an idea of its
being a miserable province.—22 miles.

SEPTEMBER 1st. To Combourg,38 the country has a savage aspect; husbandry not
much further advanced, at least in skill, than among the Hurons, which appears in
credible amidst inclosures; the people almost as wild as their country, and their town
of Combourg one of the most brutal filthy places that can be seen; mud houses, no
windows, and a pavement so broken, as to impede all passengers, but ease none—yet
here is a chatean, and inhabited; who is this Mons. de Chateaubriant,39 the owner,
that has nerves strung for a residence amidst such filth and poverty? Below this
hideous heap of wretchedness is a fine lake, surrounded by well wooded inclosures.
Coming out of Hedé¢,40 there is a beautiful lake belonging to Mons. de Blassac,41
intendant of Poictiers, with a fine accompanyment of wood. A very little cleaning
would make here a delicious scenery. There is a chateau, with four rows of trees, and
nothing else to be seen from the windows in the true French stile. Forbid it, taste, that
this should be the house of the owner of that beautiful water; and yet this Mons. de
Blassac has made at Poictiers the finest promenade in France! But that taste which
draws a strait line, and that which traces a waving one, are founded on feelings and
ideas as separate and distinct as painting and music—as poetry or sculpture. The lake
abounds with fish, pike to 36lb. carp to 241b. perch 41b. and tench 51b. To Rennes the
same strange wild mixture of desert and cultivation, half savage, half human.—31
miles.

The 2d. Rennes42 is well built, and it has two good squares; that particularly of Louis
XV. where is his statue. The parliament being in exile, the house is not to be seen.
The Benedictines garden, called the Tabour,43 is worth viewing. But the object at
Rennes most remarkable at present is a camp, with a marshal of France (de
Stainville), and four regiments of infantry, and two of dragoons, close to the gates.
The discontents of the people have been double, first on account of the high price of
bread, and secondly for the banishment of the parliament. The former cause is natural
enough, but why the people should love their parliament was what I could not
understand, since the members, as well as of the states, are all noble, and the
distinction between the noblesse and roturiers no where stronger, more offensive, or
more abominable than in Bretagne. They assured me, however, that the populace have
been blown up to violence by every art of deception, and even by money distributed
for that purpose. The commotions rose to such a height before the camp was
established, that the troops here were utterly unable to keep the peace. Mons.
Argentaise, to whom I had brought letters, had the goodness, during the four days I
was here, to shew and explain everything to be seen. I find Rennes very cheap; and it
appears the more so to me just come from Normandy, where every thing is
extravagantly dear. The table d'hote, at the grand maison, is well served ; they give
two courses, containing plenty of good things, and a very ample regular dessert: the
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supper one good course, with a large joint of mutton, and another good dessert; each

meal, with the common wine, 40/. and for 20 more you have very good wine, instead
of the ordinary sort: 30f. For the horse: thus, with good wine, it is no more than 6 liv.
10f. a day, or 5s. 10d. Yet a camp which they complain has raised prices enormously.

The 5th. To Montauban.44 The poor people seem poor indeed; the children terribly
ragged, if possible worse clad than it with no cloaths at all; as to shoes and stockings
they are luxuries. A beautiful girl of six or seven years playing with a stick, and
smiling under such a bundle of rags as made my heart ache to see her: they did not
beg, and when I gave them any thing seemed more surprized than obliged. One third
of what I have seen of this province seems uncultivated, and nearly all of it in misery.
What have kings, and ministers, and parliaments, and states, to answer for their
prejudices, seeing millions of hands that would be industrious, idle and starving,
through the execrable maxims of despotism, or the equally detestable prejudices of a
feudal nobility45 Sleep at the lion d' or, at Montauban, an abominable hole.—20
miles.

The 6th. The same inclosed country to Brooms;46 but near that town improves to the
eye, from being more hilly. At the little town of Lamballe,47 there are above fifty
families of noblesse that live in winter, who reside on their estates in the summer.
There is probably as much foppery and nonsense in their circles, and for what [ know
as much happiness, as in those of Paris. Both would be better employed in cultivating
their lands, and rendering the poor industrious.—30 miles.

The 7th. Leaving Lamballe, the country immediately changes. The marquis d' Urvoy,
who I met at Rennes, and has a good estate at St. Brieux,48 gave me a letter for his
agent, who answered my questions.—12%2 miles.

The 8th. To Guingamp,49 a sombre inclosed country. Pass Chateaulandrin,50 and
enter Bas Bretagne. One recognizes at once another people, meeting numbers who
have not more French than Je ne sai pas ce que vous dites, or Je n'entend rien. Enter
Guingamp by gateways, towers, and battlements, apparently of the oldest military
architecture; every part denoting antiquity, and in the best preservation. The poor
people's habitations are not so good; they are miserable heaps of dirt; no glass, and
scarcely any light; but they have earth chimnies. [ was in my first sleep at Belleisle,51
when the aubergiste came to my bedside, undrew a curtain, that I expected to cover
me with spiders, to tell me that I had une jument Anglois superbe, and that a singneur
wished to buy it of me: I gave him half a dozen flowers of French eloquence for his
impertinence, when he thought proper to leave me and his spiders at peace. There was
a great chasse assembled. These Bas Bretagne signeurs are capital hunters, it seems,
that fix on a blind mare for an object of admiration. A-propos to the breeds of horses
in France; this mare cost me twenty-three guineas when horses were dear in England,
and had been sold for sixteen when they were rather cheaper; her figure may therefore
be guessed; yet she was much admired, and often in this journey; and as to Bretagne,
she rarely met a rival. That province, and it is the same in parts of Normandy, is
infested in every stable with a pack of garran poney stallions, sufficient to perpetuate
the miserable breed that is every where seen. This villainous hole, that calls itself the
grand maison, is the best inn at a post town, on the great road to Brest, at which
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marshals of France, dukes, peers, countesses, and so forth, must now and then, by the
accidents to which long journies are subject to have found themselves. What are we to
think of a country that has made, in the eighteenth century, no better provision for its
travellers!—30 miles.

The 9th, Morlaix 52 is the most singular port I have seen. It has but one feature, a vale
just wide enough for a fine canal with two quays, and two rows of houses; behind
them the mountain rises steep, and woody on one side; on the other gardens, rocks,
and wood; the effect romantic and beautiful. Trade now very dull, but flourished
much in the war.—20 miles.

