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Bonjour and bienvenue
Autumn officially starts in France on 21st September, but the season feels as though it
starts earlier. In the first week of September, schools re-open and everyone returns to
work after the long summer holidays, a time known as La Rentree (the return). There is a
renewed energy in the air as everyone has been revitalised by time off and the summer
sun. Autumn is great for a visit to France as the high peak tourist season is over and
everywhere is less crowded. The sun still shines but the evenings are starting to get
cooler. I love Autumn for the dewy mornings, the colours of the trees and the berries on
the bushes and in this issue I share my favourite places to go at this time of the year.
Author Julia Stagg tells us why she loves Ariege, Peter Jones reveals how to lose your
friends on holiday in France and Lucy Pitts confesses what worries her about being a
gite owner!
We've got wonderful autumnal recipes including a stunning tarte tatin dish from celebrity
chef Daniel Galmiche perfect for this time of year. We find out what it was like to stay at
iconic book store Shakespeare & Co in Paris in the 1980s, and investigate Chateau
Chantilly. As usual Geraldine Lepere will be giving her regular 5 minute French lesson
and there's practical advice about life in France and tons more great features and
information.
I hope you enjoy this issue, please feel free to share it with your friends!
Best wishes and bisous from France

Editor
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Journées Européennes du Patrimoine – European Heritage Days: 19 and 20
September across the whole country, hundreds of historical buildings, famous
monuments, Government sites and places of interest – some of which are normally
closed to the public, open their doors and welcome in visitors. It is an amazing
opportunity to explore and find out more about some truly fantastic buildings in France.
Discover the heritage of France, more about Journées Européennes du Patrimoine. Read
about a visit to the Palais Royal in Paris on this special day. Details of events: www.
journeesdupatrimoine.culture.fr/
19-20 September: If there’s one French food that’s celebrated the
world over, it’s cheese. Head to the town of Neufchâtel-en-Bray,
Seine-Maritime (76), Upper Normandy to enjoy the Fête du
Fromage, a celebration of the heart-shaped Neufchatel cheese
made in the area, washed down with local cider. Website for details:
www.neufchatel.fr
Autumn in Paris is about falling leaves, grey skies ... and Nuit Blanche (the sleepless
night). Every first Saturday in October, beginning at sunset, Paris celebrates
contemporary art. Installations, light displays, music, visual art and performance art
transform the capital into a giant artistic festival that goes on throughout the night.
Be your own tour guide: set off and discover the night time fun in different venues and
streets all over Paris. This is a night of surprise, a dusk to dawn extravaganza.
Details: quefaire.paris.fr/
National Event: Semaine du Gout – Taste Week: 12-18 October. Throughout France, a
foodie event featuring original and varied cuisines. Taste Week is an opportunity to learn
more about the art of gastronomy, to appreciate the diversity of flavours, and to increase
public awareness of a healthy lifestyle. As part of the event, workshops for the public
include cooking classes, tastings and entertainment. Website for details: www.legout.
com
Picardy, Amiens: Grand Rederie Amiens – the second largest flea market in northern
France after Lille’s Grand Braderie (the largest in Europe) held first Sunday every October.
Read our review: Amiens Rederie Details: Picardy Tourist website
October 30–November 11: Dijon International and Gastronomic Fair food, wine and
culinary entertainment - what could be better? Website for details Foire de Dijon
Read our review of Dijon
October 7–11: Fête des Vendanges, Montmartre neighborhood of Paris (grape
harvest festival), fun and a festive atmosphere! Read about the vineyards of Paris, there
are not many left but if you know where to look - you're in for a surprise!
Please check websites for details, we do our best to make sure information is accurate but
sometimes, dates/venues change and events are cancelled....
Photo by: Dawne Polis, an American artist, living in the French countryside - her artiwork is
available through McGawGraphics or RedBubble. Fnd her on Facebook: French at Heart or her
blog Quiddity 2.

Nestled beneath the snow-covered peaks of the Pyrenees, Ariège is a department
relatively unknown in France, even by the French. Whilst the owner of a small auberge
there, not far from the town of Saint-Girons, I lost count of the number of people who
called to ask where exactly in France the hotel was. But when you visit, you begin to
realise that it is not only the French who have forgotten about this amazing region which
lies along the border with Spain. It seems even Time itself has overlooked it.

"Visiting in September, the
initial impression is how
green everything is."

Visiting in September, the initial
impression is how green everything is.

sharper eyes might spot a red kite or two
soaring overhead.
We are too early for the reverse
Cross over into Spain or Andorra and the
transhumance which will take place in a
land turns brown, parched and weathered few weeks’ time when the farmers bring
from the relentless sunshine. But here in
their animals back down from the pastures
the Couserans district of the Ariège, the
where they have spent the long summer
hills remain lush and verdant, even after
ambling from field to field, the bells around
the heat of a French summer, shielded
their necks making Pyrenean music.
from the harsher weather by the Pyrenees. Although not as fêted as its spring
And in September, they are at their best.
counterpart which sees tourists flocking
Still awaiting the first snowfall to drape the from all over France to take part in the hard
mountains, the high pastures are
work and the festivities which follow, there
accessible, humble autumn crocuses
is still a beautiful sense of occasion
providing splashes of purple and yellow
surrounding this traditional movement of
throughout the fields, while those with
livestock.

But for now we share the hills with
scattered herds of cattle. We take long
walks past mountain lakes, their waters
still cool despite the efforts of summer,
and visit the ruins of the Château de
Mirabat high above the Salat valley,
gaining a commanding view of the peaks
that separate us from Spain. On our way
back, we meet an old lady, bent over with
age, face lined with years of outdoors life.
She is with a small flock of sheep which
she is herding from field to field and she
regales us with tales of her youth. The
hills, she says, her broad hand sweeping
across the panorama of trees to
encompass it all, have changed. In her day
they were managed. Steep tiers built into
them, the forest cut down and the land
farmed. Now, they have been overtaken
again by nature. She shakes her head,
then wishes us bonnes vacances,
whistling the dog that has been lying
patiently in the shade before continuing

on her way, the sheep moving ahead of
her. As she goes, we notice the truth of
what she says, the terraces cut long ago
into the hills, sides once propped with
stone walls that are now dislodged and
crumbling.
By late afternoon, we return tired and
hungry to Seix where we are staying. The
café is open. We collapse onto chairs and
watch the villagers queue outside the
bakery, chatting to one another. Always
chatting. After a revitalising beer, there is
just time for a wander before dinner. We
dawdle along the River Salat with its
crystal clear water, watching a lone
fisherman who stands mid-river, whipping
his rod through the air, the line falling in
the last rays of sunshine. He hasn’t caught
anything, he confesses with a rueful smile.
But he doesn’t seem perturbed as he takes
another step into the tumbling water
which has the glassy look of a glacial cold.

As the sky starts to darken, we are ready
for our evening meal. A salad dressed
with Rogallais cheese is followed by a
hefty plate of cassoulet. Arguments over
the origins of the dish are enough to
bring passionate gourmands to blows
but this evening I don’t care who created
it. It’s exactly what I need. Piquant
Toulouse sausage, haricot beans from
the nearby town of Pamiers, and duck
confit. I don’t think I’ll be able to manage
another morsel but succumb to the
temptations of a slice of Ariège
croustade: layers of flaky pastry
encasing plums. Not long after, I fall into
bed, soothed to sleep by the distant
lullaby of cow bells.
The Ariège isn’t just about
pastoralism though. Saint-Girons,
capital of the Couserans, is a
thriving place, albeit with a laidback air that befits the Ariège. Its
streets are lined with cafés and
small bespoke shops which
demand you linger and browse.
Visit on a Saturday and you will
get the true measure of SaintGirons as the legendary market
unfolds along the Champs-deMars on the banks of the River
Salat. The stalls are set up
beneath the broad plane trees
which offer seasonal cover and
the variety of wares on offer is
staggering. Alongside
professional vendors selling
cheese from a refrigerated truck
or the butcher offering cuts of
meat fresh from local farms, is an
old lady with a basket of potatoes,
a small bunch of carrots and a
chicken which looks older than
her. She sits on her stool,
constantly in conversation,
occasionally checking to make
sure the chicken hasn’t escaped.

The market has grown so large, due to its
increasing popularity, it now sprawls out
from beneath the plane trees and up around
the post office. Here there are stalls laden
with crockery (all made in France of course!),
with pots and pans and knives of every sort.
There’s a man selling spices and another
selling freshly made paella. And everywhere
is busy. We take a table at a nearby café
and sip bitter espresso as we watch the
men clustered in groups talking politics or
gossiping while their wives pick the best of
the vegetables with a practiced art. And all
the while we are assailed by the mouthwatering aroma of freshly baked bread and Mont Valier is a mountain in Ariège in the
Pyrenees. Its name comes from Valerius, the
charcuterie until we too join the throngs of
mythical first bishop of Couserans, who made
the buying public.
an ascent of the peak.

When the jostling and crowding have
grown too much, we amble up the hill to
the historic site of Saint-Lizier, its
imposing 14th century Bishops’ Palace
towering above us.

somehow, you’re not sure how, you
suddenly emerge at the top of the town,
beneath the thick stone walls of the
Bishops’ Palace. And the view! It takes
your breath away.

Officially classified as one of the most
beautiful villages in France, it is an oasis
of calm. Narrow cobbled streets twist
around medieval half-timbered houses,
alleyways which meander out of sight
entice the curious visitor and then,

But this being France, there is always a
café around the corner where you can
grab a seat and recover, taking in the
scenery as you linger over a long lunch in
this place that lives life very much in the
slow lane.

Julia Stagg is the author of the Fogas Chronicles, novels
set in the Ariège region of the French Pyrenees. Her
latest book, Last Chance in the Pyrenees, is available
now (Hodder & Stoughton £7.99).
www.jstagg.com; Twitter: @juliastagg
https://www.facebook.com/staggjulia

WIN A COPY OF Julia Stagg's latest book:
Last Chance in the Pyrenees see page 66

The Languedoc region is often called the real south of France. It covers a wide area and
has many personalities – more vineyards than anywhere in the world, rugged mountains,
huge lakes, miles of coastline, spectacular gorges and elegant cities. It is a region with a
fascinating heritage and the ancient walled city of Carcassonne is one of the most
impressive jewels in its crown…
Perched high on a rocky hilltop, Carcassonne has its origins in the Gallo-Roman era
dating back to the 1st century BC; thanks to its strategic location it has been the target of
many invaders and has a colourful past. Today the fabulously restored hill top castle and
beautiful medieval town ensure it is one of the most visited places in the South of
France.

Two UNESCO sites
Carcassonne is divided by the River Aude. The medieval La Cité, a UNESCO listed
monument surrounded by 3km of walls and 52 towers sits atop, keen eyed visitors might
recognise the castle as the location for the film “Robin Hood - Prince of Thieves”. The
Ville Basse (lower town) created in the 13th century, spills out below, along boulevards
that mark the ancient city walls. The two halves of the city are joined by the medieval
Pont Vieux. The UNESCO listed Canal du Midi, passes through Carcassonne on its
course linking the Atlantic and Mediterranean coasts and makes for a perfect boat trip or
picnic on the leafy banks.

Visit with family
There are daily displays of jousting in the summer months – sounds touristy but it’s
actually quite impressive. It’s easy to stroll with a stroller, the streets are for the most part
free of cars (parking is well sign-posted on arrival).
Enter the ancient inner Citadel via cobbled ramps to discover tiny streets crammed with
history. Allow an hour to see the 12th Century chateau built on Roman foundations. You
can also take the little train and enjoy a 20 minute, multi-language sightseeing tour of
the spikey turrets and remarkable ramparts.

Foodies
The area is famous for its cassoulet – a hearty slow-cooked casserole. There are
numerous restaurants and cafés in Carcassonne but the Ville Basse has the best choice;
take a break at the Bistro Florian in Place Carnot, perfect to soak up the atmosphere. On
Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday mornings Place Carnot has a lovely market where the
locals compete to have the shiniest vegetables.

Shopping and Sightseeing
You can easily spend hours in the museums and quirky shops of Ville Basse, they’re not
as touristy as the shops in La Cité and you can simply wander from one medieval site to
another. Visit the Chapelle des Dominicaines (Rue du Verdun) which has a great time
line of the city’s history running round its walls.

