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Preamble

On 14 May 1608, in the fifth year of the reign of James I, a young man of (to adopt a style he would have appreciated) more wit than wealth, and yet of more wealth than wisdom, embarked from Dover on a career that was to bring him fame in his lifetime and also, eventually, to an early death, far away, at the end of a dusty road in northern India. This was Thomas Coryate, known as Odd Tom Coryate, partly because he constantly told everyone that he came from the village of Odcombe in Somerset, and partly because he was indeed odd. A minor figure on the fringe of the Court and London literary worlds, he was generally known, from King James to John Donne and the pot poets of Bankside, as an amiable, whimsical eccentric, a comical pedant wandered out of Love’s Labours Lost, who might well have said with Falstaff, ‘I am not only witty in myself, but the cause that wit is in other men’. One popular versifier, John Taylor, later mocked him:

His head was a large poudring tub of phrases,

Whence men would pick delites as boys pick daisies . . .

Admired learning took his heads possession,

And turnd his wit a wandring in progression.

(A powdering tub contained meat or fish to be salted or pickled.) What these people did not yet know was that Tom Coryate was courageous, determined, enquiring, observant, tireless, ambitious and irrepressible.

Tom Coryate was to become one of the country’s best-known travellers, travelling alone, unarmed, with little money and for much of the way on foot (and with only one pair of shoes), to visit and write about, in a way that nobody had done before, early seventeenth-century France, Italy, Switzerland, Germany and the Netherlands. He went on to become the first Englishman to take a serious interest in the plains of ancient Troy, the first to visit India out of sheer curiosity, the first European (since Alexander the Great, who went with an army) to walk all the way from the Eastern Mediterranean through Persia and Afghanistan to India. His book, Coryats Crudities (1611), some 800 quarto pages long (including some 150 pages of his father’s writings) and the size of a small brick, provides glimpses of European life in the brief period of relative peace after the cessation of hostilities between England, France, Spain and the Netherlands, and before the outbreak of the terrible Thirty Years War. His later notes (most of which were lost), scattered through Samuel Purchas’s Purchas his Pilgrimes (1625) and various pamphlets, tell of his experiences and the splendours and brutalities of life in the vast Ottoman, Persian and Mughal empires. He was a remarkable man, ‘who’, as Edward Terry, who knew him in India, wrote, ‘while he lived was like a perpetual motion, and therefore now dead should not be quite forgotten’.

Some of Tom’s characteristics – verbal facility and a gift for languages, literary ambition, irrepressible impudence – seem to have been inherited from his father, George. George Coryate was born about 1545 in Salisbury, and went to Winchester College; while there, he wrote some Latin verses addressed to Queen Elizabeth, which he nailed to the door of the Bishop’s Palace (without equalling the effect of Luther’s theses nailed to the door of Wittenberg Cathedral, but nevertheless receiving a very generous gift of £5 from the Queen). In 1560, in the usual progress for Wykehamists, he went up to New College, Oxford, where he was awarded a fellowship, and, according to Anthony à Wood in Athenae Oxonienses, became a good Latinist and addressed a poem to the Queen urging her to a prompt marriage (advice she never welcomed). In 1566, when the Queen visited the College, he even delivered a welcoming oration in Latin, which won him some praise and a purse of gold. Having taken Holy Orders, he resigned his fellowship, and became Rector of Odcombe, near Yeovil in Somerset. Here he continued a modest literary career, writing a Latin poem descriptive of England, Scotland and Ireland, and a Latin translation of the Psalms (both unpublished). He wrote some Latin verses for Lord Burghley, who sent him £2 (noblesse oblige), and an elegy on the death of Lord Pembroke: the second Earl, also Lord Lieutenant of Somerset, made him family chaplain. More verses followed, to Archbishop Whitgift, and epitaphs for the Archbishop of York and Bishop Jewel. Persistence paid off, and in 1594 he was presented to the prebendal stall of Warthill in York Minster, and awarded a moiety of the Rectory of Axminster in Devon. Despite all this, there was not a lot of money in Odcombe Rectory. It appears that he married twice, first, Henrietta Cooper, and then Gertrude (Williams?), Tom’s mother, presumably considerably younger (she outlived him by thirty-five years).