The 10th. Fair day at Landervisier,53 which gave me an opportunity of seeing
numbers of Bas Bretons collected, as well as their cattle. The men dress in great
trowsers like breeches, many with naked legs, and most with wooden shoes, strong
marked features like the Welch, with countenances a mixture of half energy half
laziness; their persons stout, broad, and square. The women furrowed without age by
labour, to the utter extinction of all softness of sex. The eye discovers them at first
glance to be a people absolutely distinct from the French. Wonderful that they should
be found so, with distinct language, manners, dress, &c. after having been settled here
1300 years.—35 miles.

The 11th. I had respectable letters, and to respectable people at Brest, in order to see
the dock-yard, but they were vain; Mons. le Chevalier de Tredairne particularly
applied for me earnestly to the commandant, but the order, contrary to its being shewn
either to Frenchmen or foreigners, was too strict to be relaxed without an express
direction from the minister of the marine, given very rarely, and to which, when it
does come, they give but an unwilling obedience. Mons. Tredairne, however,
informed me, that lord Pembroke saw it not long since by means of such an order: and
he remarked himself, knowing that I could not fail doing the same, that it was strange
to shew the port to an English general and governor of Portsmouth, yet deny it to a
farmer. He however assured me, that the duke of Chartres went away but the other
day without being permitted to see it. Gretry's music at the theatre, which, though not
large, is neat and even elegant, was not calculated to put me in good humour; it was
Panurge.—Brest is a well built town, with many regular and handsome streets, and
the quay where many men of war are laid up, and other shipping has much of that life
and motion which animates a sea-port.

The 12th. Return to Landernau,54 where, at the duc de Chartre, which is the best and
cleanest inn in the bishopric, as [ was going to dinner, the landlord told me, there was
a Monsieur un homme comme il faut, and the dinner would be better if we united; de
tout mon cceur. He proved a Bas Breton noble, with his sword and a little miserable
but nimble nag. This seigneur was ignorant that the duke de Chartres, the other day at
Brest, was not the duke that was in Mons. d'Orvillier's fleet. Take the road to
Nantes.—25 miles.

The 13th. The country to Chateaulin55 more mountainous; one-third waste. All this

region far inferior to Leon56 and Traguer;57 no exertions, nor any marks of
intelligence, yet all near to the great navigation and market of Brest water, and the soil
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good. Quimper,58 though a bishopric, has nothing worth seeing but its promenades
which are among the finest in France.—25 miles.

The 14th. Leaving Quimper, there seem to be more cultivated features; but this only
for a moment;—wastes—wastes—wastes. Reach Quimperly. 58—27 miles.

The 15th. The same sombre country to I'Orient,59 but with a mixture of cultivation
and much wood.—I found 1'Orident so full of fools, gaping to see a man of war
launched, that I could get no bed for myself, nor stable for my house at the epee
royale. At the cheval blanc, a poor hole, I got my horse crammed among twenty
others, like herrings in a barrel, but could have no bed. The duke de Brissac, with a
suite of officers, had no better success. If the governor of Paris could not, without
trouble, get a bed at I'Orient, no wonder Arthur Young found obstacles. I went
directly to deliver my letters, found Mons, Besné, a merchant, at home; he received
me with a frank civility better than a million of compliments; and the moment he
understood my situation, offered me a bad in his house, which I accepted. The
Tourville, of 84 guns, was to be launched at three o'clock, but put off till the next day,
much to the joy of the aubergistes, &c. who were well pleased to see such a swarm of
strangers kept another day. I wished the ship in their throats, for I thought only of my
poor mare being squeezed a night amongst the Bretagne garrans; sixpence, however
to the garcon, had effects marvelously to her ease. The town is modern, and regularly
built, the streets diverge in rays from the gate, and are crossed by others at right
angles, broad, handsomely built, and well paved; with many houses that make a good
figure. But what makes I'Orient more known is being the appropriated port for the
commerce of India, containing all the shipping and magazines of the company. The
latter are truly great, and speak the royal munificence from which they arose. They are
of several stores, and all vaulted in stone, in a splendid style, and of vast extent. But
they want, at least at present, like so many other magnificent establishments in
France, the vigour and vivacity of an active commerce. The business transacting here
seems trifling. Three 84 gun ships, the Tourville, 'Eole, and Jean Bart, with a 32 gun
frigate, are upon the stocks. They assured me, that the Tourville has been only nine
months building: the scene is alive, and fifteen large men of war being laid up here in
ordinary, with some Indiamen, and a few traders, render the port a pleasing spectacle.
There is a beautiful round tower, 100 feet high, of white stone, with a railed gallery at
top; the proportions light and agreeable; it is for looking out and making signals. My
hospitable merchant, I find a plain unaffected character, with some whimsical
originalities, that make him more interesting; he has an agreeable daughter, who
entertains me with singing to her harp. The next morning the Tourville quitted her
stocks, to the music of the regiments, and the shouts of thousands collected to see it.
Leave I'Orient. Arrive at Hennebon.60 —7% miles.

The 17th. To Auray,61 the eighteen poorest miles I have yet seen in Bretagne. Good
houses of stone and slate, without glass. Auray has a little port, and some sloops,
which always give an air of life to a town. To Vannes,62 the country various, but
landes the more permanent feature. Vannes is not an inconsiderable town, but its
greatest beauty is its port and promenade.
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The 18th. To Musiliac.63 Belleisle64 with the smaller ones, d'Hedic65 and d'Honat,
are in sight. Musiliac, if it can boast of nothing else, may at least vaunt its cheapness.
I had for dinner two good flat fish, a dish of oysters, soup, a fine duck roasted; with an
ample dessert of grapes, pears, walnuts, biscuits, liqueur, and a pint of good
Bourdeaux wine: my mare, besides hay, had three-fourths of a peck of corn, and the
whole 56f. 2f. to the fille and two to the garcon, in all 2s. 6d. Pass
landes—Ilandes—Ilandes—to la Roche Bernard. The view of the river Villaine, is
beautiful from the boldness of the shores, there are no insipid flats; the river is two-
thirds of the width of the Thames at Westminster, and would be equal to any thing in
the world if the shores were woody, but they are the savage wastes of this
country,—33 miles.