TOP TIPS
Summer in the City: May to September. The region has a temperate climate though it
does get hot in peak summer months. There are plenty of events, but one of the best is
from mid June to early August - the famous Festival of Carcassonne presents a series of
cultural activities including concerts, theatre and dance. The twice daily jousting and
horsemanship shows run from July to August at the foot of the ramparts.

Cooler months: The city is less crowded but no less charming and at Christmas this is
a great place to enjoy the festive market and beautifully decorated shop windows.

Travelling with kids: Children of all ages will love the fairy-tale castle, the gargoyles
and the mini train, there’s even a horse drawn carriage which always gets their attention!

Local’s tip to Carcassonne: Take a boat trip along the Canal Du Midi, a world
heritage site that runs through the city. You can take a guided tour or hire your own boat
(ticket office opposite the train station).The paths of the Canal are lined with magnificent
plane trees, perfect for a wander, bike ride (they can be hired at the same office) or a
picnic.

If you only eat in one place it should be: Les Trois Couronnes at the hotel of the
same name. The food is great, the menu is competitively priced and they have a good
children’s menu - but it’s the views that will leave you really impressed. The restaurant’s
4th floor position provides a fabulous view of La Cité, there’s nothing else quite like it in
Carcassonne.

Best spot for a photo opportunity: Where to start?! If you have a head for heights,
climb the tower of the beautiful St-Nazaire church in the citadel (rue St-Louis) – there are
spectacular views over the Cité. From the ramparts of the castle you can see the river
Aude and Ville Basse with its gorgeous terracotta tiled roofs. The whole town is a photo
opportunity so take plenty of batteries for your camera.

Practical information:
By plane: Carcassonne Airport is 3km from the centre of Carcassonne.
By train: Services are very good with high speed TGV trains from Lille, Bruxelles, Dijon,
Lyon, Marseille and Toulouse. There are overnight trains available from Paris.
The main tourist sights in Carcassonne are situated within easy walking distance of
each other – wear comfy shoes and wander!
Don't leave Carcassonne without trying cassoulet, a local dish made of beans, sausage
and duck – scrumptious!
Official tourist office website for more details: destinationsuddefrance.com
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Even arriving by train, you’re
plunged straight into maritime La
Rochelle. 1920s murals adorning the
interior of the monumental stone railway
station depict galleons at anchor in the
bay. Ten minutes walk away is the real life
update, thousands of private yachts at
their moorings in the leisure port of Les
Minimes, enlarged last year to become
one of the five biggest in the world.

plateaux de fruits de mer Rabelais would
have loved, may not be quite as historic,
but is more useful, and more jolly with its
extravagant marine decor.
Just inland from the quays, behind the
ornately sculpted medieval Gate of the
Grosse Horloge, colonnaded streets of
grey-white mansions and shops and
polished flagstone pavements testify to
the wealth generated by a millenium of
ship-building, banking, despatching
emigrants and trading in salt, wheat, wine,
slaves, and furs.

The ranks of sleek white craft spill over
into the Vieux Port, where the café
terraces and broad stone paved quaysides
seeth with tourists in summer.
Only an unfortunate Rochelais tendency
to back the losing side in events such as
The narrow channel heading into the old
the Wars of Religion has restricted the
port is still guarded by the twin sixteenth
wealth of historic buildings in the city. In
century round towers between which a
1627 Louis XIII and Cardinal Richelieu
massive chain could close off the
besieged and sacked the defiantly
entrance, beside a third edifice, the
Protestant city, so that few buildings
Lantern Tower, standing just as it did
preceding that date remain in the historic
when described by Rabelais in his 1532
centre. Well but not excessively preserved
best-seller Pantagruel.
and maintained, it’s still a delight to stroll
around.
At the foot of the towers, the 1947
brasserie of the Bar Andre, whose

The best way to get up to speed on
history is the Musee Maritime, which
has just reopened after a 10 year
rebuild. If museums strike you as dull,
think again. The Musee Maritime
offers an absorbing account of a
thousand years of Rochelais activity,
through films, recreated interiors,
objects, documents and clever
wheezes such as a scale model of the
fishing port around the 1970s showing
the whole process from unloading
trawlers at the quayside through
gutting, washing, crating, auctioning,
to re-loading aboard fishmongers’
lorries, re-enacted by dozens of little
metal figures and their Dinky Toy
vehicles. And it’s not all miniature.
Moored beside the long row of yellow
and red canopied sheds is the
museum’s historic ship collection, all
visitable: a stubby ocean-going tug, a
great butch diesel-gobbling trawler and a big meteorological survey ship, the France 1,
which you can wander through the cabins and kitchens and workshops of, admiring the
functional 1950s interior design, before having lunch in the sun at the upper deck café/
restaurant.

La Rochelle’s museum stock deals with life below the surface of the sea as well as above
it. The city’s family-run aquarium, is one of the biggest and most spectacular in Europe,
and if you’re not an aquarium fan, don’t be deterred. The educational side of a walk
through half a million litres of water divided into gigantic glass tank-theatres, some
equipped with waves and tides, is undeniable. But from a frivolous aesthetetic point of
view, the stunning array of fishy costume is even more striking, from dull bronze scale
micro-mesh finishes smarter than any Porsche to Cartier-like sculpted silver plating and
fluorescent oranges, mauves, whites and inky black silk on little tropical specimens.

Not surprisingly the aquarium is a
magnet for families, and the massed
tourists and serried ranks of weekend
yachts, plus the antiquity of the Vieux
Port, can create the impression that real
shipping is a thing of the past.
Not so. Just as in Marseille or Nantes or
Le Havre, the activity has simply moved
with time to more convenient places,
further from the centre.
Out at La Pallice the broad expanse of
dockside is strewn with drying nets from
the modern fishing fleet, while beside it
lurks the sinister concrete bulk of the
biggest World War Two German
submarine base on the Atlantic.
Beyond this the installations of the
commercial port - vast cereal silos,
mountains of West African logs, isolated
quays - loom out of the dunes and wild
grasses between the seafront and the old
fishing village of Laleu, now a quaint and
slowly gentrifying suburb of the city.

To witness all this, a good few kilometres need to be covered. A bike would do, but I
went one better: a tour by Piaggio motor trike customized in Thailand, the brainchild of a
retired port worker named Christian Rivollet.

Seated on a white leatherette
bench seat you putter round,
while M Rivollet’s stentorian
voice at the controls in front
regales you with one of the
best tour guide spiels I’ve
ever encountered, from the
complete social economic
and cultural history of
greater La Rochelle to the
personal affairs of its
inhabitants, most of whom
he seems to know.
I owe to M Rivollet my suspiciously detailed knowledge of the old red light district of
Laleu and one of the last sailors’ bars - Les Bons Copains since you ask – on the port
side highway once known as the Boulevard de la Soif when it was lined with seamen’s
drinking dens.
For the time being, the Piaggio tours are restricted to the three people the rear seat will
take, which is probably a good thing, because the day you start to see little trains full of
tourists heading out to the suburbs will be the day to give La Rochelle a miss. In the
meantime, like all great ports, it’s well worth staying long enough to get below the
surface.

PRACTICAL INFORMATION
For more information on La Rochelle
and the Charente-Maritime please
visit:
www.en-charente-maritime.com
Fares from London to La Rochelle
start at £111 standard class return per
person (2015).
For bookings and more information:
www.voyages-sncf.com
Voyages-sncf Travel Centre, 193
Piccadilly, London W1J 9EU

The Isle de Re lies not far from La Rochelle on
the west coast of France. These days it is connected to
the mainland by a bridge but back in 1979 you got there
by catching a ferry from La Pallice.

It was here in 1979 that two friendships came
to an end…
My wife had rented a gite at Rivedoux Plage. The gite
industry was in its infancy and our place turned out to
be a brand new modern bungalow. It was an absolutely
brilliant destination; Ile de Re was not the popular place
it has become today as it wasn’t easy to reach.
We invited two long standing friends who were
holidaying in France to join us for a few days. I shall call
them Bob and Jean.
Bob was a colleague; he was without doubt the most
meticulous man I have ever known. He had joined my
financial company from the watch making industry
where accuracy and precision were paramount.
Everything about him and his job reflected that past. His
clothes were always the very best; he was immaculately
turned at all times – never a hair out of place.
His pride and joy was his car, a Lotus Europa. It was
painted a deep metallic blue with a fine gold coach line.
It was in better condition than the day it left the
showroom and had won many awards at car shows.
On May 30th 1979 at 7.30pm I was waiting for him and
his wife at the ferry point on the island as he was due to
arrive by boat from the mainland.
You might wonder how I can be so precise about the
date and time from more than three decades ago. Well,
English football club Nottingham Forest were playing in
the final of the European Cup against Swedish
champions Malmo. I was keen to watch it and had found
a bar that would show it on TV that night.
The ferry docked and I was surprised to see Jean
struggling up the ramp carrying a couple of heavy
suitcases. She was closely followed by the Lotus going
very slowly.

Lotus Europa

"Pastis, oyster juice and blood when combined
make for a pretty good paint stripper..."

It seems Bob was worried that the weight of his wife and the luggage would cause the
car to scrape the ferry ramp and cause some damage.

He eventually allowed her into the car but not until he had driven around the
island for half an hour and found a high kerb so he could inspect the
underneath of his beloved, the car that is, to make sure it was still pristine.
All this hoo-ha meant not only were we late for dinner but we also missed Forest winning
the cup with a great goal from the legendary Trevor Francis. I took it well I felt, after all,
we were on holiday.
The next morning we climbed into my car – a Citroen. The Lotus had been carefully
parked in the drive. We drove a little way inland and at a lively street market we bought
baguettes, cheese and a big bag of oysters and langoustines for lunch. We also enjoyed
a couple of glasses of Pastis before heading home.
Everything was going swimmingly, we were getting along well. A bottle of wine was
opened but I stuck to my favourite, Pastis, whilst shucking the oysters. Alas, the
sunshine and alcohol combined to make me a tad careless. Without warning the oyster
knife slipped and buried its point in the fleshy part of my hand under the thumb.
The Pastis I had been enjoying went flying and landed with a thwack on the bonnet of
the lotus. There it mixed with the jet of blood shooting from my hand and the juices from
the open oysters and shellfish which, perhaps slightly foolishly, I had put on a plate
balanced on the car’s bonnet.
Now, I am not a chemist but Pastis, oyster juice and blood when combined make for a
pretty good paint stripper. It was with abject horror that we watched helplessly as the
blue paint blistered and fell away from the car. Bob was by now hysterical, frantically
wiping the car with a cloth which unfortunately made things worse - though I doubt his
tears dropping into the mix helped very much.
Shouting at Jean to get the cases, he climbed into the car and they drove off at great
speed, stopping only to remove the oyster knife from the now deflated front tyre.
It was the last time we ever saw them. His resignation was on my desk when I returned
from what was a great holiday. From time to time nearly 40 years later, I still see his car
winning prizes at shows, though now it is blood red in colour!

The French use the phrase "je suis dans le pastis"
which means – I’m in trouble, based on the fact that
Pastis, a strong drink, can have a strong effect if you
drink too much! It is an an aniseed-flavored spirit,
normally diluted with cold water which turns the
liquid cloudy. It’s popular to add mint syrup to the
diluted Pastis in summer for a cocktail called a
“Perroquet” (parrot)…

Autumn in France, or Fall, is one of the best times for a visit, whether it is to the
south, the north, east or west. The temperature is usually mild everywhere, the sun still
shines, nights are cooler and crowds are thinner.
After the languorous days of summer, there is an air of anticipation, of renewal even, La
Rentrée is over and everyone has returned to work, to school, to normality. There is an
extra zest to the days which grow shorter and for me, this is the best time for long walks,
to enjoy the last colours of summer in the parks and gardens as flowers and fauna put
on a last burst of energy and the leaves turn yellow, gold and red.
There is less traffic as less people are on holiday. Did you know that almost 80% of
French people take a holiday at home – that is to say in France? And, most of them take
two to three weeks during July and August, no wonder there seems to be so many cars
around in the summer months.
The beaches are almost empty in September and October and yet, there’s still much sun
and warmth to enjoy.
The forests of France are rich with food in the autumn – berries nuts and mushroom are
plentiful, and for those with a penchant for foraging, now is the time to grab a basket,
pull on some comfy footwear and go walk about.

