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THE STREETS CONVERGING TO THE GIRONDINS

74 - ttOKDEWX. . JtttH 4i 7e
XXX fmilU' tSP.- jjt

,, iT3rH ■;
rtmii! •'—»

'T*:..., 'TJ

American readers, DON’T think 
ne any more as an inhabitant of 
Mans! We could not endure its 
l climate, even for a whole winter, 
for several months, we have been 

quite comfortably settled in a tin}' house, in a quiet 
district of Bordeaux, the ancient chief-city of the 
Guyenne, the bright, lovely metropolis of South 
Western France,—the fourth town of this country 
for its riches and population, after Paris, Marseilles 
and Lyons.

I am sure you will be interested to have some 
details about it, and to see the accompanying photo 
graphs, which give you but a feeble idea of the 
animation and beauty of the town. Bordeaux is 
like a gigantic fan, displaying itself on the bank 
of the river Garonne. The most picturesque walk 
in it is along the wharfs, so gay-looking in the 
radiant sunshine of the Southern summer! The 
river is covered with ships of all sorts, the schooners 
slowly gliding, their white sails spread wide, the 
steamers throwing in the air their clouds of smoke. 
These ships are coming from all the ports of France 
and foreign countries,—England, America, Australia, 
Japan, and so on. The biggest of them are obliged 
to anchor at Pauillac, another haven nearer the. 
Ocean, but as much as 1,000 or 1,200 of them, of 
various dimensions, can easily find place here in 
the harbor and in the large wet-dock. Bordeaux 
is 96 kilometres distant from the sea, yet the tide 
is very strong on the river, and when the high 
water is coming forth, oh 1 it is a glorious spectacle 
to see all these ships dancing, their national flags 
and their signals of various colors,—these “signs,” 
the dumb language of the navy,—gaily floating in 
the air! The sailors are climbing up the masts, 
the cranes moving their long arms of iron, plunge 
them into the lowest parts of the holds, gently take 
up and lay down on the wharfs the numberless 
chests, the ladings of coal from Cardiff, the joists 
from Sweden; in return they load all sorts of goods, 
specially tuns, tuns, tuns! There are mountains of 
tuns and casks on the docks, the wine of the region, 
—the Bodeaux wine, “clairet,”—is famous, and the 
traffic of it is the principal cause of the riches of 
the town.

Opposite the river, haughtily looking down on 
its ephemeral agitation, stand beautiful, noble houses 
of ancient times, with their fronts darkened by age, 
and the imposing “doors of town.” Some of these 
doors, comparatively young,—only twice or three 
times centenarians,—are intended to ornament; some 
others, five, six or seven hundred years old, are the 
remnants of the fortifications of the place. The 
most interesting is the tower of the Big Bell. Since 
the data engraved on its side of bronze,—1592,—this 
Big Bell, the voice of the city, has only rang for 
the great events, happy or unhappy ones, the special 
blessings or the terrible mourns of Bordeaux. Some 
weeks ago, once more, for our National day, our 
Fourteenth of July, its triumphant chiming has 
soared above the town. I could not hear it, of 
course,—but I UNDERSTOOD it.

If the quays are giving the impression of riches, 
of activity, of fulness of life, to have an idea of
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aristocracy and grandeur, one must ascend the 
large staircase of stone, adorned at each side by a 
“colonne Rostrale,” a monumental lighthouse com 
manding the river. On the summit spread out the 
immense “place des Quinconces” with its beautiful 
statues and its avenues of shadowy trees. There, 
before the great Revolution, was the “Chateau Trom- 
pette” a famous prison of state where many innocents 
were walled in to suffer and to die! The Revolution 
caused the sinister fortress to be pulled down. On 
its spot, little children are now laughing and play 
ing with the sand. A grandiose monument, the 
most splendid of Bordeaux, is dedicated there to the 
memory of the Girondins. The Girondins were the 
deputies of the town and country of the National 
Assembly of Paris, during the Revolutionary period. 
They were very mighty and popular at one time, 
but, having tried to repress the bloody excess of 
the Government, and to establish freedom and jus 
tice, they were condemned to death and died heroi 
cally on the scaffold.

Their monument consists of a column, sur 
mounted with a winged figure of Liberty, holding in 
her hands the broken chains of slavery and the 
palms of victory.
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When the sun is setting behind the column, 
this ethereal figure detaches itself on to the glory 
of golden and purple, and seems a triumphant soul 
taking its flight to Heaven! At the foot of the 
column, two groups of bronze statues symbolize, 
in a mythological way, the victories of good over 
evil, of learning over ignorance, of peace over civil 
war.

They are in reservoirs of water, and, on feast 
days, they become springs and waterfalls, like the 
groups in the Versailles basins. All around the- 
monument magnificent streets are converging, so 
that one may have a view of it from all parts; 
it is beautiful scenery indeed. Not far from there 
is the Theatre, another celebrated building; then the 
greatest and most crowded streets of Bordeaux, 
such as the Cours de lTntendance, the Alleys de 
Tourny, the Rue Ste Catherine, with their fascinat 
ing shops, nearly as brilliant as the Paris ones! In: 
fact, Bordeaux is often named the “Paris of the- 
South-West!”

It would need a full issue of the Wo r k e r  to des 
cribe, as they deserve to be, the Museums of Bor 
deaux, its public gardens, its statues, monuments, 
fountains, etc. I can only mention the romantic- 
old remnants of the Gallien palace, an arena built 
by the Emperor Gallien in the third century, and’ 
which could seated 15,000 spectators.

The churches of Bordeaux are numerous, some of 
them of great historical value, and all very interest 
ing. Two of them, the lovely Ca+hedral St. Andrew, 
and St. Michel church, have quite an extraordinary 
peculiarity. Their bell-towers, instead of being 
raised upon them, are built on the ground by their 
side! The first of them, the Prey-Berland tower, 
was erected in 1429, and the other, the St. Michel 
tower, as far back as 1365! This one is 109 meters 
high, and very strange-looking. Nobody knows 
exactly the reason that inspired these unique speci 
mens of architecture.

Bordeaux has over 300,000 inhabitants, to whom 
must be added the numberless French and foreign 
sailors, travellers and visitors, persons on their way 
to the famous pilgrimages of Lourdes, to the moun 
tains Pyrenees, to the seaside resorts of the Ocean, 
and to the wintering places of Pau, Biarritz and' 
Arcachon. English tourists are in the majority. Do 
they all know that the town, for 300 years, belonged 
to England? Eleonore d’Aquitaine brought it in 
marriage in 1154 to Henry Plantagenet, and it re 
turned to the Kingdom of France only in 1453!' 
There are in the city an English church, and a 
Sailor’s Rest Home for the English and Americans.

Among all the people that mingle in Bordeaux, 
there is one,—MY people, that also hold a great 
place in the town, the deaf and dumb people. Of 
this, dear readers I intend to speak to you fully ini 
my next article. Yv o n n e Pit r o is ,

90, rue de Marseilles, Bordeaux.

In the minds of most men, the kingdom of opin-- 
ion is divided into three territories,—the territory- 
of yes, the territory of no, and a broad, unexplored? 
middle ground of doubt.—James A. Garfield.