The 19th. Turned aside to Auvergnae,66 the seat of the count de la Bourdonaye,67 to
whom I had a letter from the dutchess d'Anville, as a person able to give me every
species of intelligence relative to Bretagne, having for five-and-twenty years been
first syndic of the noblesse. A fortuitous jumble of rocks and steeps could scarcely
form a worse road than these five miles: could I put as much faith in two bits of wood
laid over each other, as the good folks of the country do, I should have crossed
myself, but my blind friend, with the most incredible sure-footedness, carried me safe
over such places, that if [ had not been in the every day habit of the saddle, I should
have shuddered at, though guided by eyes keen as Eclipse's; for I suppose a fine racer,
on whose velocity so many fools have been ready to lose their money, must have
good eyes, as well as good legs. Such a road, leading to several villages, and one of
the first noblemen of the province, shews what the state of society must be;—no
communication—no neighbourhood—no temptation to the expences which flow from
society; a mere seclusion to save money in order to spend it in towns. The count
received me with great politeness; I explained to him my plan and motives for
travelling in France, which he was pleased very warmly to approve, expressing his
surprise that I should attempt so large an undertaking, as such a survey of France,
unsupported by my government; | told him he knew very little of our government, if
he supposed they would give a shilling to any agricultural project or projector; that
whether the minister was whig or tory made no difference, the party of THE
PLOUGH never yet had one on its side; and that England has had many Colberts but
not one Sully. This led to much interesting conversation on the balance of agriculture,
manufactures, and commerce, and on the means of encouraging them; and, in reply to
his enquiries, I made him understand their relations in England, and how our
husbandry flourished, in spite of the teeth of our ministers, merely by the protection
which civil liberty gives to property: and consequently that it was in a poor situation,
comparatively with what it would have been in had it received the same attention as
manufactures and commerce. I told M. de la Bourdonaye that his province of
Bretagne seemed to me to have nothing in it but privileges and poverty, he smiled,
and gave me some explanations that are important; but no nobleman can ever probe
this evil as it ought to be done, resulting as it does from the privileges going to
themselves, and the poverty to the people. He shewed me his plantations, which are
very fine and well thriven, and shelter him thoroughly on every side, even from the S.
W. so near to the sea; from his walks we see Belleisle and its neighbours, and a little
isle or rock belonging to him, which he says the King of England took from him after
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Sir Edward Hawke's victory, but that his majesty was kind enough to leave him his
island after one night's possession.—20 miles.

The 20th. Take my leave of Monsieur and Madame de la Bourdonaye, to whose
politeness as well as friendly attentions I am much obliged. Towards Nazaire68 there
is a fine view of the mouth of the Loire, from the rising grounds, but the headlands
that form the embouchure are low, which takes off from that greatness of the effect
which highlands give to the mouth of the Shannon. The swelling bosom of the
Atlantic boundless to the right. Savanal69 poverty itself.—33 miles

The 21st. Come to an improvement in the midst of these deserts, four good houses of
stone and slate, and a few acres run to wretched grass, which have been tilled, but all
savage, and become almost as rough as the rest. [ was afterwards informed that this
improvement, as it is called, was wrought by Englishmen, at the expence of a
gentleman they ruined as well as themselves.—I demanded how it had been done?
Pare and burn, and sow wheat, then rye, and then oats. Thus it is for ever and ever! the
same follies, the same blundering, the same ignorance; and then all the fools in the
country said, as they do now, that these wastes are good for nothing. To my
amazement find the incredible circumstance, that they reach within three miles of the
great commercial city of Nantes! This is a problem and a lesson to work at, but not at
present. Arrive—go to the theatre, new built of fine white stone, and has a
magnificent portico front of eight elegant Corinthian pillars, and four others within, to
part the portico from a grand vestibule. Within all is gold and painting, and a coup
d'eeil at entering, that struck me forcibly. It is, I believe, twice as large as Drury-Lane,
and five times as magnificent. It was Sunday, and therefore full. Mon Dieu! cried I to
myself, do all the wastes, the deserts, the heath, ling, furz, broom, and bog, that I have
passed for 300 miles lead to this spectacle? What a miracle, that all this splendour and
wealth of the cities in France should be so unconnected with the country! There are no
gentle transitions from ease to comfort, from comfort to wealth: you pass at once from
beggary to profusion,—from misery in mud cabins to Mademoiselle St. Huberti, in
splendid spectacles at 500 liv. a night, (211. 17s. 6d.) The country deserted, or if a
gentleman 1n it, you find him in some wretched hole, to save that money which is
lavished with profusion in the luxuries of a capital.—20 miles.

The 22d. Deliver my letters. As much as agriculture is the chief object of my journey,
it is necessary to acquire such intelligence of the state of commerce, as can be best
done from merchants, for abundance of useful information is to be gained, without
putting any questions that a man would be cautious of answering, and even without
putting any questions at all. Mons. Riédy was very polite, and satisfied many of my
enquiries; | dined once with him, and was pleased to find the conversation take an
important turn on the relative situations of France and England in trade, particularly in
the West Indies. I had a letter also to Mons. Epivent, consilier in the parliament of
Rennes, whose brother, Mons. Epivent de la Villesboisnet, is a very considerable
merchant here. It was not possible for any person to be more obliging than these two
gentlemen; their attentions to me were marked and friendly, and rendered a few days
residence here equally instructive and agreeable. The town has that sign of prosperity
of new buildings, which never deceives. The quarter of the comedie is magnificent, all
the streets at right angles and of white stone. I am in doubt whether the hotel de Henri
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IV. is not the finest inn in Europe: Dessein's at Calais is larger, but neither built, fitted
up, nor furnished like this, which is new. It cost 400,0001iv. (17,5001.) furnished, and
is let at 14,000 liv. per ann. (6121. 10s.) with no rent for the first year. It contains 60
beds for masters, and 25 stalls for horses. Some of the apartments of two rooms, very
neat, are 6 liv. a day; one good 3 liv. but for merchants 5 liv. per diem for dinner,
supper, wine, and chamber, and 35/ for his horse. It is, without comparison, the first
inn [ have seen in France, and very cheap. It is in a small square close to the theatre,
as convenient for pleasure or trade as the votaries of either can wish. The theatre cost
450,000 liv. and lets to the comedians at 17,00 liv. a year; it holds, when full, 120
louis d'or. The land the inn stands on was bought at 9 liv. a foot: in some parts of the
city it sells as high as 15 liv. This value of the ground induces them to build so high as
to be destructive of beauty. The quay has nothing remarkable; the river is choaked
with islands, but at the furthest part next to the sea is a large range of houses regularly
fronted. An institution common in the great commercial towns of France, but
particularly flourishing in Nantes, is a chambre de lecture, or what we should call a
book-club, that does not divide its books, but forms a library. There are three rooms,
one for reading, another, another for conversation, and the third is the library; good
fires in winter are provided, and wax candles. Messrs, Epivent had the goodness to
attend me in a water expedition, to view the establishment of Mr. Wilkinson, for
boring cannon, in an island in the Loire below Nantes.70 Until that well known
English manufacturer arrived, the French knew nothing of the art of casting cannon
solid, and then boring them. Mr. Wilkinson's machinery, for boring four cannons, is
now at work, moved by tide wheels; but they have erected a steam engine, with a new
apparatus for boring seven more; M. de la Motte, who has the direction of the whole,
shewed us also a model of this engine, about six feet long, five high, and four or five
broad; which he worked for us, by making a small fire under the boiler that is not
bigger than a large tea-kettle; one of the best machines for a traveling philosopher that
I have seen. Nantes is as enflammeé, in the cause of liberty, as any town in France can
be; the conversations I witnessed here, prove how great a change is effected in the
minds of the French, nor do I believe it will be possible for the present government to
last half a century longer, unless the clearest and most decided talents are at the helm.
The American revolution has laid the foundation of another in France, if government
does not take care of itself.71 The 23d one of the twelve prisoners72 from the Bastile
arrived here—he was the most violent of them all—and his imprisonment has been far
enough from silencing him.