Mushroom Picking in France
The French are a nation of mushroom pickers
and, at this time of the year, taking to the
woods to find funghi for eating is a national
past time. Of course not all mushrooms are
edible, every year in France there are
hundreds of instances of poisoning and it can
be lethal. You have to be sensible and very
careful and if in doubt – don’t even try it, just
enjoy the walk and watch the activity.
However, lots of French pharmacies offer a
free mushroom checking service – simply
take your haul in and ask them to confirm
what’s edible and what’s not.
If like me, you don’t want to risk it, simply
enjoy the walk in the forest and buy some
fabulous wild mushrooms at the market!
Always use a wicker basket when collecting
mushrooms, the spores can escape through
the holes helping to promote new growth

Autumnal Gastronomy
This is a time for eating light lunches such as delicious potted chicken (if its cold, serve it
with warmed baguette, if it’s warm serve it with salad) and delicious tasty hot dinners like
boeuf bourguignon and spicy pumpkin pie. (See our recipe page 108).
Truffles come into season and appear at markets, these rather smelly, weird looking
“fruits of the earth” are revered by the French and can certainly add a certain something
to ordinary dishes.
Grapes are harvested along with figs and olives, and in small villages throughout France
the tell-tale smell of fermenting apples is evident as home made cider is in full swing.
Apple festivals abound and distillation takes place for brandy, cognac and various other
liqueurs now that summer’s bounty is ready for enjoying.
In homes everywhere, fruit, vegetables and nuts are prepared for storage, a link to the
past when fridges and freezers and flights from countries where the sun still shines were
not an option. These preparations may not be necessary but for many French
households they remain a way of life, a firm nod to the heritage and traditions of
yesteryear that are still incredibly important.

So, if you can, take in a trip to France in the autumn and enjoy the quiet time between
summer and Christmas…

Here are some of our favourite places to enjoy autumn in France:

AVEYRON
See over
page for
details

Aveyron, Midi-Pyrenees
The department of Aveyron is like a place that time forgot, magical villages perched high
on ridges, forests and fields, babbling streams and ancient castles. Brilliant for walking
and cycling, painting or photography, a place where the scenery is forever changing and
never more so than in autumn when blue skies vie with golden leaved woods for your
attention.

Don’t miss:
Najac, one of the most beautiful villages in France
Villefranche de Rouergue with its magnificent Thursday morning market
Conques, a place that has been nourishing the souls of pilgrims for centuries, another
“plus beaux village de France”, rocky crags, chestnut, pine and oak trees and a
sensational medieval village…
Rodez museum – an artist and a chef create a winning, inspirational combination at
Rodez Museum. Pierre Soulages, internationally renowned artist, shows more than 500
works. Take a break in the museum restaurant where food meets art as 3 Michelin Star
chef Michel Bras creates…

WEBSITE: Tourism Aveyron

Le Touquet Paris-Plages
Just 2.5 hours from Paris, Le Touquet on the Opal Cost of northern France is a secret
haunt of Parisians in the know. Chic streets and shops, the art deco Westminster hotel
where Michelin star chef William Elliot is in residence, long golden beaches and bracing
fresh air.
This is a place to unwind, play golf, enjoy long walks on the beach and in the surrounding
pine forests, go horse riding in the dunes, seal spotting in the bays, cycling on quiet
country roads and learn to sand yacht (as the Queen did many years ago here)…

Don’t miss:
Enjoy the Saturday morning market in Le Touquet’s listed, covered art deco market
Slurp mussels and chips, the most popular local dish, the mussels are local and
delicious…
Enjoy one of the many sporting activities – on the beach, in the countryside and
forests, dunes and on the famous golf courses…
Watch the world go by from a terraced café in Le Touquet over a hot chocolate or
glass of wine…
Wander the ramparts of the ancient town of Montreuil-sur-Mer close by

WEBSITE: Tourism Le Touquet

Le Touquet, sophisticated town and stunning beaches, surrounded by pine
forests and dunes, makes for a great autumn visit...

Haute-Marne, Champagne
Although not far from Paris, this area is a little bit off the beaten track and truly lovely. A
land of forests, fields, rivers, vineyards and ancient towns. It is also where you will find
the Lake Der-Chantecoq, one of the biggest artificial lakes in Europe.

Don’t miss
Langres: A stunning hill top town with the longest ramparts in Europe from which you
can take in magnificent views over the countryside. The town boasts several entry gates
including an incredibly well preserved Roman gate and a “new” 16th Century gate!
Colombey les Deux Eglises: The home of Charles de Gaulle, President of France.
Visit La Boisserie, where nothing has been touched, a time capsule to the famous
Frenchman. The Charles de Gaulle Memorial Centre where the life and times of the
President are presented in an innovative, interactive and fascinating exhibition.
Nature: The "Tufière", Rolampont. An incredible, enormous natural staircase formed by
the trickling of water through chalky soil. Constantly changing this is an outstanding
area of natural beauty where the rock tufa is formed on a daily basis. Enjoy wildlife,
plants and the magic of walking through this forest that is a unique natural laboratory.
Dinner at the wonderful Hotel La Source Bleu, iconic French singer Charles Trenet
dined here and penned a song in its honour so taken with it was he. Take a wander
round the lake and discover the source bleue for yourself.

Website for information: www.tourisme-en-champagne.co.uk

Postcard from .... autumn in
France!

Wish you were here....

Monet's Garden at Giverny, Normandy

Autumn at
the
Queen's
Hamlet,
Chateau de
Versaille

Golden
colours of
the
countryside
in
Normandy

Photos on these pages by: Dawne Polis an American artist, living in the French countryside her artiwork is available through McGawGraphics or RedBubble. Fnd her on Facebook: French
at Heart or her blog Quiddity 2.

Pumpkin fans will adore the Chateau du Rivau
in the heart of the Loire with its gorgeous
vegetable gardens inspired by fairy tales and
legends. In autumn, there is a fantastic
display of pumpkins of every size and colour!
14 gardens that are designated Jardin
Remarquable, simply glorious.
Website for info: www.chateaudurivau
More about fhe chateau du Rivau here

Less than an hour’s drive from Paris is one of the most dazzling castles in
France. It lives in a 19,275 acre forest and has had a long and distinguished history…
Like something in a story book, the Chateau is elegant and quite stunningly beautiful
and if those walls could talk, they would certainly have stories to tell. King Henry VI
(1553 – 1610) said of the Chateau of Chantilly that it was “the most beautiful house in
France” and he may well be right.

Eight centuries of life, love and history have left their mark on the
Chateau de Chantilly.
Royalty has shaped the destiny of this building since the Middle Ages but it suffered
greatly during the French Revolution and one man above all others has ensured that
today we too can enjoy the Chateau that is considered the second most important
museum in France after the Louvre in Paris.
The Duke d’Aumale was the fifth son of Louis Philippe of Orleans, the “Citizen King” and
last King of France. Banished by Napoleon III he secretly organised for the Chateau de
Chantilly to be bought and held for him, pending his longed for return to France. In 1871,
he finally returned to Chantilly and set about spending a fortune restoring the castle,
albeit with a few mod cons such as heating, gas lighting and hot running water!

The Duke had no heirs to leave the chateau to so he willed it to the “Institut de France”
leaving very precise instructions. The works of art can never leave the castle or ever be
moved from where he placed them. Since his death in 1897, at the age of 75, his will has
been strictly enforced.

The Gardens and Hamlet
Andre le Notre, France’s most famous
gardener, the creator of the Versailles
Gardens, was commissioned to design the
landscape and with 285 acres, there was
much scope for his inimitable touch.
Wonderful statues and sculptures adorn
the grounds and they are perfect for a posh
picnic...

The gardens feature a
hamlet with fantasy
rural houses which
inspired the Queen's
Hamlet at Versailles
where Marie-Antoinette
liked to relax.
One of the pretty rural
houses at Chantilly is
now a restaurant, called
Le Hameau...

Kitchen Fever
It’s here in the kitchens of Chantilly that one of the most
famous episodes of French culinary history took place.
When in 1671 Louis XV, the great Sun King, announced he
was coming to stay, the Chateau staff set about helping to
make his visit memorable. For the Chef in charge of the
kitchens, one Francois Vatel, this meant ensuring
perfection with the luscious banquets that were planned.
Alas, Vatel took it so seriously that when the fresh fish he
had ordered looked like it would be late arriving and not be
ready in time for the feast, the exhausted chef committed
suicide, unaware that the fish arrived shortly afterwards.
The party went on and the dinner was a huge success.

Chantilly Cream
Yes, the famous vanilla
scented cream takes its name
from this chateau and of
course, every opportunity is
taken to serve it with desert at
the castle restaurants! When I
visited, the chefs were
demonstrating the technique
in the restaurant, courtesy of a
tour group who had paid extra
for the pleasure of seeing it
made at the chanteau.
Read about the history of
Chantilly cream and a simple
authentic recipe…
Enjoy lunch or a snack stop in
the castle restaurant, located
in what used to be Vatel’s
kitchens, or on the
magnificent courtyard outside
on a fine day.

In the town of Chantilly you'll
find the boulangeries and
patisseries are full of amazing
cakes, many of them laced with
Chantilly cream...

The Loveliest Library
13,000 books and 700 manuscripts are held in the magnificent library at Chantilly, an
astonishingly well-preserved room.

Horse Heaven
When you visit Chantilly, you’ll think there are two chateaux because the stables are so
splendid that they look like a castle too. In fact, other than Versailles, these are the
biggest stables in France.
They can house 240
horses and 500 dogs, and
were commissioned by a
Prince of Condé who
believed that he would
be reincarnated as a
horse – presumably he
had every intention of
living in these stables!
The magnificent Chantilly
racetrack, inaugurated in
1834 is set up in front of
the Great Stables. More
than 800 stable-boys and
jockeys train close to
3,000 horses there daily.
There is also a dressage
show in the arena of the
grand stables

On a corner of the rue de la Liberté,
two acoustic guitarists, Jacques Fourgèvre
and André Bernard, are playing a splendid,
toe-tapping rendition of Sweet Georgia
Brown in the key of D major - personally I
prefer the slightly higher E major, but what’s
a tone between musicians?
All around, enlightened-elite BoBos
(bourgeois Bohemians), bewildered and
wide-eyed first-time visitors to Sarlat, and
thrifty holidaying pensioners munch on
labour-intensive but inexpensive salades
Sarladaises, babble animatedly on stylish
Androids and no doubt ponder the meaning
of life as they effect not to acknowledge
the melodious duo – alas, their tapping feet give them away....
Still, the narrow street is thronged with
baguette-wielding 'Madames', smart-suited
hommes d'affaires, querulous children, yappy
dogs and ever-watchful opportunistic cats.
Some of the smaller dogs are restrained in
fashionable carry bags, from which only their
eyes and ears protrude smugly.
It’s all a hubbub of unorchestrated mayhem
and delight; not ideal for connecting with the
Zen-like rhythms of nature, but perfect for
slipping easily into "France mode", and a
charming chaos that is the very essence of
lunchtime in urban France.
We make our coffee last until finally our
entertainers head off to relocate to another
corner, another audience, I give them all the
Deconstructed
loose change I have, just three euros, a
omelette, ready to
fraction of their worth in terms of the
be cooked!
atmosphere they brought to this busy market
day in Sarlat, or, to be precise, Sarlat-la-Canéda, the capital and major town of the
Périgord Noir.
Not surprisingly, Sarlat sits on France’s Tentative List for future nomination as a
UNESCO World Heritage Site. Not only are its 77 protected monuments and buildings
just cause, but this, too, is the birthplace of Étienne de La Boétie, the French judge,
writer and founder of modern political philosophy in France, and of François Louis
Fournier-Sarlovèze, a French general of the Napoleonic Wars.

In spite of its ilustriousness,
Sarlat remains a small, friendly,
provincial market town, home
to merchants during the
Ancien Régime, a place of
aesthetic allure founded on its
wealth of Gothic and
Renaissance townhouses.
The pedigree of this lush and abundant
region between the Dordogne and the
Vézère rivers finds expression in this
appealing old market town, a place of
medieval streets and restored houses of
Gothic and Renaissance origin. I seem
always to arrive on market day, and that is
not good for fully appreciating the
architecture and the heritage it reflects, but
it is a splendid way of getting to know the
regional produce, its cheeses, olives, foie
gras (of course), truffles and wines.

roots. The town’s great charms lie in the
fact that, mercifully, modern history has
largely passed it by, leaving a centre
comprised of impeccably restored stone
buildings and narrow pedestrianised
streets. Not quite preserved in aspic, but it
is one of the few Villes d'art et d'histoire in
France evocative of the 14th century.