It is not certain when Tom was born: Winchester College records suggest that, like his classmates, he was born in 1579, whereas Wood says he was born in 1577; in the ‘Epistle to the Reader’ in Crudities Coryate suggests that in 1608 he was 32, and the frontispiece of 1611 claims to show him aged 35. In any case, he went up to Gloucester Hall, Oxford (now part of Worcester College), where he studied for three years. There were four terms in the year, lectures beginning at 8 a.m., with failure to attend or to make notes receiving small fines (autres temps, autres moeurs). Latin was the essential subject for study (the sine qua non, one might say) as a preparation for all careers, and occupied most of the students’ time. Latin grammar was taught on Tuesdays and Fridays, logic and rhetoric (Cicero and Quintilian, useful for future orations) on Mondays and Thursdays. Greek and Hebrew were the only other languages taught (in connection with biblical studies). Rather ungenerously, Wood admits that Coryate ‘attained by the help of a great memory to some competency in Latin, but more by far in the Greeke tongue, and humane learning’. Coryate (like about one third of students) left before taking a degree – possibly simply because the money ran out, or because it did not seem worth the extra expenditure if he were not going to enter the Church.

After this, he went home, back to Odcombe and the Rectory, apparently uncertain as to what to do with himself, apart from keeping in with the local gentry. We know some of what he did, as he wrote about it later in his second book, Coryats Crambe. (Original, seventeenth-century spelling and punctuation, in all their variety and inconsistency, are here retained in quotations – one gets used to them very quickly; with almost equal inconsistency, they are occasionally silently modernized, in the interests of easy readability.) In 1606, the funds of Odcombe Church were nearly exhausted (down to sixteen shillings), and the churchwardens (and, no doubt, his father) asked Tom to come up with a money-raising scheme,

seeing they knew that I was well acquainted in the countrye. Hereupon I resolved to muster up out of the Parish one hundred choise and able men, as were fit to beare armes in the field [Falstaff’s unlikely warriors in Henry IV, Part II, Mouldy, Shadow, Wart and Peter Bullcalf o’the Green, come shambling irresistibly to mind], and by a time limited, even the Whitson-day following, about sixe of the clocke in the morning, appointed them to meete me at Odcombe Crosse. Which they did according to my appointment, being furnished with munition for a kinde of warfare. For some of them had muskets, others Calivers [very light muskets], some Partizans [long-handled spears], some Halberts, with diversity of other weapons. Likewise we had good Martiale Musicke and military officers. I my selfe being their Captaine, was mounted upon a goodly milk-white steed.

They then marched towards the neighbouring town of Yeovil, being met by two groups,

one Masculine, and another Foeminine, which incountered us like a company of Amazones, & after there had been some two or three volleyes of shot discharged on both sides with a prettie kinde of velitation or light skirmish, we descended a hill called Henford, and entred the towne. In the market place whereof nere to the Crosse, wee had one skirmish more, but umbraticall [a shadowy representation] and imaginarie. Then I ascended an eminent and conspicuous place about the Crosse, where was erected a kind of Canopy, under the which I advanced my selfe above, and after the warlike Musicke was ended, having two or three times brandished my naked Sword, I spake this Oration following to the Evillians, and at the least two thousand people more.