The 25th. It was not without regret that I quitted a society both intelligent and
agreeable, nor should I feel comfortably if I did not hope to see Messrs. Epivents
again; I have little chance of being at Nantes, but if they come a second time to
England, I have a promise of seeing them at Bradfield. The younger of these
gentlemen spent a fortnight with Lord Shelburne at Bowood, which he remembers
with much pleasure; Colonel Barré and Dr.Priestley were there at the same time. To
Aucenis73 is all inclosed: for seven miles many seats.—22' miles.

The 26th. To the scene of the vintage. I had not before been witness to so much
advantage as here; last autumn the heavy rains made it a melancholy business. At
present, all is life and activity. The country all thickly and well inclosed. Glorious
view of the Loire from a village, the last of Bretagne, where is a great barrier across
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the road and custom-houses, to search everything coming from thence. The Loire
takes the appearance of a lake large enough to be interesting. There is on both sides an
accompanyment of wood, which is not universal on this river. The addition of towns,
steeples, windmills, and a great range of lovely country, covered with vines; the
character gay as well as noble. Enter Anjou, with a great range of meadows. Pass St.
George,74 and take the road to Angers. For ten miles quit the Loire and meet it again
at Angers. Letters from Mons. de Broussonet; but he is unable to inform me in what
part of Anjou was the residence of the marquis de Tourbilly; to find out that
nobleman's farm, where he made those admirable improvements, which he describes
in the Memoire sur les defrichements, was such an object to me, that [ was determined
to go to the place, let the distance out of my way be what it might.—30 miles.

The 27th. Among my letters, one to Mons. de la Livoniere, perpetual secretaryof the
Society of Agriculture here. I found he was at his country-seat, two leagues off at
Mignianne.75 On my arrival at his seat, he was sitting down to dinner with his family;
not being past twelve, I thought to have escaped this awkwardness; but both himself
and Madame prevented all embarrassment by very unaffectedly desiring me to
partake with them, and making not the least derangement either in table or looks,
placed me at once at my ease, to an indifferent dinner, garnished with so much ease
and chearfulness that I found it a repast more to my taste than the most splendid tables
could afford. An English family in the country, similar in situation, taken unawares in
the same way, would receive you with an unquiet hospitality, and an anxious
politeness; and after waiting for a hurry-scurry derangement of cloth, table, plates,
sideboard, pot and spit, would give you perhaps so good a dinner, that none of the
family, between anxiety and fatigue, could supply one word of conversation, and you
would depart under cordial wishes that you might never return.—This folly, so
common in England, is never met with in France: the French are quiet in their houses,
and do things without effort.—Mons. Livoniere conversed with me much on the plan
of my travels, which he commended greatly, but thought it very extraordinary that
neither government, nor the Academy of Sciences, nor the Academy of Agriculture,
should at least be at the expence of my journey. This idea is purely French; they have
no notion of private people going out of their way for the public good, without being
paid by the public; nor could he well comprehend me, when I told him that every
thing is well done in England, except what is done with public money. I was greatly
concerned to find that he could give me no intelligence concerning the residence of
the late marquis of Tourbilly, as it would be a provoking circumstance to pass all
through the province without finding his house, and afterwards hear perhaps that I had
been ignorantly within a few miles of it. In the evening returned to Angers.—20
miles.

The 28th. To La Fléche. The chateau of Duretal,76 belonging to the dutchess
d'Estissac, is boldly situated above the little town of that name, and on the banks of a
beautiful river, the slopes to which that hang to the south are covered with vines. The
country chearful, dry, and pleasant for residence. I enquired here of several gentlemen
for the residence of the marquis of Tourbilly, but all in vain. The 30 miles to La
Fléche the road is a noble one; of gravel, smooth, and kept in admirable order. La
Fléche is a neat, clean, little town, not ill built, on the river that flows to Duretal,
which is navigable; but the trade is inconsiderable. My first business here, as every
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where else in Anjou, was to enquire for the residence of the marquis de Tourbilly. I
repeated my enquires till I found that there was a place not far from La Fléche, called
Tourbilly, but not what I wanted, as there was no Mons. De Tourbilly there, but a
marquis de Galway, who inherited Tourbilly from his father. This perplexed me more
and more; and I renewed my enquiries with so much eagerness, that several people, |
believe, thought me half mad. At last [ met with an ancient lady who solved my
difficulty; she informed me, that Tourbilly, about twelve miles from La Fléche, was
the place I was in search of: that it belonged to the marquis of that name, who had
written some books she believed; that he died twenty years ago insolvent; that the
father of the present marquis de Galway bought the estate. This was sufficient for my
purpose; I determined to take a guide the next morning, and, as I could not visit the
marquis, at least see the remains of his improvements. The news, however, that he
died insolvent, hurt me very much; it was a bad commentary on his book and foresaw,
that whoever I should find at Tourbilly, would be full of ridicule, on a husbandry that
proved the loss of the estate on which it was practiced.—30 miles.