Sarlat’s lively main square, the 17th-century
town hall on one side and the disused
Église Ste-Marie, now an indoor market, on
another. A panoramic elevator to the church
At the heart of Périgord Noir, Sarlat lies in a building allows you to get an aerial view of
hollow surrounded by a mosaic of wooded the town and its setting among the hills.
hills, a medieval settlement that evolved
around a Benedictine abbey of Carolingian
Sarlat was a perfect setting for Richard Donner’s film Timeline based on the late
Michael Crichton's book about a team of present-day archaeologists sent back in time
to rescue their professor from medieval France.

We stopped in the square for a Kir,
watching the world go by and
eavesdropping on a young man doing his
best to convince a young damsel that his
immediate intentions were honest,
before allowing our stomachs to get the
better of us and drawing us into the
narrow streets in search of sustenance
that was a cut above pizza but not quite
‘Breaking into the Piggy Bank’ expensive.
Just off the rue Montaigne we found the
shapely 12th-century Lanterne des Morts,
one of the many stone towers found in
the centre and west of France. They were
invariably pierced at the top by small
openings which are said to have
exhibited a light at night to indicate the
position of the cemetery, in this case that
at the rear of the cathedral. The lantern in
Sarlat is the tallest of its kind in Europe,
but, as with all such monuments,
controversy surrounds their true purpose:
was it truly a lighthouse, or perhaps a
funerary chapel, or a celebration of the
visit of St Bernard in 1147, a time of the plague, during which he gave the sick
consecrated bread to eat, which, by all accounts healed them. Either way, this is a
peaceful location, and one used during the summer months for staging concerts.

The market at Sarlat
dates back to
medieval times; held
on Wednesday and
Saturday (bigger
market) and famous
throughout the
region.

The architectural minutiae of Sarlat is unending.
Goose Square (place du Marché aux Oies) is a
pleasing mélange of turrets, pinnacles and
corner staircases, and the place where the
traditional Saturday morning market was held.
Today, bronze geese mark the spot: you can’t
miss them.

PRACTICAL INFORMATION

This process of wandering, almost
serendipitously, and taking time to look around,
is a hallmark of the Périgord and an effective
way of discovering that it is like entering the
pages of a history book – it isn't all about foie
gras and wine... or Sweet Georgie Brown.

Sarlat is 52km (32½ miles) south
of Brive-la-Gaillarde; 60km (37½
miles) north of Cahors and 74km
(46 miles) east of Bergerac. It is in
the Dordogne department, and
the region of Aquitaine.

Brief encounters
Easily accessible from Sarlat is Beynac, one of
the most beautiful villages in France, dominated
by its chateau. Of similar pedigree is La RoqueGageac, a one-street town on the Dordogne, on
which trips in a gabarre inject a welcome break,
overlooked by the belvedere of the Jardins de
Marqueyssac.

Sarlat Office de Tourisme, 3 rue
Tourny, 24200 Sarlat Cedex.
www.sarlat-tourisme.com

Terry Marsh travelled to France
courtesy of Brittany Ferries, and
stayed at the Hotel la
Couleuvrine as a guest of Sarlat
Tourism.

For one weekend every year the citizens of forty-nine countries throughout Europe
are given special access to places of culture. In Paris the doors of many historic
buildings normally closed to the public are thrown open with a flourish. It all began in
France in 1983 when the Ministry of Culture sponsored La Journée Portes Ouvertes.
The Day of Open Doors. It caught on. It is now part of European Heritage Days - in
France called the Journées du Patrimoine.
The Ministry of Culture and Communication
was created under the Fifth Republic with the
task of “…making Man’s and above all
France’s greatest works accessible to as
many French people as possible to ensure as
wide as possible an audience for our cultural
heritage and to encourage the creation of
works of art and of intellect that will enrich
it..” Appropriately their home offices were
where I began my privileged peek at the
Palais Royal.
These open door days are always extremely
popular, so queues were long. But that just
gave me a chance to speak French (OK,
attempt some words that might resemble
French) – to those lined up with me.

Already we had fulfilled one of the broader aims of
these Heritage Days – to bring citizens together in
harmony even though there are differences in culture
and language. Off to a good start.
Several centuries ago Cardinal de Richelieu hired
French architect Jacques Lemercier to design a
residence in the ritzy 1st arrondissement – opposite
the north wing of the Louvre.
Richelieu was the king’s chief minister and wanted to
be closer to the royal residence. Naturally Richelieu
and everyone else called his new home Palais Cardinal.
But he got to enjoy his splendid home for only thirteen
years. Since Richelieu bequeathed the building to the
crown, when he died in 1642, Louis XIII became title
holder. Louis was comfortable living in the Louvre so
the Cardinal's Palace became a residence for other
royals, which led to the change of name.
Louis Phillipe II had control of the Palais Royal from
1780. He did a bit of renovating and in 1784 this elegant
piece of architecture was transformed into a shopping
and entertainment complex and became one of the
most successful retail outlets in Paris.
Clientèle spanned the classes, from the common man
to those with a title. There were boutiques, a hair salon
for powdering all those piled up wigs, bookshops and
cafés where one could find riveting and sophisticated
conversation. And if one looked carefully, one could
also find a spot of unabashed debauchery.
There was also a theatre at the Palais Royal shopping
mall. It became the home of the Comédie-Française,
which is still there today as are shops and restaurants.
The courtyard of the Palais Royale contains a giant
sculpture by Daniel Buren consisting of 260 black
and white striped columns, known as Les Deux
Plateaux. Not universally loved, it hides a series of
ventilation grills and covers what was once a car
park area.
The galerie d'Orléans leads to the Jardin du Palais
Royal, the palace garden, formally laid out around a
central fountain and is a popular place for Parisians
to sit and enjoy a calm setting in the heart of the
city.

The Comedie Francaise is the only s
ofactors in France. It was formed in

state theatre to have its own troupe
n 1680 by decree of the Sun King, Louis XIV.

Visitors were ushered through roped off
rooms filled with grandeur and antiques, as
you’d expect.
This assortment of rooms, salons,
antechambers even courtrooms, is now the
home of the French Ministry of Culture and
Communications, Council of States and the
Constitutional Council.
It was quite overwhelming and hard to keep
track of where we were. Photographs were
allowed which allowed us to capture the
beauty of the cornice carvings or the circled
capital “N” on the gold door locks of the
Napoleon III room. Chandeliers dangled like
bunches of royal, golden grapes from the
ceiling of every room.
The French talent for good taste was
apparent, the eclectic mix of styles and
patterns. I fell for the golden curves of a deep
pink and royal red upholstered Louis XV chair,
placed on an enormous carpet of similar
colours - it shouldn't work but it does.The light
from the glazed doors (French of course) fell
on red curtains which were tied back by gold
fringed braid. It blended into the threads of
the peach coloured floral brocade.
Standing there, admiring the office of the
President of the Constitutional Council it's
impossible not to wonder what it must be like
to go to work every day in such majestic and
historic surroundings. A visit to a place like
this as an impressionable child could set
career paths in motion and create the
politicians of the future.

If you find yourself in Paris on
the third week of September,
you may be welcome at the
residence of the French
President – the Palais de
l’Elysée and many other
buildings, monuments and
historic sites that are normally
closed to the public. The 32nd
Heritage Day is on the 19th &
20th September 2015. Its
theme is “From One World to
the Other”.
Website for details:
www. journeesdupatrimonie

Read more about the
European Heritage Days in
France here...

WIN A B

ENTER ALL FIVE DRAWS FO
Win a copy of Picnic in
Provence by Elizabeth
Bard
When Elizabeth Bard
followed a handsome
Frenchman up the spiral
staircase to a love nest in
the heart of Paris, they
thought they had found
their perfect home. But life
had other ideas. Falling in
love with a quirky house
full of history on a last
romantic jaunt before the
birth of their first child,
Elizabeth and Gwendal

decide to move -lock, stock and Le Creuset to the countryside; a land of
blue skies, lavender fields and peaches that taste like sunshine. Part
memoir, part chocolate-smudged family cookbook, Picnic in Provence is
about everything that happens after the happily ever after, and reminds us
that life, in and out of the kitchen, is a rendezvous with the unexpected.

CLICK HERE to Enter the Free Draw

CLICK HERE to E

Markets of Paris (2nd Edition) by Dixon
Long and Marjorie R William
Perhaps the most pleasurable way for anyone to
experience Paris is to meander through its
charming markets. Markets of Paris, visits more
than one hundred, including open-air food
markets, historic covered markets, and the city's
legendary flea, antique, craft and ephemera
markets. YOrganized by arrondissement for easy
planning, descriptions help travellers plan where
to go, what to expect, and which specialties to
seek out while there. This unique guide provides
an unforgettable and inspired way to experience
the local culture and it’s small enough to fit in a
bag or side pocket.

CLICK HERE to Enter the Free Draw

BOOK

OR MORE CHANCES!
Last Chance in the Pyrenees
(Fogas Chronicles) by Julia
Stagg
When tragedy strikes the small
mountain village of Fogas in the
French Pyrenees, residents must
once more rally round to protect
their precious way of life - and this
time the stakes are higher than
ever. A struggle for the town hall
sees political ambition rise to ever
more dangerous levels, crucial
relationships are tested and a
deadly plot for revenge and
retribution has terrible
consequences ...But among the
grief and drama come love, laughs
and new beginnings. And in good
times and bad, the value our
villagers place on community and
friendship has never been greater.

Enter the Free Draw

French Brasserie Cook Book by Daniel
Galmiche
In his brilliant cookbook debut, awardwinning chef Daniel Galmiche serves up a
superb collection of 100 brasserie recipes
executed with a modern Mediterranean twist.
These irresistible dishes all showcase the
classic principles of brasserie cooking regional recipes, local ingredients, and
homey, comforting flavours. Try his aromatic
Roast Leg of Lamb with Garlic & Lavender or
wonderful Wild Mushroom & Herb Risotto,
followed by a mouthwatering Raspberry
Clafoutis. Bon appétit!

CLICK HERE to Enter the Free Draw
Win a copy of The History of Modern
France by Jonathan Fenby
Jonathan Fenby provides an expert and
riveting journey through he history of France
from First Revolution through two others, a
return of Empire, catastrophic wars and period
of stability and hope. "The definitive guide to
understanding France".

CLICK HERE to Enter the Free Draw

American Diane Rios recalls a remarkable sojourn in Paris,
staying at the legendary Shakespeare & Co. bookshop and
partying with the owner, the late George Whitman and his then 7
year old daughter Sylvie. Janine Marsh tells the story...
Diane Rios, 48, lives in Portland, Oregon, US… but she hasn’t always.
In 1987 she spent a year in France on an exchange program through
the University of Oregon and had the adventure of a life time
including a sleep over at the iconic Shakespeare & Co. book shop in
Paris. Diane says “once you've been to France, it never leaves you
and calls your name for the rest of your life”.
Diane manages a clothing boutique's website and has a deep love of
literature. At the age of 21 in 1987 as a French Major at the University
of Oregon, she was accepted on an exchange programme to Poitiers,
capital of the Vienne Department in Poitou Charentes.
“I had always dreamed of living in France, since I was a small child
being raised by hippies in Eugene. I worked hard and got accepted to
the program and had one of the most meaningful years of my life. In
Poitiers I was lucky enough to get a studio apartment by myself in
the oldest part of town, right along the "Place de Pilori" where there
was, oddly enough, a small replica of the Statue of Liberty, that was
in place of the pilori, or stocks from long ago. My apartment was so
cheerful, with a big window, a small courtyard, and orange checked
curtains. I went to classes at the Universite, and after six months
became pretty fluent in the language. I worked on the "vendange”
(wine harvest) at a chateau in the Loire and spent three weeks cutting
grapes in the fields, sleeping in the attic of the chateau and eating
some of the best food I have ever had. Even in the fields they brought
out tubs and tubs of sausage, cheese, bread, chocolate, wine,
lemonade and fruit. It was a finger-feast in the fields of France every
day!“
When there was a break in schooling and on many weekends Diane
went to Paris with friends.
On one occasion she and her friend Lisa visited the bookstore
Shakespeare & Co. Even then it was a legendary book shop and
Diane had heard that the owner, George Whitman, sometimes let
students and writers stay there in return for work.