Both father and son Coryate appear to have enjoyed the sounds of their own voices, and making speeches. This, Tom’s earliest recorded oration, began by urging people to spend their money here in Yeovil, hoping that they would also spend their money in Odcombe. Then followed a review of religious festivals among the ancient Greeks and Romans and early Christians (which his rustic audience must have found very improving), and a defence of the institution of church-ales (money-raising events of the kind more soberly enjoyed today) if purged of ‘drunkennesse, gluttonie, swearing, lasciviousness, with many more, which indeed I must needs confesse seeme to be the inseparable accidents and individuall adjuncts of Church-ales’ (and very much the heart of the matter, for most people there); the anti-carnivalesque sentiments Coryate expressed were not peculiar to him, but in line with the Church’s current drive for greater sobriety of behaviour. He concluded by urging everyone to sober enjoyment and spending of money ‘without any base whinching or murmuring, for the emolument of your Church’. Some time later, the people of Yeovil paid a return visit to Odcombe, only to be greeted by another oration by Coryate, this time providing his earliest recorded eulogy of his beloved Odcombe. Despite being set on ‘a hilly and sterill countrie . . . wanting many comfortable helpes of life’, Odcombe had ‘a most wholsome and pleasant ayre’ and ‘sweet and wholsome springs’, its wool being ‘so famous for the singular finenesse thereof that we dare boldly avouch, that no place whatsoever in England yeeldeth better, saving only Lemster in Herefordshire’. The church on the hill could be seen for miles around, rather like the Pharos lighthouse in Alexandria (the similarity must have been remarkable), while most important was ‘the unity and perfect love amongst our selves . . . firmly knit together in an indissoluble knot of friendship’. It is to be hoped that the visitors were impressed by all this, as Coryate had to admit that the village had nothing much to offer by way of entertainment, except the menfolk parading with their weapons (echoes of Wart exercising his caliver – ‘O, give me always a little, lean, old, chopt bald shot’). He does not report how much money was raised.

Such excitements could not satisfy for long, clearly, and Tom had to cast about among friends and acquaintances for gainful occupation. Some contacts came in useful, particularly the Phelipses of nearby Montacute House. Tom was named after Thomas Phelips, Squire of Montacute and his godfather; Edward Phelips, the youngest son, was responsible for the building of Montacute House by 1601 (Tom’s standard for judging architectural quality); both Edward and his son Robert were among the many knighted by King James in 1603. In 1604 Edward was made Speaker of the House of Commons, but, more to the point as far as Coryate was concerned, Robert was made Gentleman of the Privy Chamber Extraordinary at the newly established Court of the young Prince of Wales, Prince Henry; and Robert introduced Tom, and got him in, somehow. A Protestant activist, strong-minded, serious-minded, interested in war, foreign affairs and diplomacy, Henry grew up to control an entourage of energetic young men, remarkable, like most young courtiers, more for their wealth, liveliness and self-esteem than for seriousness and sensitivity. Here, young Tom Coryate, provincial, essentially modest and with little money, had to make his way – which he did by amusing them, with wit, wordplay and clowning, as a sort of unofficial court jester. Thomas Fuller wrote of him, ‘Prince Henry allowed him a pension [at a rate of £10 a year], and kept him for his servant. Sweetmeats and Coryate made up the last course of all court entertainments. Indeed he was the courtiers’ anvil to try their wits upon; and sometimes the anvil returned the hammers as hard knocks as it received, his bluntness repaying their abusiveness. . . . Few would be found to call him fool, might none do it save such who had as much learning as himself’ (and there would not be many of those there). Coryate had established himself, not only as a comic but also as someone to be taken notice of, remarkable and independent, with a place among them, whilst not being altogether of them.

Tom’s career as a courtier at Prince Henry’s court (or courts, for the Prince had three, at Richmond, St James’s and Nonsuch palaces, with a household of nearly 500 people) was sadly interrupted by the death of his beloved father, on 4 March 1607, at the age of 62. The death may have been sudden and unexpected, for there was no will (there may not have been a lot to bequeathe). An extraordinary episode now ensued: the funeral and interment were delayed, Wood relates, for nearly six weeks, ‘Tom, upon some design, preserving his [father’s] body from stench above ground’ somewhere unknown, possibly in a cave nearby, ‘till the 14th April following, [the body being] then buried in the Chancel of the Church at Odcombe’, at a service conducted by the new incumbent. There is no explanation for this bizarre behaviour; it may have been an attempt to delay the funeral until the money to pay for it was available; he may have wanted the service performed by his father’s successor; it may have been an attempt to postpone the new man’s occupation of the rectory. In any case, Gertrude had to get out of her home, but remained in Odcombe; Tom went off, probably back to Court and London.