The 29th. This morning I executed my project; my guide was a countryman with a
good pair of legs, who conducted me across a range of such ling wastes as the
marquis speaks of in his memoir. They appear boundless here; and I was told that I
could travel many—many days, and see nothing else: what fields of improvement to
make, not to lose estates! At last we arrived at Tourbilly,77 a poor village, of a few
scattered houses, in a vale between two rising grounds, which are yet heath and waste;
the chateau in the midst, with plantations of fine poplars leading to it. I cannot easily
express the anxious inquisitive curiosity I felt to examine every scrap of the estate; no
hedge or tree, no bush but what was interesting to me; I had read the translation of the
marquis's history of his improvements in Mr.Mills' husbandry,78 and thought it the
most interesting morsel I had met with, long before I procured the original Memoire
sur les defrichemens, and determined that if ever I should go to France to view
improvements the recital of which had given me such pleasure. I had neither letter nor
introduction to the present owner, the marquis de Galway. I therefore stated to him the
plain fact, that [ had read Mons. de Tourbilly's book with so much pleasure, that |
wished much to view the improvements described in it; he answered me directly in
good English, received me with such cordiality of politeness, and such expressions of
regard for the purport of my travels, that he put me perfectly in humour with myself,
and consequently with all around me. He ordered breakfast a /"' Angloise,; gave orders
for a man to attend us in our walk, who I desired might be the oldest labourer to be
found of the late marquis de Tourbilly's. I was pleased to hear that one was alive who
had worked with him from the beginning of his improvement. At breakfast Mons. de
Galway introduced me to his brother, who also spoke English, and regretted that he
could not do the same to Madame de Galway, who was in the straw: he then gave me
an account of his father's acquiring the estate and chateau of Tourbilly. His great-
grand-father came to Bretagne with King James II. when he fled from the English
throne; some of the same family are still living in the county of Cork, particularly at
Lotta. His father was famous in that province for his skill in agriculture; and, as a
reward for an improvement he had wrought on the landes, the states of the province
gave him a waste tract in the island of Belleisle, which at present belongs to his son.
Hearing that the marquis de Tourbilly was totally ruined, and his estates in Anjou to
be sold by the creditors, he viewed them, and finding the land very improveable,
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made the purchase, giving about 15,000 louis d'ors for Tourbilly, a price which made
the acquisition highly advantageous, not withstanding his having bought some law-
suits with the estate. It is about 3000 arpents, nearly contiguous, the seigneury of two
parishes, with the haute justice, &c. a handsome large and convenient chateau, offices
very compleat, and many plantations, the work of the celebrated man concerning
whom my enquiries were directed. I was almost breathless on the question of so great
an improver being ruined! "You are unhappy that a man should be ruined by an art
you love so much." Precisely so. But he eased me in a moment, by adding, that if the
marquis had done nothing but farm and improve, he had never been ruined. One day,
as he was boring to find marl, his ill stars discovered a vein of earth, perfectly white,
which on trial did not effervesce with acids.79 It struck him as an acquisition for
porcelain—he shewed it to a manufacturer—it was pronounced excellent: the
marquis's imagination took fire, and he thought of converting the poor village of
Tourbilly into a town, by a fabric of china—he went to work on his own
account—raised buildings—and got together all that was necessary, except skill and
capital.—In fine, he made good porcelain, was cheated by his agents, and people, and
at last ruined. A soap manufactory, which he established also, as well as some law-
suits relative to other estates, had their share in causing his misfortunes: his creditors
seized the estate, but permitted him to administer it till his death, when it was sold.
The only part of the tale that lessened my regret was, that, though married, he left no
family; so that his ashes will sleep in peace, without his memory being reviled by an
indigent posterity. His ancestors acquired the estate by marriage in the fourteenth
century. His agricultural improvements, Mons. Galway observed, certainly did not
hurt him; they were not well done, nor well supported by himself, but they rendered
the estate more valuable; and he never heard that they had brought him into any
difficulties. I cannot but observe here, that there seems a fatality to attend country
gentlemen whenever they attempt trade or manufacture. In England I never knew a
man of landed property, with the education and habits of landed property, attempt
either, but they were infallibly ruined; or if not ruined, considerably hurt by them.
Whether it is that the ideas and principles of trade have something in them repugnant
to the sentiments which ought to flow from education—or whether the habitual
inattention of country gentlemen to small gains and savings, which are the soul of
trade, renders their success impossible; to whatever it may be owing, the fact is such,
not one in a million succeeds. Agriculture, in the improvement of their estates, is the
only proper and legitimate sphere of their industry; and though ignorance renders this
sometimes dangerous, yet they can with safety attempt no other. The old labourer,
whose name is Piron (as propitious I hope to farming as to wit), being arrived, we
sallied forth to tread what to me was a sort of classic ground. I shall dwell but little on
the particulars: they make a much better figure in the Memoire sur les defrichemens
than at Tourbilly; the meadows, even near the chateau, are yet very rough; the general
features are rough: but the alleys of poplars, of which he speaks in the memoirs, are
nobly grown indeed, and do credit to his memory; they are 60 or 70 feet high, and girt
a foot: the willows are equal. Why were they not oak? to have transmitted to the
farming travellers of another century the pleasure I feel in viewing the more
perishable poplars of the present time; the causeways near the castle must have been
arduous works. The mulberries are in a state of neglect; Mons. Galway's father not
being fond of that culture, destroyed many, but some hundreds remain, and I was told
that the poor people had made as far as 25 lbs. of silk, but none attempted at present.
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The meadows had been drained and improved near the chateau to the amount of 50 or
60 arpents, they are now rushy, but valuable in such a country. Near them is a wood
of Bourdeaux pines, sown 35 years ago, and are now worth five or six liv. each. I
walked into the boggy bit that produced the great cabbages he mentioned, it joins a
large and most improveable bottom. Piron informed me that the marquis pared and
burnt about 100 arpents in all, and he folded 250 sheep. On our return to the chateau,
Mons. de Galway, finding what an enthusiast I was in agriculture, searched among his
papers to find a manuscript of the marquis de Tourbilly's, written with his own hand,
which he had the goodness to make me a present of, and which I shall keep amongst
my curiosities in agriculture. The polite reception I had met from Mons. Galway, and
the friendly attention he had given to my views, entering into the spirit of my pursuits,
and wishing to promote it, would have induced me very cheerfully to have accepted
his invitation of remaining some days with him; had I not been apprehensive that the
moment of madame Galway's being in bed, would render such an unlooked for visit
inconvenient. I took my leave therefore in the evening, and returned to La Fléche by a
different road.—25 miles.

The 30th. A quantity of moors to Le Mans,80 they assured me at Guerces,81 that they
are here 60 leagues in circumference, with no great interruptions. At Le Mans | was
unlucky in Mons. Tournai, secretary to the Society of Agriculture, being absent.—28
miles.

OCTOBER 1. Towards Alencon,82 the country a contrast to what I passed yesterday;
good land, well inclosed, well built, and tolerably cultivated, with marling. A noble
road of dark coloured stone, apparently ferruginous, that binds well. Near
Beaumont83 vineyards in sight on the hills, and these are the lasting thus travelling
northwards; the whole country finely watered by rivers and streams, yet no
irrigation.—30 miles.

The 2d. Four miles to Nouant,84 of rich herbage, under bullocks.—28 miles.

The 3d. From Gacé85 towards Bernay.86 Pass the marishal duc de Broglio's chateau
at Broglio,87 which is surrounded by such a multiplicity of clipt hedges, double,
treble, and quadruple, that he must half maintain the poor of the little town in
clipping.—25 miles.