Diane recalls walking into the store and
“seeing George. I asked him if there was
anything we could do for him, to be able to
stay a day or two. He was an irascible man,
not welcoming at all, barking orders at
people who scurried around, doing his
bidding. We were intimidated and prepared
to leave, but he surprised us by telling us to
clean the windows out front, and if we did a
good enough job, we could stay.”
Diane says she and Lisa got to work
immediately. They found water and rags
and cleaned the windows with gusto.

After they finished, George took the girls
upstairs where they discovered dusty
couches and narrow beds crammed under
the floor-to-ceiling bookshelves. He
showed them books signed by Carl Jung,
and Ernest Hemingway and introduced
them to his then 6 year old daughter Sylvie.
Lisa and Diane stayed at the Bookstore for
a couple of days,

“the beds were very uncomfortable, hard,
flat and dusty. The rooms were
extremely dusty and dirty, but with all of
“While we worked” says Diane “the bells the amazing books lining the walls, dark
from Notre Dame started to ring. It was curtains, lamps, and the fact that you
Easter and the morning was pink and
could eat, drink, and smoke in there...
gold and I was in heaven listening to
well, it was heaven for us vagabonds. I
that ancient sound. George would
didn't mind the dust or dirt at all”.
appear every now and then and tell us
we were doing it wrong, but he was all
bark and actually very kind.”

Enchanted by her time there, Diane
returned with Lisa a few months later and
discovered it was the occasion of Sylvia
Whitman’s 7th birthday. George invited the
two girls to stay on condition that they
clean the bathroom first! “There was home

Many years later, in 2003 Diane returned to
Paris and to the book shop she loved.

“There was George. Much more whitehaired but still the charming curmudgeon
made cake, and I think we wore birthday he used to be. I went to introduce myself,
party hats for a while at least” recalls
expecting a curt reply, but he looked at
Diane “though I don’t really remember
me and said slowly...'Eugene?' I was
much else, except that the bathroom
stunned. He remembered me! After all
George made us clean was filthy and we those years and all the people who
really earned our cake!”
stayed there, he remembered I was from
Eugene! He was a remarkable man. I
Diane returned to America with her
was sorry to hear of his passing at the
memories of Vienne, Paris and
age of 98. He had lived an incredibly full
Shakespeare & Company and of the
life that touched so many people. I am so
celebrated George Whitman “who would
glad that his daughter Sylvie still owns
ride his moped around the streets and
the shop and has brought it into the
up on the sidewalks, yelling to get out of modern age. I hope it's there forever.”
the way. Quite a sight!”
The book shop is now run by Slyvia Beach

Whitman, named after Sylvia Beach, the
American born publisher and book seller
who founded the first Shakesspeare & Co
book store in Paris. Located in rue de
l'Odeon it closed in 1941 and was famous
for offering hospitality to writers such as
Ernest Hemingway, James Joyce and other
greats of the early 20th Century.
Plaque on
the wall at
12 rue de
l'Odeon
George Whitman travelled the world as a
self-proclaimed "tumbleweed" blowing
from place to place, sheltered by the grace
of strangers. Wishing to repay that
generosity George founded the bookstore
in 1951 with the motto "be not
inhospitable to strangers lest they be
angels in disguise" and threw open the
doors to writers, artists, and intellectuals
who sought refuge.
Tumbleweeds (as guests are called) are

asked only to "read a book a day," help out
in the shop for a couple of hours, and write
a single-page autobiography for George's
archives. The bookshop has housed an
estimated 30,000 Tumbleweeds.
Where? 37 rue de la Bûcherie, 5th Arr.,
directly opposite Notre-Dame on the Left
Bank. The bookshop is open daily from
10am to 11pm. The Antiquarian is open
Tuesday to Saturday, 11am to 7pm.
shakespeareandcompany.com

Eve Damon and her partner Stephen Miles moved to
Normandy from The Isle of Thanet, Kent for a life of
rural bliss…

A life of Milk and Honey…
Eve Damon has always loved France. Growing up “in a family
of eccentrics in deepest rural Northern Germany”, she was
surrounded by art and literature and as a little girl she always
wanted to become a “shopkeeper, selling things with a story
to tell”. She studied photography in Paris, couture in
Florence, Italy and graphic design and desktop publishing in
New York and worked in fashion most of her life “besides the
odd job here or there”. After meeting partner Stephen from
the UK, she settled in Kent and dreamed of moving to France
and having a shop.
In 2013, the dream came true after the couple discovered
their dream house in the Manche area of Normandy and
decided to move with their daughter Anna. They were
seeking a country life where they could try to be selfsufficient but where Eve could work from home selling
vintage pieces and creating her bespoke bags to sell online.
Though they are several miles from a town, having a post
office was critical as was having internet access. In some
rural areas of France, fast and reliable internet can be a
problem, one that Eve has encountered and deals with by
having back up support with her mobile phone.

Normandy small holding
“We live in a small smallholding in Normandy pretty much off
the grid” says Eve. There are no near neighbours and shops
are 10 miles away. Stephen is growing food in the garden and
they have planted 50 fruit trees and plan to make their own
juices and cider a few years down the line.
They’ve also planted grape vines so they can one day make
their own wine. Their free range chickens are big and bossy
and seem to own the garden and their cats keep the area
free of vermin that often comes with keeping chickens.
The family are finding that planning a life of self-sufficiency
takes time to come to organise and come to fruition, but they
are loving the chance to try their hand at living the good life
in Normandy.

Living in such a beautiful part of northern
France is inspiring says Eve. She loves
photography and the local scenery and her
home and garden provide the perfect
subject matter and backdrop for her store.
She travels all over France and Western
Europe for her stock, English and French
vintage and antique items that she sells on
Etsy. Her grandfather was a huge influence,
who taughtt her how to hang art in his
gallery is Fisherhude, Germany, "he always
had something to say about how I could
make things better; I don't recall ever
getting any praise from him! He also taught
me his basic trading secrets which I still
live by to this day. Nuggets of wisdom
about “the trade” which I will pass on to my
daughter”.

interior design firms, collectors and people
looking for that 'particular' gift. “I love my
job it really combines all of my passions”
says Eve, and she has found that the
abundance of flea markets and places to
buy second hand and vintage items in
France really helps her to source goods for
her online shop.
She also designs and makes unique bags
that often have a French theme and that
she sells around the world.
Stephen is the business brain behind their
outfit, an ex-teacher of business and IT, “he
does the forecasts and pricing and
everything that involves logic, the written
word and muscle”.

Eve says that social media has proved an
excellent tool for promoting their business
Online business in France
and it's easy to manage from their house in
Eve stocks a wide variety of items anything the middle of nowhere: “Instagram is my
from decor, art, kitchen ware, farming tools new addiction and I am on it constantly”
laughs Eve.
to unique one of a kind finds. Her
customers are hotels, photographers,

Eve needed more work space and created it by
purchaing a "cheap shed" in her local Brico
Depot store - it works "perfectly"

Life in France has proved successful for
the couple in more ways than one and
setting up business wasn’t as difficult as
they had feared.
“Setting up a business has been very
smooth – it as hard or as easy as you want
it to be, all in French of course. It takes 2-3
months to have all of the paperwork
cleared. You can do it all online, and the
internet is full of helpful information. I am
at a bit of an advantage speaking French
but Stephen would point out that whilst
there is plenty of information on line in
English he would have struggled with all
the paperwork if he had had to do it alone”.
The best thing about running a business
online in France has been the flexibility
says Eve. “We generally start work at 9am
and finish at 4pm time to pick up our
daughter Anna from the French school. Of
course though with an online business we
are open 24 hours a day 365 days a year
and Stephen is often answering emails in
the middle of the night! Our hours are
pretty flexible though and we can take
time out as and when we please”.

See Eve's tips for starting a business

Eve’s top three tips for anyone wanting to move
to France to set up an online business:
Become an Auto-Entrepreneur: Go on the internet and apply for the AutoEntrepeneur status, there you will see job categories and the tax status that applies for
them. This is a pay as you go tax system which is a great option for small businesses
like ours.

Get the right accounts:You will need a French bank account. Once you have this
and if you sell goods that need to be posted, go to the post office and get your Carte
Pros (your professional account card). This gives you a special rate and enables you to
buy your stamps online. Then you can just drop your parcels off without delay (The
queues and chat in the post office can see you stuck in there for hours!)

Keep calm about the paperwork:Try not to get overwhelmed by the
paperwork. Stephen suggests dealing with things one step at a time and quotes his
recent experience importing a vehicle from the UK to France. The paperwork was
extensive and whilst there were many steps, each one went smoothly due to being
properly prepared and carrying out extensive Internet research. He did this pretty much
on his own using Google translate and helpful websites like Anglo Info and www.
thegoodlifefrance.com

The French have invented many things:
taxis, the hot air balloon, internal
combustion engine, inflatable tyres,
sewing machine, bikini (arguable),
cafetière, Braille, camera phone, hairdryer,
parachute and that great public utility, the
urinoir, or, to give it its more familiar and
descriptive name, the pissoir. Although, to
be fair, the French simply embraced Roman
enterprise.
Throughout their long history, French of all
ranks and station, have urinated in the
streets, a predisposition untrammelled by
feelings of embarrassment not even when
the target of their emissions was a palace
wall or even the statue of a king. *
Unlikely as it may seem, in 1809 Napoleon
was heading for Spain with his wife
Josephine, when she experienced ‘un
besoin très pressant’, just as they were

passing a vineyard called Congaillard.
Ever since, a Gironde wine bears the name
La Pissotière de l'Impératrice (The urinal of
the Empress) , produced by Les Vignobles
Soum in Marsas. I can't say I've ever seen it
on the wine list of any restaurants I've
visited, but, if it was there, you’d order it,
just for the hell of it, surely?

Meanwhile, back in Paris, and tired of the
sight–and by-product– of so much furtive,
and potentially disrespectful, public
urination, voluntary or otherwise, the
government of the city decided in the early
summer of 1830 to install public urinals on
the principal boulevards. Just in time, as it
happens, for them to be converted to use
as street barricades during the Revolution
of that year. But the urinals survived to
fight another day, and it was only a matter
of time before the spin doctors of Louis
Philippe, the ‘July monarch’, saw pissoirs as

From the metaphorical ashes of the 1830
urinoirs, there rose the colonnes
Rambuteau, cylindrical constructions first
appearing in 1841 and named after
Claude-Philibert Barthelot, comte de
Rambuteau, the Prefect of the Seine
department. Just two years later, there
were almost 500 of them, and popular
they were, too, especially with prostitutes
and pick-pockets who soon learned that
it was easier to allow their victims/clients
to be drawn to them as it were, by the
processes of Nature, rather than wander
the streets in search of them. As such
they seemed to have served as
embryonic job centres, at least for a

just so much free advertising space.
To be honest, that last bit isn’t completely
true, I lied.
But the monarchy of Louis Philippe began
with revolution, ended with revolution and
feared revolution every day of its existence.
So the role of the humble pissoir took on
an exaggerated magnitude, and only later
came to be used to advertise quick cures
for rampant syphilis, and extol the virtues
of Galeries Lafayette. (see left)

somewhat specialist range of
employment opportunity.
In 1877, the simple cylindrical shape of the
pissoirs, was replaced by multicompartmentalised structures, dotted
along the boulevards, in parks and at
busy locations, and known as
vespasiennes after the Roman emperor
Titus Flavius Vespasianus, who placed a
tax on urine collected from public toilets
for use in tanning, although nothing
appears on record to indicate how he
gathered the tax, or quantified it.

Claude-Philibert Barthelot, comte de Rambuteau
(1781–1869) was a French senior official in
the first half of the 19th century. He was
Préfet of the former Départment of the
Seine, which included Paris, from 1833 to
1848. He established the groundwork for
the fundamental transformation of Paris
that Haussmann carried out under the
Rambuteau's
Second Empire.