A little money was available, not much, but something could be done now – perhaps had to be done. He was not really getting anywhere, so perhaps the answer was to go somewhere: to go on an extraordinary journey, alone, across Europe, well publicized at Prince Henry’s court (Henry approved of educational foreign travel) and among the chattering classes of Jacobean London, then to write it up and gain some moderate fame and fortune. A few years earlier, a professional clown, Will Kemp, seeking publicity to strengthen a wobbling career, had danced – over a period of twenty-three days – from London to Norwich, recording his exploit in a little book, Nine Daies Wonder. Performed in a Dance from London to Norwich (1600); it would be a pity if an educated, energetic and inventive young man such as Tom Coryate could not do as well, and better.

Of course, more and more Englishmen had been going to mainland Europe in recent years: some young men went to distinguished foreign universities, such as Padua or Heidelberg (Hamlet went to Wittenberg); many had gone as soldiers to the wars in northern France and the Netherlands; wool merchants set up offices in Flushing; others in the import/export business went off to the Baltic and Russia (the Muscovy Company was founded in 1553) and to the Eastern Mediterranean (Elizabeth granted the Levant Company its charter in 1581, renewed by James I in 1605). In the intervals of European wars, young gentlemen, often accompanied by tutor-guides, had started going on early versions of the European Grand Tour, to see some culture, meet foreign gentlemen and learn foreign languages before embarking on glittering careers: Sir Philip Sidney (for two years, with companion, money and letters of introduction to important people everywhere), his brother Sir Robert Sidney, Sir Henry Wotton, Sir Thomas Roe, Sir John Harrington. In 1606 Sir Thomas Palmer made a point of dedicating his Essay on . . . our Travailes into forraine Countries to Prince Henry, noting how ‘the people of Great Britain, of all other famous and glorious Nations separated from the maine Continent of the world, are by so much the more interessed to become Travailers’.

This was the sort of thing that intellectuals such as Francis Bacon approved of, as in his essay ‘Of Travel’ (published too late for Tom to have read it):

Travel, in the younger sort, is a part of education. . . . That young men travel under some tutor, or grave servant, I allow well; so that he be such a one that hath the language and hath been in the country before . . . Let diaries . . . be brought in use. The things to be seen and observed are: the courts of princes . . . the courts of justice . . . the churches and monasteries, with the monuments which are therein extant; the walls and fortifications of cities and towns, and so the havens and harbours; antiquities and ruins; libraries, colleges, disputations, and lectures, where any are; shipping and navies; houses and gardens of state and pleasure, near great cities; armories; arsenals; magazines; exchanges; burses; warehouses; exercises of horsemanship, fencing, training of soldiers, and the like; comedies, such whereunto the better sort of persons do resort; treasures of jewels and robes; cabinets and rarities; and, to conclude, whatever is memorable in the places where they go. . . . As for triumphs, masques, feasts, weddings, funerals, capital executions, and such shews, men need not to be put in mind of them; yet are they not to be neglected.

It is remarkable how much of this daunting programme, intended for future members of the governing class, Coryate managed to carry out, despite his restricted time and limited financial and social resources. The traveller Fynes Moryson put it on a higher, almost spiritual plane:

They seeme to me most unhappy, and no better than Prisoners, who from the cradle to old age, still behold the same walls, faces, orchards, pastures, and objects of the eye, and still heare the same voices and sounds beate in theire eares . . . Running water is sweet, but standing pooles stinke . . . Men were created to move, as birds to flie . . . We are citizens of the Whole World; all our Life is a Pilgrimage.

On the other hand, not everyone thought travel altogether A Good Thing. For every one who thought that travel broadens the mind, there was one who knew that the traveller changes his sky but not his mind (so why go to the expense? – though one intransigent traveller, William Lithgow, actually boasted this on the title page of his own travel book: ‘Coelum non Animum’). Sir Roger Ascham, once Queen Elizabeth’s tutor, thought it positively harmful, in exposing young men to vice, recommending that one should read Machiavelli at home, and avoid meeting Machiavellians abroad; others, not without cause, feared imprisonment by the Inquisition, or, worse, conversion to Catholicism.