The 4th. Leave Bernay; where, and at other places in this country, are many mud
walls, made of rich red loam, thatched at top, and well planted with fruit-trees: a hint
very well worth taking for copying in England, where brick and stone are dear. Come
to one of the richest countries in France, or indeed in Europe. There are few finer
views than the first of Elbeuf,88 from the eminence above it, which is high; the town
at your feet in the bottom; on one side the Seine presents a noble reach, broken by
wooded islands, and an immense amphitheatre of hill, covered with a prodigious
wood, surrounding the whole.

The 5th. To Rouen, where I found the hotel royal, a contrast to that dirty, impertinent,

cheating hole the pomme de pin. In the evening to the theatre, which is not so large, I
think, as that of Nantes, but not comparable in elegance or decoration; it is sombre
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and dirty. Gretty's Caravanne de Caire, the music of which, though too much chorus
and noise, has some tender and pleasing passages. I like it better than any other piece |
have heard of that celebrated composer. The next morning waited on Mons.
Scanegatty, professeur de physique dans la Société Royale d' Agriculture; he received
me with politeness. He has a considerable room furnished with mathematical and
philosophical instruments and models. He explained some of the latter to me that are
of his own invention, particularly one of a furnace for calcining gypsum, which is
brought here in large quantities from Montmartre.89 Waited on Messrs. Midy, Rossec
and Co., the most considerable wool merchants in France, who were so kind as to
shew me a great variety of wools, from most of the European countries, and permitted
me to take specimens. The next morning I went to Darnetal, 90 where Mons. Curmer
shewed me his manufacture. Return to Rouen, and dined with Mons. Portier, directeur
general des fermes, to whom | had brought a letter from the duc de la Rochefoucauld.
The conversation turned, among other subjects, on the want of new streets at Rouen,
on comparison with Havre, Nantes, and Bourdeaux; at the latter places it was
remarked, that a merchant makes a fortune in ten or fifteen years, and builds away;
but at Rouen, it is a commerce of ceconomy, in which a man is long doing it, and
therefore unable with prudence to make the same exertions. Every person at table
agreed in another point which was discussed, that the wine provinces are the poorest
in all France: I urged the produce being greater per arpent by far than of other lands;
they adhered to the fact as one generally known and admitted. In the evening at the
theatre, Madame du Fresne entertained me greatly; she is an excellent actress, never
overdoes her parts, and make one feel by feeling herself. The more I see of the French
theatre, the more I am forced to acknowledge the superiority to our own, in the
number of good performers, and in the paucity of bad ones; and in the quantity of
dancers, singers, and persons on whom the business of the theatre depends, all
established on a great scale. | remark, in the sentiments that are applauded, the same
generous feelings in the audience in France, that have many times in England put me
in good humour with my countrymen. We are too apt to hate the French, for myself I
see many reasons to be pleased with them; attributing faults very much to their
government; perhaps in our own, our roughness and want of good temper are to be
traced to the same origin.

The 8th. My plan had for some time been to go directly to England, on leaving Rouen,
for the post-offices had been cruelly uncertain. I had received no letters for some time
from my family, though I had written repeatedly to urge it; they passed to a person at
Paris who was to forward them; but some carelessness, or other cause, impeded all, at
a time that others directed to the towns I passed, came regularly; I had fears that some
of my family were ill, and that they would not write bad news to me in a situation
where knowing the worst could have influence in changing it for better. But the desire
I had to accept the invitation to La Roche Guyon, of the dutchess d'Anville's and the
duc de la Rochefoucauld, prolonged my journey, and I set forward on this further
excursion. A truly noble view from the road above Rouen; the city at one end of the
vale, with the river flowing to it perfectly checkered with isles of wood. The other
divides into two great channels, between which the vale is all spread with islands,
some arable, some meadow, and much wood on all. Pass Pont I'Arch91 to Louviers.92
I had letters for the celebrated manufacturer Mons. Decretot, who received me with a
kindness that ought to have some better epithet than polite; he shewed me his fabric,

PLL v6.0 (generated September, 2011) 121 http://oll.libertyfund.org/title/292



Online Library of Liberty: Arthur Young’s Travels in France during the Years 1787, 1788, 1789

unquestionably the first woolen one in the world, if success, beauty of fabric, and an
inexhaustible invention to supply with taste all the cravings of fancy, can give the
merit of such superiority. Perfection goes no further than the Vigonia cloths of Mons.
Decretot, at 110 liv. (41. 16s. 3d.) the aulne. He shewed me also his cotton-mills,
under the direction of two Englishmen. Near Louviers is a manufacture of copper
plates for the bottoms of the King's ships; a colony of Englishmen. I supped with
Mons. Decretot, passing a very pleasant evening in the company of some agreeable
ladies.—17 miles.

The 9th. By Guillon93 to Vernon;94 the vale flat rich arable. Among the notes, I had
long ago taken of objects to see in France, was the plantation of mulberries, and the
silk establishment of the marechal de Belleisle, at Bissy,95 near Vernon; the attempts
repeatedly made by the society for the encouragement of arts, at London, to introduce
silk into England, had made the similar undertakings in the north of France more
interesting. [ accordingly made all the enquiries that were necessary for discovering
the success of this meritorious attempt. Bissy is a fine place, purchased on the death
of the duc de Belleisle by the duc de Penthievre, who has but one amusement, which
is that of varying his residence at the numerous seats he possesses in many parts of the
kingdom. There is something rational in this taste; I should like myself to have a score
of farms from the vale of Valencia to the Highlands of Scotland, and to visit and
direct their cultivation by turns. From Vernon, cross the Seine, and mount the chalk
hills again; after which mount again, and to La Roche Guyon,96 the most singular
place I have seen. Mademe d'Anville and the duc de la Rochefoucauld received me in
a manner that would have made me pleased with the place had it been in the midst of
a bog. It gave me pleasure to find also the dutchess de la Rouchefoucauld here, with
whom I had passed so much agreeable time at Bagnere de Luchon, a thoroughly good
woman, with that simplicity of character which is banished by pride of family or
foppery of rank. The Abbé Rochon,97 the celebrated astronomer, of the academy of
sciences, with some other company which, with the domestics and trappings of a
grand seigneur, gave La Roche Guyon exactly the resemblance of the residence of a
great lord in England. Europe is now so much assimilated, that if one goes to a house
where the fortune is 15 or 20,0001. a-year, we shall find in the mode of living much
more resemblance than a young traveller will ever be prepared to look for.—23 miles.