"Water, Air,
Shade"
motto for Paris

His administration was marked by the
implementation of the theories of the
hygienists. One year before his
nomination, an epidemic of cholera
devastated Paris. Rambuteau thought
that the narrow, tortuous streets and
small disease-prone districts in the
centre of Paris encouraged the
development of the disease. He
commenced the cutting of 13 metre-wide
roads through Paris with the widening of
the Rue Rambuteau in 1839, which was
later named after him. This was the first
time wide roads had been built in central
Paris.
Under his administration, the Arc de
Triomphe in the Place de l'Étoile was
finished and the building of the great
avenue of the Champs-Élysées was
commenced.
The motto of Rambuteau was: "water, air,
shade". Aside from commencing the
construction of pissoirs, he modernised
the sewers of Paris and ordered the
construction of many fountains. Some of
his fountains in Paris parks still function.
He developed gas lighting and the
planting of trees along the avenues.
One of his most loved, though little
acknowledged, introductions was the
prescribing of white numbers on blue
porcelain for street numbering in 1847.
Rue Rambuteau and Metro Rambuteau
are named for him in Paris.

Visually something of an improvement, the
new vespasiennes nevertheless continued
to ‘...place the bodily function they serviced
in plain conceptual view, the narrow bands
of metal... barely obscuring the physical act
itself.’ ** Nor was it long before a campaign
was launched to provide urinals for
women, although there is no extant
indication of how these might function. At
their urological peak, there were as many

as 1,230 pissoirs in Paris, but by 2006, only
one remained, on Boulevard Arago, a
monument to a Paris d’autrefois and a
something of cause célèbre. You will still
find pissoirs in more remote towns and
villages, vital destinations for those of
advancing years who, needs must, never
knowingly pass one.
C'est la vie...

* Ress, Paul. Shaggy Dog Tales: 58½ years of reportage. (Xlibris Corporation, 2006)
**. Pike, David Lawrence. Subterranean Cities: The World Beneath Paris and London, 1800-1945. (Cornell
University Press, 2005).

It’s arrivals day for our summer
guests and I suspect anyone who owns a
gîte, feels my pain. I’m like a cat on a hot
tin roof and I’ll be this way right up until
the last guests leave with a sigh that says,
‘we’ve loved it here’ and I can finally relax.
Being responsible for someone else’s
holiday is not to be taken lightly. They’ve
saved up, planned and dreamt of their
time at your gîte, often for as long as a
year and it feels like their wellbeing and
memories rest in your care, at least for a
while.

time of worry. I monitor my phone and
emails hourly and fidget relentlessly, from
the day of a guest’s first arrival to the
moment of their departure, when I start the
process all over again. Where my
directions sufficient? Did they figure out
the bins and recycling ok? Do they love it?
Is everything working? Are the drains
behaving themselves?

I worry about the weather, whether
or not the welcome basket has
enough in it, how the garden
furniture is laid out and what a
guest’s very first impression is as
So as many of you settle down to your gin
and tonics and leisurely evenings in the
they walk through the door...
summer sun, for me and I suspect many
other gîte owners, July and August are a

I know I can set it all up beautifully to give
it a real wow factor for new arrivals but of
course, I’m not there and have to rely on
my housekeeper. She’s brilliant, works very
hard but the bottom line is, she’s not me
and I suspect I’m a bit of a control freak.
We ran out of water one year. Yes really,
the well ran dry. We never really got to the
bottom of why but we assumed that the
widowed farmer’s wife who lived there
before us may not have hammered the
shower, the dishwasher and the washing
machine in quite the same way as we do.
Not least because she didn’t have a

dishwasher or a washing machine.
With three small children in tow and a
husband in the UK, I had to track down a
bowser (no I’d never heard of one either)
and persuade the owner of a hole ridden,
rusty old tank to dump several tonnes of
water down the well for us. The trouble was
I bribed him with so many glasses of wine
(and I think he may have also stopped for a
game of boules too if memory serves me
right), that the bowser was practically
empty when he finally made it to the well,
the water having seeped out of the many
peppercorn holes in it on the way.

I worry if it’s too hot and guests spend all day in the shower
and the well runs dry; I worry if it rains, in case they don’t
enjoy their holiday...
We have at least managed to fix the drains
but that meant digging up what we call our
lawn (and you might laughingly call a field)
so now I’m anxious the next guests won’t
like the temporary landscaping. I worry
that they’ll email me with a complaint or
that they won’t email me so I won’t be able

to fix any problems that may arise. Once
I’ve got through the angst of the first few
days I often start worrying about whether
the guests will behave themselves or trash
the place and upset the neighbours
(though that's quite hard as the neighbours
are some distance away).

One lot of guests actually
stole from my neighbour’s
wood pile for a barbeque.
Another lot let their dog fertilise our
neighbour’s potager and tomatoes. So, my
scope of concern is quite wide reaching.
And then I worry about whether the local
wildlife with which we share our land and
which includes muskrats, Courleuve (the
brightly coloured but large local snakes)
and even the odd salamander (not to
mention the occasional wild boar), will thrill
and delight them or leave our guests
running for cover.
And I often have misgivings that the local
farmer will repeat his antics of a year or two
ago. On the day of our departure he
sprayed muck on the fields that adjoin us.
A six hour drive with a very smelly dog in a
hire car is not something I want to repeat in
a hurry and I certainly don’t want to inflict it

upon our guests. And if I was cynical, I
might even suspect that the farmer did it on
purpose.
Finally I worry about whether the
housekeeper will have enough time to turn
it all around on changeover, whether the
towels are white enough or whether she’ll
remember to dust on top of the cupboards.
I love our holiday home and think it has the
wow factor. We’ve tried hard to make it the
sort place that is of course clean, tidy and a
little bit stunning. But we also wanted to
make our gîte a place where guests can
relax, particularly if they have children, so
they don’t have to worry constantly about
dirty finger or footprints.
Of course not everybody wants the same
thing from their holiday home. I’ve heard
stories of guests complaining because they
don’t like the fact that the kettle has been
used before, there’s a piece missing from
the Monopoly set, a spider in the

bathroom or because the floorboards creak Those are just some of the reasons I love it.
on the landing. And of course, we’ve all
heard horror stories of beautiful gîtes being But towards the end of August, I can stop
left by guests in a horrible mess.
worrying. Because that is my arrivals day.
The last damage deposit returned (with
So for the summer weeks I live in a
luck), the last summer guest waved off by
perpetual state of worry. It’s a French mill
our housekeeper, now it is our time to relax
house. It’s old. It comes with a fair number and enjoy our gîte and some of those all
of spiders on the inside and a whole lot of
precious summer moments. Relax that is,
wild life on the outside. It comes with
once I’ve re-arranged everything to how I
creaky floorboards, temperamental drains
like it, checked everything over for hidden
and an entire national grid that groans
damage and losses and before I start the
under the pressure of a summer storm. You big autumn clean down, preparing our gîte
can't plug too many things in at once if it’s to be closed down for the long winter
raining and don’t ask me why. Just don’t.
months ahead.

FREE marketing for your gite
Facebook – it costs nothing to pop your property on Facebook. You can choose to
pay for advertising or not. Just having a presence will help, you can easily and quickly
share photos of the local area, your gite, local cuisine, events, markets etc. For anyone
considering your area/gite for a break – this is free information and it can really help
you sell. Take time to do it properly, good photos, good information.
Twitter – also costs nothing unless you choose to pay for advertising. You only have
140 character spaces - less in you include a picture - to make your “tweet” meaningful,
it’s not as easy as you might think but it can be very effective.
Google+, Pinterest and Instagram all cost nothing to set up.
However, unless you’ve got lots of time to run all these different pages, just choose
one or two and be consistent in your posting. Generally speaking three posts/photos
a week is a good number to aim for.

Do respond to all comments, if someone has taken the time to write something to
you, you need to thank them, acknowledge them and always reply to questions.
Post your photos on other relevant Facebook pages, and copy in relevant twitter
accounts to widen your reach to an already interested audience.
Create a mailing list – issue a letter every month/quarter, information about what’s
on and coming up, a recipe that’s local, any changes you’ve made to your gite, the
garden or local area. Make it interesting and relevant to your potential clients…

Helping out at your local animal refuge in France is a great way to help
the animals, get involved in the local community and make new friends says
volunteer Jane Hunt…
Producing 160 promotional posters for 160 dogs in one weekend is water off a duck’s
back (or should we say, dog’s?) for Emma Lee, one of LAARF’s finest. This is what we
found her doing when we contacted her.
Emma lives in the Charente in a house full of dogs. When she’s not walking or caring for
them, she is either writing, teaching or volunteering at her local dog and cat refuge.
That’s how she got involved with LAARF - Les Amis des Animaux des Refuges en France.
LAARF was formed by a group of people who care deeply about the plight of animals in
France. The point of the group is to infiltrate, if you will, the refuges of France with
volunteers who, amongst other things, walk dogs, cuddle cats, knit coats, collect
bedding, help promote the animals for re-homing and perhaps most importantly, support
each other in doing so.
Emma is arguably one of the hardest working “LAARFers” as they call themselves. Of
the 200 or so dogs at her nearest SPA (refuge) in Angoulême, where she volunteers and
sits on the committee, Emma knows them all. Ask her anything, and she will either know
the answer, or she’ll find out within minutes. Emma falls in love with every single dog and
that is manifested in the promotional adverts that she produces for them, an effort which
has significantly increased their adoption rates. And this is on top of holding a full time
job.

Emma, you are clearly a very busy person.
How do you find time to devote to your
activities within LAARF?
I treat the refuge as my social event of the
week and meet up with my friends there. I do
what I can from home as well, as there are a
lot of jobs that don't require me to be on site.
When you are determined, you find a way. A
small commitment of time can and does
have a massive impact.
What motivates you to volunteer?
I make promises to the refuge dogs and cats.
I say to each one that I will do my best by
them. Last year, one of my favourites, a nineyear-old Leonberger cross called Lou, died at
the vet's, of a stomach torsion. He'd spent
four years at the refuge. I'd just put together
a video montage to show everyone what a
great dog he was, but I was too late. I knew
there and then that it wasn't acceptable to
me to allow dogs to spend four years in
limbo or for dogs to die without a home.
What’s your advice to anyone thinking of
volunteering at their local refuge?
Stop putting it off. Stop thinking that it
doesn’t matter if you don’t go. Stop worrying
that your lack of French will hold you back.
There are hundreds of things you can do if
you can’t walk dogs or pet cats. So much
happens behind the scenes that once you
realise how much there is to do, you want to
help out as best you can.
If you’d like to get involved, contact LAARF:
Email: info@laarf.com; Web: www.laarf.com;
Facebook – LAARF SPA Volunteer
Jane Hunt runs an advertising/
communications agency in the Dorodogne.
In her spare time Jane volunteers at her local
dog and cat refuge and provides public
relations and fundraising support to Hope
Association and Twilight, the retirement
home for older dogs.

Hamlet (top), Kittie (middle) and Jacques
(bottom) would love to meet new volunteers
for cuddles and walks!

Two hundred years after his defeat at Waterloo in June, 1815, Napoleon
Bonaparte remains as controversial as he is important to the history of France. For his
admirers, the First Emperor is as great a figure as any in his country’s past, a military
genius who triumphed in at least fifty of his sixty battles and gave France its legal code,
its administrative structure and a decade and a half of glory.
The British historian, Andrew Roberts, titled his monumental biography of the man
simply: Napoleon the Great. In the opposing camp, another leading historian, Simon
Schama, depicts Bonaparte as ‘the mortal enemy of freedom’ at the head of a social
reactionary, militarised empire with ‘something inhuman about his brilliance, expended
as it ultimately was entirely on himself’. Hearing that Napoleon had declared himself
emperor, Beethoven removed the title page of his Eroica symphony, which he had
dedicated to “Buonaparte” since ‘he is no more than a common mortal. Now he too will
trample underfoot the rights of man, indulge only his ambition’.
More books have been written about him than any other French figure along with films
from Hollywood and Paris. Recent works have appeared on both sides of the Channel
evaluating and re-evaluating his life and achievements. The successes and the
paradoxes of the Corsican who rose from a humble officer to dominate Europe make for
fascinating reading.