Travellers were accused of falsity and pretentiousness. As Rosalind put it, in As You Like It (1599): ‘Farewell, Monsieur Traveller; look you lisp and wear strange suits, disable all the benefits of your own country, be out of love with your nativity, and almost chide God for making you that countenance that you are; or I will scarce think that you have swam in a gondola.’ Thomas Nashe in his Pierce Penniless (1592) sketches a vivid picture of such a poseur:

All Italianato is his talk, and his spade peak [beard] is as sharp as if he had been a pioneer before the walls of Rouen [besieged 1591–2]. He will despise the barbarisme of his own country and tell a whole Legend of Lies of his travels unto Constantinople. . . . You shall see a dapper jack, that hath been but over at Dieppe, wring his face round about, as a man would stir up a mustard pot, and talk English through the teeth, like Jacques Scabbed-hams or Monsieur Mingo de Mousetrap; when, poor slave, he hath but dipped his bread in wild boar’s grease, and come home again.

It was Nashe’s entertaining and aptly titled adventure story The Unfortunate Traveller (1594) that told Englishmen what to expect of the dubious characters they might expect to encounter on the other side of the Channel. Here, an exiled Englishman gives the young hero fair warning, of what all Englishmen knew:

Countryman, tell me, what is the occasion of thy straying so far out of England to visit this strange nation [Italy]? If it be languages, thou may’st learn them at home; nought but lasciviousness is to be learned here . . .

The first traveller was Cain, and he was called a vagabond runagate on the face of the earth . . . He that is a traveller must have the back of an ass to bear all, a tongue like the tail of a dog to flatter all, the mouth of a hog to eat what is set before him, the ear of a merchant to hear all and say nothing . . . Let others tell you strange accidents, treasons, poisonings, close packings in France, Spain and Italy; it is no harm for you to hear them, but come not near them.

What is there in France to be learned more than in England, but falsehood in fellowship, perfect slovenry, to love no man but for my pleasure, to swear Ah par la mort Dieu when a mans hams are scabbed? . . . Yea, and peradventure this also, to esteem of the pox as a pimple, to wear a velvet patch on their face, and walk melancholy with their arms folded. . . .

Italy, the paradise of the earth and the epicures heaven, how doth it form our young master? It makes him to kiss his hand like an ape, cringe his neck like a starveling, and play at heypass, repass come aloft [wave arms like a conjuror] when he salutes a man. From thence he brings the art of atheism, the art of epicurising, the art of whoring, the art of poisoning, the art of sodomitry. The only probable good thing they have to keep us from utterly condemning it is that it maketh a man an excellent courtier, a fine close lecher, a glorious hypocrite. It is now a privy note amongst the better sort of men, when they would set a singular mark or brand on a notorious villain, to say he hath been in Italy.

With the Dane and the Dutchman I will not encounter, for they are simple honest men, that with Danaus daughters [condemned to an eternity of collecting water in sieves], do nothing but fill bottomless tubs and will be drunk and snort in the midst of dinner.

Rosalind thought that foreign travel might be little more than a waste of time and money: ‘A traveller! By my faith, you have great reason to be sad. I fear you have sold your own lands to see other men’s; then to have seen much and to have nothing is to have rich eyes and poor hands.’

Coryate, however, would have proudly echoed Jaques’s reply: ‘Yes, I have gain’d my experience.’ There was also the hope of a modest profit.

First of all, there were formalities to go through, particularly the obtaining of a passport or licence to travel, for which one had to declare the goal, purpose and proposed length of time of one’s journey, how many servants and horses might go, and indicate the amount of money one might take out of the country. In the early seventeenth century this normally varied between £10 and £20; for further expenses people depended on ‘bills of exchange’ or letters of credit, based on a deposit with a merchant trading abroad (often a goldsmith) that could be exchanged abroad. The average expectation for a gentleman travelling in modest comfort was an annual rate of £50 to £80 a year, and up to £150 a year with a servant and horses. Such amounts were beyond Coryate’s reach, but there was one thing he could do like other travellers: ‘putting out’, a kind of travel or life insurance.