The 10th. This is one of the most singular places I have been at. The chalk rock has
been cut perpendicularly, to make room for the chateau. The kitchen, which is a large
one, vast vaults, and extensive cellars (magnificently filled by the way) with various
other offices, are all cut out of the rock, with merely fronts of brick; the house is large,
containing thirty-eight apartments. The present dutchess has added a handsome saloon
of forty-eight feet long, and well proportioned, with four fine tablets of the Gobelin
tapestry, also a library well filled. Here I was shewn the ink-stand that belonged to the
famous Louvois, the minister of Louis XIV. known to be the identical one from which
he signed the revocation of the edict of Nantes, and I suppose also the order to
Turenne to burn the Palatinate. This marquis de Louvois was grandfather to the two
dutchesses d'Anville and d'Estissac, who inherited all his fortune, as well as their own
family one of the house of La Rochefoucauld, from which family I conceive, and not
from Louvois, they inherited their dispositions. From the principal apartment, there is
a balcony that leads to the walks which serpentine up the mountain. Like all French
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seats, there is a town, and a great potager to remove before it would be consonant
with English ideas. Bissy, the duc de Penthievre's, is just the same; before the chateau
there is a gently falling vale with a little stream through it, that might be made any
thing of for lawning and watering,; exactly there, in full front of the house, they have
placed a great kitchen-garden, with walls enough for a fortress. The houses of the
poor people here, as on the Loire in Touraine, are burrowed into the chalk rock, and
have a singular appearance: here are tow streets of them, one above another; they are
asserted to be wholesome, warm in winter, and cool in summer, but others thought
differently; and that they were bad for the health of the inhabitants. The duc de la
Rochefoucauld had the kindness to order the steward to give me all the information I
wanted relative to the agriculture of the country, and to speak to such persons as was
necessary on points that he was in doubt about. At an English nobleman's, there
would have been three or four farmers asked to meet me, who would have dined with
the family amongst the ladies of the first rank. I do not exaggerate, when I say, that I
have had this at least an hundred times in the first houses of our islands. It is however,
a thing that in the present state of manners in France, would not be met with from
Calais to Bayonne, except by chance in the house of some great lord that had been
much in England,98 and then not unless it was asked for. The nobility in France have
no more idea of practising agriculture, and making it an object of conversation, except
on the mere theory, as they would speak of a loom or a bowsprit, than of any other
object the most remote from their habits and pursuits. I do not so much blame them
for this neglect, as I do that herd of visionary and absurd writers on agriculture, who,
from their chambers in cities, have, with an impertinence almost incredible, deluged
France with nonsense and theory, enough to disgust and ruin the whole nobility of the
kingdom.

The 12th. Part with regret from a society I had every reason to be pleased with.—35
miles.

The 13th. The 20 miles to Rouen, the same features. First view of Rouen sudden and
striking; but the road doubling, in order to turn more gently down the hill, presents
from an elbow the finest view of a town I have ever seen; the whole city, with all its
churches and convents, and its cathedral proudly rising in the midst, fills the vale. The
river presents one reach, crossed by the bridge, and then dividing into two fine
channels, forms a large island covered with wood; the rest of the vale of verdure and
cultivation, of gardens and habitations, finish the scene, in perfect unison with the
great city that forms the capital feature. Wait on Mons. d'Ambournay, secretary of the
society of agriculture, who was absent when I was here before; we had an interesting
conversation on agriculture, and on the means of encouraging it. I found, from this
very ingenious gentleman, that his plan of using madder green, which many years ago
made so much noise in the agricultural world, is not practised at present any where;
but he continues to think it perfectly practicable. In the evening to the play, where
Madame Cretal, from Paris, acted Nina, and it proved the richest treat I have received
from the French theatre. She performed it with an inimitable expression, with a
tenderness, a naivete, and an elegance withal, that mastered every feeling of the heart,
against which the piece was written: her expression is as delicious, as her countenance
is beautiful; in her acting, nothing overcharged, but all kept within the simplicity of
nature. The house was crouded, garlands of flowers and laurel were thrown on the
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stage, and she was crowned by the other actors, but modestly removed them from her
head, as often as they were placed there.—20 miles.

The 14th. Take the road to Dieppe. Meadows in the vale well watered, and hay now
making. Sleep at Tote.99 —17"2 miles.

The 15th. To Dieppe. I was lucky enough to find the passage-boat ready to sail; go on
board with my faithful sure-footed blind friend. I shall probably never ride her again,
but all my feelings prevent my selling her in France.—Without eyes she has carried
me in safety above 1,500 miles; and for the rest of her life she shall have no other
master than myself; could I afford it, this should be her last labour: some ploughing,
however, on my farm, she will perform for me, I dare say cheerfully.

Landing at the neat, new-built town of Brighthelmston, offers a much greater contrast
to Dieppe, which is old and dirty, than Dover does to Calais; and in the castle inn |
seemed for a while to be in fairy land; but I paid for the enchantment. The next day to
lord Sheftield's, a house I never go to, but to receive equal pleasure and instruction. I
longed to make one for a few days in the evening library circle, but I took it strangely
into my head, from one or two expressions, merely accidental, in the conversation,
coming after my want of letters to France, that I had certainly lost a child in my
absence; and I hurried to London next morning, where I had the pleasure of finding
my alarm a false one, letters enough had been written, but all failed. To
Bradfield.—202 miles.
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1789.

MY two preceding journies had crossed the whole western half of France, in various
directions; and the information I had received in making them, had made me as much
a master of the general husbandry, the soil, management and productions, as could be
expected, without penetrating every corner; and residing long in various stations, a
method of surveying such a kingdom as France, that would demand several lives
instead of years. The eastern part of the kingdom remained. The great mass of
country, formed by the triangle, whose three points are Paris, Strasbourg and Moulins,
and the mountainous region S.E. of the last town, presented in the map an ample
space, which it would be necessary to pass before I could have such an idea of the
kingdom as I had planned the acquisition; I determined to make this third effort, in
order to accomplish a design which appeared more and more important, the more |
reflected on it; and less likely to be executed by those whose powers are better
adapted to the undertaking than mine. The meeting of the States General of France
also, who were now assembled, made it the more necessary to lose no time; for in all
human probability, that assembly will be the epoch of a new constitution, which will
have new effects, and, for what I know, attended with a new agriculture; and to have
the regal sun in such a kingdom, both rise and set without the territory being known,
must of necessity be regretted by every man solicitous for real political knowledge.
The events of a century and half, including the brilliant reign of Louis XIV. will for
ever render the sources of the French power interesting to mankind, and particularly
that its state may be known previous to the establishment of an improved government,
as the comparison of the effects of the old and new system will be not a little curious
in future.