The Currents of French History Run Deep
Here we have a man who claimed to embody
the principles of progress set out by the
Revolution of 1789 but who presided over an
authoritarian regime which rigged its
plebiscites in cavalier fashion, re-introduced
slavery in the colonies, created its own
aristocracy, plundered occupied countries and
imposed a legal code that discriminated
harshly against women. Here is a military
leader who claimed to care for his troops but
who inflicted on them a disastrous invasion of
Russia which resulted in the loss of half-amillion men through death on the battlefield,
starvation and captivity. Here we have a
strategic genius who never grasped the
importance of the sea power and financial
muscle which enabled Britain to withstand
him.
Such conflicting currents run through French
history since the Revolution and are a theme
of my new book, The History of Modern
France covering the last two centuries from
1789 right up to 2015. One thing is for sure,
the debate will go on and will reflect the way
the French see their own history.

Napoleon’s meteoric rise from the rank
of captain at the age of twenty-two to
emperor at thirty-five, at the head of a
highly personalised regime that sought
to conquer Europe, created the image of
a superman and bequeathed a powerful
Napoleonic cult. Only Russia, Britain,
Scandinavia and the European domains
of the Ottomans escaped his imprint at
one time or other.
His greatest victory, at Austerlitz in 1805
against a coalition of Austria, Britain,
Russia and their smaller allies, led the
following year to the end of the Holy
Roman Empire as the humiliated
Hapsburg Franz III became simply ruler
of Austria, ceding territory in Italy and
Bavaria to France, which reorganised
wide areas of central Europe to its liking.

The Militarisation of the Revolution
The army had become increasingly
important to the French Revolutionary
cause with victories at the very end of the
18th century in Italy and the Netherlands
against a coalition of Russia, Britain,
Turkey, Sweden and Austria. The
campaign of the rising young Bonaparte
in Egypt, following his decisive intervention
to regain the port of Toulon from the
British and a successful campaign in Italy,
added an exotic note, carefully spun by its
commander for positive publicity.
The epitome of a man on a white horse
arriving to save his nation, he was
unabashed by the relative failure of his
expedition to Egypt with its inconclusive
outcome on land and Britain’s naval victory
in the Battle of the Nile. He imposed
himself on the regime of the Consulate
introduced in 1799 and was confirmed as
First Consul by a referendum in February
1800 – the official approval rate was 99.9
per cent.

The Napoleonic legacy
Teetering on the edge of megalomania at

times, he became the template of ambition:

‘What a novel my life has been!’ he
exclaimed.
He might have used the rhetoric of national
liberation, but his huge empire was always
dominated by France, with other
constituent parts ruled by members of his
family and expected to adopt French ways.
His energy was formidable and his
ambition meant he was unable to accept
that anything was beyond him.

He reached a Concordat with the Vatican,
which recognised Catholicism as ‘the
religion of the great majority of the French
people’ while providing a quid pro quo in
state control over bishoprics and parishes.
Though a man of war, he made diplomatic
accords when it suited him, such as the
division of Europe with Russia at his
meeting with the Tsar on a raft on the River
Niemen in 1807 and his marriage three
years later to Marie-Louise of Austria, after
he had jettisoned the love of his life, the
childless Josephine de Beauharnais, in
quest of an heir born to a wife from an
older empire. Their religious wedding
reproduced the last royal marriage, of
Louis XVI, down to the last detail, in
keeping with the upstart’s desire to
buttress his claims by drawing on the past.

Napoleon's wedding to Marie-Louise of
Austria, plenty of pomp and splendour

As well as the Napoleonic legal code, he set
up the prefectorial administrative system, the
central bank, the national audit office and
elite administrative colleges; half the
administrative rules still in force date from his
era. The franc was introduced as the national
currency in 1803. State schooling was
expanded by lycées run from Paris. The
départements created in 1790 to replace the
one recent biographer, he ‘simply could
old regions became more important
not bring himself to accept what he saw
administrative instruments under their
imperial Prefects. The nation’s top decoration, as a humiliating peace’.
the Légion d’honneur, was first awarded to
2,000 troops at a grand ceremony in the
camp outside Boulogne set up for the
planned invasion of Britain. His claims briefly
reached as far away as Australia, where an
imperial fleet named the south-east coast
The constant military ventures exhausted
Napoleon’s Land with a gulf called after him France and resulted in the deaths of the
and another dedicated to Josephine.
vast majority of more than a million
French people killed in wars and internal
However, his ambition and the fear he
violence between 1789 and 1815. His
aroused meant he faced formidable coalitions protectionist measures weakened the
of opponents backed by British cash and
economy and were countered by a
naval supremacy. He lusted for battle – as
stronger British blockade. The invasions
one historian has put it, he could never see a of Spain and Portugal ended in defeat.
jugular without going for it in his quest to
Marriage did not stop Austria joining the
make himself the equal of Caesar and
sixth coalition against France and
Alexander. However, his brilliant individual
sending forces to the battle of Leipzig in
victories did not translate into successful
1813, the biggest European encounter
long-term campaigns – he rejected
before the First World War, at which the
opportunities to consolidate gains with a
imperial army suffered 45,000 dead or
lasting settlement because, in the words of
wounded.

How Bonaparte
Exhausted France

By then, the economy was paying a big

cost for two decades of hostilities.
Desertions increased; when British troops
marched on Toulouse in 1814 they were
welcomed and the defenders had to
retreat. The novelist Henri Beyle, better
known as Stendhal and an admirer of
the emperor, saw a nation ‘profoundly
ill at ease with itself’. Still, Napoleon
continued to pursue victory until his
marshals turned against him as Allied
forces entered France.
His one-time foreign minister,
Talleyrand, now Chairman of the
Senate, negotiated with the enemy
on his own account. Cornered,
Bonaparte abdicated on 6 April
1814. In return, he kept his imperial
title, was granted an annual
income of 2 million francs
and given sovereignty over
the Mediterranean island of Elba
for which he sailed at the end of
the month.

The Last Act at Waterloo
He staged his attempted come-back at the end of February 1815, when he escaped from
Elba to reach Paris and hold a referendum that approved a constitution drawn up by the
political theorist, Benjamin Constant, though the abstention rate was very high. Seeing a
quick and decisive battlefield victory as the way to gain recognition from the Allies,
Bonaparte launched his army across the north-eastern border to confront the British and
Prussians.
The resulting battle at Waterloo on 18 June 1815, was, as Wellington remarked, ‘the
nearest run thing you ever saw in your life', but defeat dethroned France as a great
European power. The universe changed direction, Victor Hugo would judge. More to the
point, France had had enough of its emperor. Even if he had not lost at Waterloo,
Bonaparte’s days would have been numbered. His enemies were simply too strong,
France too weakened and his political support too frayed.
Escaping from the rout of his army, Napoleon regained Paris and put on as brave a face
as he could. ‘All is not lost,’ he declared while taking a bath in the Élysée Palace. But the
Chamber of Deputies obliged him to abdicate, and he threw himself on the mercy of the
British, ending up in his second exile on the bleak South Atlantic outpost of St Helena.
The great Napoleonic adventure was over – but the debate about the man continued,
and will continue as long as interest in France’s history remains.

Jonathan Fenby’s The History of
Modern France, from the
Revolution to the Present Day, is
published by Simon & Schuster
£25. He is also the author of The
General; Charles de Gaulle and the
France He Saved, and France On
The Brink. Married to a
Frenchwoman, he is a frequent
visitor to France and lived in Paris
for 12 years as correspondent for
Reuters, The Economist and The
Times. He has been awarded the
Legion d’honneur and the Ordre
National du Merite for his writing on
France. He tweets @Jonathan
Win a copy of
Jonathan Fenby's book
The History of France,
see page 67 for details
of how to enter the
free give away!

Napoleon saying farewell to his men at the
Chateau of Fontainbleua before being exiled

5 MINUTE FRENCH LESSON
Confusing French Expressions!
Salut! A French word which means hello
Géraldine Lepère, our favourite French teacher and lifestyle guru explains a few
confusing French expressions and we know that you won’t be saying “really? I didn’t
know there were any!”
The French language is full of wonderful words and phrases like “petit jesus en culotte
de velours” which literally translates as “the baby Jesus in a pair of velvet shorts” and
actually means “that’s great”. You wouldn’t know it though would you unless someone
told you.
In this short video lesson Géraldine takes you through some of the most common
confusing French phrases like “tu me manqué” which translates as “you are missing
from me” but really means “I miss you”.
This is a fun, easy to learn way to understand and speak French very quickly. If you are
new to The Good Life France Magazine, you can check out Géraldine's previous, very
popular lessons about how to order coffee in France and some French slang expressions
that will really impress your French friends!

Salut! A French word which also means au revoir…
Enjoy the video!

Author Peter Schoenmaker from Holland lives in the Gers region and has learned,
occasionally the hard way, that life in France can sometimes be tricky for expats – it’s not
all sitting around eating cheese and wine in the garden! One thing he always advises:

Never annoy a Fonctionaire…
I read somewhere that 20% of the French population work for the government.
If you buy a home in France, you will eventually come across at least one of these
9,000,000 fonctionaires, as we did when we wanted a telephone installed. When we
bought our house it came with water and electricity connected, but no telephone
landline. We had to visit the nearest office of France Telecom, an hour’s drive on empty
roads with pleasant views through a department as big as Devon in southern England,
but with only a fifth of its population.

France Telecom has been privatised but its
workers are all ex-fonctionaires - which is
quite obvious once you are at their mercy.

We told him we could show him several
houses in the area where the poles were
shared by electricity and telephone cables,
but he looked at us as if we were the village
idiots and instructed us to lay a new pipe,
this time from our house towards the road.

It started pleasantly enough. Our details
were fed into the computer and the invoice
of the electricity company was accepted as
proof that the premises were ours. Then
A further ten days went by. A lorry arrived,
came the question as to whether our
loaded with twenty wooden poles, five
neighbours had a telephone connection.
hundred meters of cable and three men.
They were determined. The meant
‘Bien sûr’, of course, we said and showed
business. They would get us connected to a
Monsieur photographs of the electricity
telephone line.
poles that went from our neighbour's
house to ours. This is where our new
All this work cost us just €40, though the
telephone cable could be hung, a distance original pipe we laid to the nearest
of five hundred meters. We thought we
telephone pole remains to this day unused.
were clever to have this to hand.
In those days our ‘road’ was just gravel on
So, that was that. All we had to do was lay
sand, very bad for our tyres, and the mayor
an underground plastic pipe between the
promised us asphalt. We had to wait two
nearest electricity pole and our house, and years for it but eventually one kilometre of
they would take care of the rest.
new road was laid. Five hundred metres
went to our only neighbour up the hill and
‘When?’ we asked and got the standard
another five hundred metres to our only
answer.
neighbour down the hill. A total cost for the
community of about €70,000.
‘Quinze jours’, which translates as a
fortnight but means ‘I have absolutely no
These days we invite the mayor to all our
idea. Wait and see’.
parties.
Four weeks later a van arrived with two
technicians ready to connect us. They
wanted to know where the line was.
‘There is no line’ we answered ‘that has to
come from the neighbours, via those
poles’. They did not have enough cable
and took off.
Two weeks later their superior arrived.
Cleverly he noticed immediately that there
was no cable. Again we explained how the
cable had to come from the neighbours.
‘Impossible!’ was his verdict. The poles
were the property of Electricité de France
and they would never give permission to
use their poles.

When the postman and the captain of the
fire brigade personally call to wish us a
bonne année at the beginning of January
we not only shake their hand (as most
foreigners do) but give them €20 as well.
Always try to keep a fonctionaire on your
side; you never know when you may need
them.
Peter Schoenmaker is the author of Breakfast
in Gascony. 'A Year in Provence meets Hotel
Babylon' - the tale of a hotelier from Holland
who moves to France. His observations and
anecdotes of life in France are witty, warm
and often whimsical.

Choosing the right adviser is an important Why do I need advice?
step towards making the most of your
money, particularly so when you are
moving abroad or are already here. Whilst
finding the perfect home is a priority,
planning finances can be overlooked. You
need an adviser who will always work in
your best interest and can help you
understand the complexities of the
financial world especially with the different
tax regimes involved with life in France. To
ensure you receive the best possible advice
use an independent financial adviser who
is authorised and regulated to provide
advice in France.

There are very few who are qualified to
advise people moving overseas. A UK
adviser for example will have no knowledge
of the French fiscal system and so setting
something up with your UK adviser before
you move may not be the best idea. Neither
will a French Bank necessarily give you true
independent advice and will generally only
offer their own products.

There are a number of issues you need to
be aware of having arrived in France.
Even if you have been here a number of
years your circumstances may have
changed, you may have received an
inheritance or a maturing pension or
endowment.
Here are some of the main areas where an
independent financial adviser can help you.

Tax:
Many people moving to France believe they
will pay more tax than they did in the UK.
This of course does depend upon
circumstances but a good financial planner
will be able to provide you with a simulation
of the taxes you are likely to pay, and an
explanation of each of them so you are sure
of your obligations.

Investments.:

Inheritance planning:

When you move to France you may leave
your investments and savings in the UK if
you are wary of the French options. When
you become a French resident your ISA’s
and Premium Bonds will be liable to tax.

The legal system in France differs from the
UK, particularly when it comes to laws
surrounding inheritance. The French
succession laws mean that without expert
advice for all of your assets, you may have
a nasty surprise later on. Don’t forget that
most of us take limited advice from the
notaire when they buy a house, but what
about the rest of your assets?

Similarly, did you know there are specialist
investment vehicles available in France
that allow you to shelter you investments
from tax?

Pensions:
Whether you have already retired or still
have some years to retirement, moving
abroad will have an effect on your pension.
There may be options with your pension
when it matures that need to be
considered carefully to make the most of
your money if you are living in France.
This is especially relevant now that the UK
pension regulations have changed this
year.

These are only some of the main areas
where taking independent financial advice
is highly recommended and as advice is
based on each individual’s personal and
financial circumstances the advice required
is highly specialized and unique to each
individual.

Written by Jennie Poate of Beacon Global
Wealth Management.
www.bgwealth.eu
jennie@bgwealthmanagement.net

South of France Property comment
The recent addition of direct Eurostar trains from London to the south of France has
opened up properties for Brits who might not want to fly but where driving makes the
journey too onerous.
Property prices in the region since the start of the credit crunch have been held at rather
unrealistic highs - however vendors are often now taking substantial offers and reducing
asking prices in order to sell, so you may find that there are many high quality, great
value properties available.
As yet the direct Eurostar train and the implications that has for second home owners in
the region is still a new story and hasn’t impacted prices. This makes it a great time to
take advantage as an 'early adopter' as the new benefits from ease of travel from the UK
haven't yet been priced into properties along the route. Essentially this could be a unique
opportunity. You could capitalise if you have equity in UK property and want to release it
to make a full-time move in order to change your lifestyle, start a new business - or if
you're looking for a second/holiday home especially around Avignon, Uzès, Aix-enProvence and Marseille as well as Cassis and the Calanques area.
With the pound being at a good rate this is a great time to consider a purchase in France.
Plus, letting the train take the strain for your southern French journey is an attractive
proposition for guests who want to visit/rent, there are no limited on baggage on the
train, you can work on the train if you need to and it’s a comfortable way to travel with
terrific views on the way to your French property!
Commentary by: Leggett Immobililier

Ingredients
750g salmon fillet
125g chopped dill (fresh)
juice of 2 lemons
1 tablespoon wholegrain mustard
25ml brandy
sea salt
black pepper
100g Greek yoghurt

Delicious
Recipe from
Walnut Grove Cookery
School
Loire, France
Teaching
Irresisitible
French
Flavour

Take a large piece of tin foil, lay it on the bench, then cover it with a layer of cling film.
Place the salmon fillet in the middle.
Spread ½ of the wholegrain mustard over one side of the fillet, sprinkle ½ of the dill,
squeeze the juice of 1 lemon, ½ the brandy, and season with sea salt and black pepper.
Turn the salmon fillet over, and repeat the process with the remaining ingredients.
Wrap the fillet tightly with the cling film and tin foil. Leave in the refrigerator for 3 days,
turning twice a day (for the juices to be evenly distributed). Marinating time depends of
size and thickness of salmon, but marinate until the flesh is firm to touch.
When the salmon is ready, chop the salmon into 7 – 8 ml cubes, and bind in the Greek
yoghurt & the juices from marinating. Season again if needed, and serve with fresh
prawns & cucumber strips.

Click here to subscribe to the free newsletter with delicious recipes from Walnut
Grove Cookery School in France

Legend has it that the tarte tatin was a happy accident! In the 1880s at the Hotel
Tatin in Lamotte-Beuvron, France, about 100 miles (160 km) south of Paris, the sisters
Tatin were the owners and managers. Stéphanie Tatin did most of the cooking, and
overworked one day, she started to make a traditional apple pie but left the apples
cooking in butter and sugar for too long. It was too late to start again so she tried to
rescue the dish by putting the pastry base on top of the pan of apples, quickly finishing
the cooking by putting the whole pan in the oven. She cleverly turned the tart upside
down and served it. Her dish was a huge success with that day’s diners and it has never
looked back.

A true classic French
dessert, French Chef
Daniel Galmiche
adds his own touch
to the traditional
recipe to tickle your
taste buds…

Win a copy of
Daniel
Galmiche's
French Brasserie
Cook book, see
page 66

Preparation time 15 minutes,
plus chilling
Cooking time 1 hour
220g/7¾oz ready-made puff
pastry
Plain flour, for dusting
120g/4¼oz/heaped ½ cup caster sugar
40g/1½oz unsalted butter
1 rosemary sprig, leaves only, roughly chopped
3–4 apples such as Cox, Reinette or Golden Delicious, peeled, quartered and cored
Large pinch of toasted flaked almonds, plus extra for sprinkling
Crème Fraiche to serve

1. Roll out the pastry on a lightly floured surface, then cut out a circle slightly bigger than
the size of a 20cm/8in flameproof baking or tatin dish. Roll the pastry over the rolling pin
and place the pastry on a baking sheet, cover with cling film and chill for 25–30 minutes.
This will prevent the pastry from shrinking during cooking.

2. Preheat the oven to 190°C/375°F/gas 5. Melt the sugar gently in the baking or tatin
dish over a medium heat until golden brown, remove from the heat and stir in the butter.
Sprinkle about a quarter of the rosemary leaves over. Arrange the apples tightly along the
edge of the baking or tatin dish in a circle, then make smaller circles of tightly fitted
apples within this circle until the based is covered and all the apples are used. Bake in
the preheated oven for 35 minutes.

3. Remove from the oven, sprinkle the remaining rosemary and toasted flaked almonds
over the apples and place the pastry on top, pushing the edges into the dish. Return the
tin to the oven and bake for a further 20 minutes until the pastry is golden brown and
crisp.

The perfect lunch dish for autumn. It’s such a great idea for portable chicken, hence its
name. If the weather is fine, you can enjoy it as a picnic dish with a crunchy baguette and
salad. If the weather is cool, have an indoor picnic and serve with warm baguette or
jacket potato.
The chicken breasts are poached in a court-bouillon broth with garlic and thyme. The
chicken is then mixed with fresh chèvre (goat’s cheese) and artichokes and popped into
a Kilner jar with a little flavoured oil which is great for dipping your bread in. It can be
stored (once cooked) in the fridge for 1 to 2 days in the sealed Kilner jar. If you have fresh
artichokes available, use them in preference to tinned ones.

RECIPE
Ingredients:
800g chicken breasts, skinned
and boned
1 vegetable stock cube
(court-bouillon cube)
1 litre water
250ml white wine (optional)
150g fresh goat’s cheese
(discard any rind)
Fresh thyme (2 sprigs)
1 -2 garlic cloves, peeled and
crushed
Fresh ground black pepper, to
taste
Salt, to taste
4 tinned/canned artichoke
hearts, diced
80g almonds, slivered and
toasted
2 tablespoons pumpkin oil or 2 tablespoons olive oil

Directions:
1. Gently poach the chicken breasts in a saucepan with the water, into which the courtbouillon cube has been dissolved. Poach them over a low to medium heat for 12 to 15
minutes, then turn off the heat, cover the saucepan with a lid and allow to cool in the
liquid for about 30 to 45 minutes. (You can add a little white wine to the water if you
wish, reduce the amount of water to 750ml and add 250ml of white wine)
2. Once cool enough to handle, drain and cut the chicken into small bite sized pieces.
3. In a bowl, crush the fresh chèvre (goat’s cheese) with a fork, until roughly crumbled
with the leaves from the fresh thyme sprigs. Add the black pepper, salt and garlic to
taste. Mix gently. Then add the chicken pieces , chopped artichoke hearts and toasted
slivered almonds. Mix gently before adding the oil.
4. Decant the chicken salad into a clean/sterile glass jar, such as a Kilner jar, which has
an airtight lid.
5. Seal with the lid before storing in the fridge until needed, for up to 1 to 2 days. Turn
the jar upside down a few times throughout the day making sure that the oil covers the
chicken.

A La Rentree
Sometimes, it seems as if life is very quiet
indeed in my part of France – but, I can tell
you from experience, it is often a case of
knowing where to look, or being
adventurous, going for a wander and
discovering somewhere or something
memorable

that is the town hall and heard what
sounded like Pink Floyd playing a gig close
by. Drawn to the noise we wandered down
a little road and in the little square in front
of the Belle Epoque restaurant a band was
playing what was advertised as “80s Rock
Music”.

Take the last Friday in August. Just about
everyone in France is getting ready for La
Rentree - the return - to normality, work,
school or whatever it is we all did before
the summer and long, long holidays. Which
means we all want to make the most of the
weekend. As it was almost my birthday, the
Other Half took me to the little town of
Hesdin to find a restaurant – there are
plenty of choices there even though it is
quite a sleepy little village apart from
market day on Thursday. We parked in the
square in front of the 17th Century building

The restaurant staff squeezed us in just
about as they must have had most of the
population in the town there and tables
spilled out way into the square.
There was a full moon, people were dancing
on the square including old ladies in lace
shawls, it was a perfect way to end the long
hot summer we’ve had in France this year.

Wishing you all a very happy autumn....

www.charterbarge..com

Robert Pink Walking Tours of
Paris. For truly memorable
visits and to really get to
"know" the city of light with a
local guide...
www.robertpink.com
Ici Tout Va Bien, rentals and
homes for sale in Provence.
Friendly, local agent who
really knows the area and
can offer great advice.

www.ici-toutvabien.fr
Learn French in lovely Nantes, where the
real world is your classroom with:
French Window to learn French

Barinca Tours of Occitania, the
mysterious part of France

Travento.com for thousands of
holiday rentals in France. A huge
choice to suit every budget and
excellent last minute deals that really
wow!

Pilgrimage Adventure Walking tours in
France

www.barinca.fr
www.spanishsteps.com

Dealing with
specifics...

book your seat now

0 805 112 163 (No Vert)

france@blevinsfranks.com
click on the seminar area
below to register your
place through our website

What do the following
mean for you?










Monday 21 September
ANNECY
Tuesday 22 September
charbonniÈres les bains (Lyon)
Wednesday 23 September
avignon
Thursday 24 September
Castelnau-Le-Lez (Montpellier)
Monday 5 October
lorgues
Tuesday 6 October
mandelieu
Wednesday 7 October
CAHUZAC-SUR-VÈRE (Tarn)
Thursday 8 October
carcassonne
Thursday 8 October
nice
Friday 9 October
gimont (near Auch)
Friday 9 October
menton
Tuesday 20 October
saint hilaire du harcouËt
Wednesday 21 October
pontivy
Thursday 22 October
richelieu
Friday 23 October
granzay-gript (near Niort)

European Certificate
of Succession
UK Pension Freedom
French Social Charges
Automatic Exchange of
Information
Assurance Vie – They are
not all the same
Investments - Suitability
and Choices

We are holding a series of seminars
across France from September
to provide an update on these
important issues and explain the
implications for residents of France.

Blevins Franks Group is represented in France by the following companies: Blevins Franks Financial Management Limited (BFFM) and Blevins Franks France SASU (BFF). BFFM is authorised and
regulated by the Financial Conduct Authority in the UK, reference number 179731. Where advice is provided overseas, via the Insurance Mediation Directive from Malta, the regulatory system differs
in some respects from that of the UK. Blevins Franks France SASU (BFF), is registered with ORIAS, register number 07 027 475, and authorised as “Conseil en Investissement Financiers” and
“Courtiers d’Assurance” Category B (register can be consulted on www.orias.fr). BFF’s registered office: Parc Innolin, 3 Rue du Golf, CS 60073, 33701 Mérignac – RCS BX 498 800 465.
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