JUNE 2. To London. At night, I/ Generosité d' Alessandro, by Tarchi, in which signor
Marchesi exerted his powers, and sung a duet, that made me for some moments forget
all the sheep and pigs of Bradfield. I was, however, much better entertained after it,
by supping at my friend Dr. Burney's, and meeting Miss Burney; how seldom it is that
we can meet two characters at once in whom great celebrity deducts nothing from
private amiableness; how many dazzling ones that we have no desire to live with!
give me such as to great talents, add the qualities that make us wish to shut up doors
with them.

The 3d. Nothing buzzing in my ears but the féte given last night by the Spanish
ambassador. The best féte of the present period is that which ten millions of people
are giving to themselves,

The feast of reason and the flow of soul.
The animated feelings of bosoms beating with gratitude for the escape of one
common calamity, and the thrilling hope of the continuance of common blessings.

Meet the count de Berchtoldl at Mr. Songa's; a reach2 of good sense and important
views:—Why does not the Emperor call him to his own country, and make him his
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prime minister? The world will never be well governed till princes know their
subjects.

The 4th. To Dover in the machine, with two merchants from Stockholm, a German
and a Swede; we shall be companions to Paris. I am more likely to learn something
useful from the conversation of Swede and a German, than from the chance medley
Englishmen of a stage-coach.—72 miles.

The 5th. Passage to Calais; 14 hours for reflection in a vehicle that does not allow one
power to reflect.—21 miles.

The 6th. A Frenchman and his wife, and a French teacher from Ireland, full of foppery
and affectation, which her own nation did not give her, were our company, with a
young good-natured raw countryman of hers, at whom she played off many airs and
graces. The man and his wife contrived to produce a pack of cards, to banish, they
said, ['enuye of the journey; but they contrived also to fleece the young fellow of five
louis. This is the first French diligence I have been in, and shall be the last; they are
detestable. Sleep at Abbevile.—78 miles.

These men and women, girls and boys, think themselves (except the Swede) very
cheerful because very noisy; they have stunned me with singing; my ears have been
so tormented with French airs, that I would almost as soon have rode the journey
blindfold on an ass. This is what the French call good spirits; no truly chearful
emotion in their bosoms; silent or singing; but for conversation they had none. I lose
all patience in such company. Heaven send me a blind mare rather than another
diligence! We were all this night, as well as all the day, on the road, and reached Paris
at nine in the morning.—102 miles.

The 8th. To my friend Lazowski, to know where were the lodgings I had written him
to hire me, but my good dutchess d'Estissac would not allow him to execute my
commission. I found an apartment in her hotel prepared for me. Paris is at present in
such a ferment about the States General,3 now holding at Versailles, that conversation
is absolutely absorbed by them. Not a word of any thing else talked of. Everything is
considered, and justly so, as important in such a crisis of the fate of four-and-twenty
millions of people. It is now a serious contention whether the representatives are to be
called the Commons or TiersEtat; they call themselves steadily the former, while the
court and the great lords reject the term with a species of apprehension, as if it
involved a meaning not easily to be fathomed. But this point is of little consequence,
compared with another, that has kept the states for some time in inactivity, the
verification of their power separately or in common. The nobility and the clergy
demand the former, but the Commons steadily refuse it; the reason why a
circumstance, apparently of no great consequence, is thus tenaciously regarded, is that
it may decide their sitting for the future in separate houses or in one.4 Those who are
warm for the interest of the people declare that it will be impossible to reform some of
the grossest abuses in the state, if the nobility, by sitting in a separate chamber, shall
have a negative on the wishes of the people: and that to give such a veto to the clergy
would be still more preposterous; if therefore, by the verification of their powers in
one chamber, they shall once come together, the popular party hope that there will
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remain, no power afterwards to separate. The nobility and clergy foresee the same
result, and will not therefore agree to it. In this dilemma it is curious to remark the
feelings of the moment. It is not my business to write memoirs of what passes, but I
am intent to catch, as well as I can, the opinions of the day most prevalent. While |
remain at Paris, I shall see people of all descriptions, from the coffee-house politicians
to the leaders in the states; and the chief object of such rapid notes as I throw on
paper, will be to catch the ideas of the moment; to compare them afterwards with the
actual events that shall happen, will afford amusement at least. The most prominent
feature that appears at present is, that an idea of common interest and common danger
does not seem to unite those, who, if not united, may find themselves too weak to
oppose the common danger that must arise from the people being sensible of a
strength the result of their weakness. The king, court, nobility, clergy, army, and
parliament, are nearly in the same situation. All these consider, with equal dread, the
ideas of liberty, now afloat; except the first, who, for reasons obvious to those who
know his character, troubles himself little, even with circumstances that concern his
power the most intimately. Among the rest, the feeling of danger is common, and they
would unite, were there a head to render it easy, in order to do without the states at all.
That the commons themselves look for some such hostile union as more than
probable, appears from an idea which gains ground, that they will find it necessary
should the other two orders continue to unite with them in one chamber, to declare
themselves boldly the representatives of the kingdom at large, calling on the nobility
and clergy to take their places—and to enter upon deliberations of business without
them, should they refuse it. All conversation at present is on this topic, but opinions
are more divided than I should have expected. There seem to be many who hate the
clergy so cordially, that rather than permit them to form a distinct chamber would
venture on a new system, dangerous as it might prove.

The 9th. The business going forward at present in the pamphlet shops of Paris is
incredible. I went to the Palais Royal to see what new things were published, and to
procure a catalogue of all. Every hour produces something new. Thirteen came out to-
day, sixteen yesterday, and ninety-two last week. We think sometimes that Debrett's
or Stockdale's shops at London are crouded, but they are mere deserts, compared to
Desein's, and some others here, in which one can scarcely squeeze from the door to
the counter. The price of printing two years ago was from 27 liv. to 30 liv. per sheet,
but now it is from 60 liv. to 80 liv. This spirit of reading political tracts, they say,
spreads into the provinces, so that all the presses of France are equally employed.
Nineteen-twentieths of these productions are in favour of liberty, and commonly
violent against the clergy and nobility; I have to-day bespoke many of this
description, that have reputation; but enquiring for such as had appeared on the other
side of the question, to my astonishment I find there are but two or three that have
merit enough to be known. Is it not wonderful, that while the press teems with the
most levelling and even seditious principles, that if put in execution would overturn
the monarchy, nothing in reply appears, and not the least step is taken by the court to
restrain this extreme licentiousness of publication. It is easy to conceive the spirit that
must thus be raised among the people. But the coffee-houses in the Palais Royal
present yet more singular and astonishing spectacles; they are not only crouded
within, but other expectant crouds are at the doors and windows, listening a gorge
deployé to certain orators, who from chairs or tables 