This was a practice that seems to have developed originally in the Netherlands early in the sixteenth century, when a pilgrim intending to go to the dangerous Holy Land would arrange a will-cum-contract, bequeathing a certain sum in the event of his death, on the understanding of receiving double or treble that sum if he returned alive. The traveller Fynes Moryson (1566–1630), a Fellow of Peterhouse College, Cambridge, who spent six years from 1591 travelling widely in Europe, put out £100, to be paid £300 on his eventual return; in 1595 his brother Henry put out £400 at the same rate, for his journey to Constantinople and Jerusalem, but unfortunately lost both his life and his deposit in Syria in the following year. The practice was well known, and increasingly mocked. In The Tempest (written in 1611), Gonzago refers to any untruthful traveller as ‘each putter-out of five for one’, and in Ben Jonson’s Every Man Out Of His Humour (1599) a comic character, Puntarvolo, says he is ‘determined to put forth some five thousand pounds, to be paid me five for one, upon the return of myself, my wife, and my dog from the Turk’s court in Constantinople’. Even Will Kemp claimed to have ‘put out some money to have three-fold gaine’, for tripping to Norwich. Fynes Moryson suggested that the practice was no longer respectable for gentlemen: ‘bankerouts, Stage-players and men of base condition have drawne this custome into contempt.’ Nevertheless, Tom did deposit £40 with Joseph Starre, a Yeovil linen-draper, for a bond of 200 marks (equivalent to £133 6s. 8d.), in a ‘bill of adventure’, to be paid on his return. Having said farewell to Gertrude and friends, and hidden his cash in various secret pockets (the linings of one’s belt or jerkin were generally recommended), together with some writing materials, but otherwise apparently magnificently unprepared, he was off. The Elizabethan poet Barnabe Googe probably expressed his apprehensions and hopes well enough:

O blest of God thou Pleasaunt Ile,

where welth her self doth dwell,

Wherein my tender yeares I past,

I byd thee now farewell.

For Fancy dryves me forth abrode,

and byds me take delyght

In levyng thee and raunging far,

to se some straunger syght,

And sayth I was not framèd heare

to lyve at home with eas,

But passynge foorth for knowledge sake

to cut the fomyng seas.


TWO
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Fair Stood the Wind for France

Coryate embarked at Dover at about 10 in the morning, on Saturday, Whitsun-eve, 14 May 1608. The average ferry boat or passenger boat was about 60 tons and 60 feet long, single-decked, capable of taking up to seventy passengers; supposing it avoided any cruising Dutch pirates, or even far-ranging corsair raiders from the Barbary coast, it might carry its passengers across in as few as four or five hours, or, in stormy weather, as many days. The fare was about five shillings, plus extra charges if the ship could not get into harbour, and the passengers had to be carried ashore in small boats, or by wading porters. Tom got in to Calais at about 5 that afternoon, after, as he wrote in the facetious, self-mocking style his Court and London friends expected,

I had varnished the exterior parts of the ship with the excrementall ebullitions of my tumultuous stomach, as desiring to satiate the gormandizing paunches of the hungry Haddocks (according as I have hieroglyphically expressed it in the front of my booke) with that I had superfluously stuffed my selfe at land, having made my rumbling belly their capacious aumbrie [store-cupboard].

Having arrived in Calais (in French hands for some fifty years, after two centuries of English rule), all passengers had to report to the Deputy Governor (Coryate rather regretted not meeting the Governor, who, he tells us, had a wooden leg). Coryate stayed there that night and the following day, taking the opportunity to attend a Catholic Mass, of which, as a sturdy Protestant, he found much to disapprove, ‘for I saw the Priest minister the Sacrament to the lay people under one kind only, namely that of bread, defrauding them of the Wine, contrary to the holy institution of Christ and his Apostles’. He was able to observe an unfamiliar ceremony appropriate to the day:

About the middle of their Masse there was an extreme crackling noise from a certain hollow place in the vault of the Church. This is the same place, as I take it, where they let up and downe their Bels. After the noyse there was powred downe a great deale of water, immediately after the water ensued a great multitude of Wafer-cakes, both white, redde and yellow: which ceremony was done to put them in minde of the cloven tongues that appeared that day of Pentecost to the Apostles (Acts 2) in Hierusalem.

In the church there was also an unusual ‘Doom’ wall-painting, showing Christ seated on a rainbow, ‘with the soules of the Saints and the godly on the right hand of him, and the devil on the left hand, with a gaping mouth, devouring the soules of the wicked’. While in the church he took the opportunity to copy out a memorial to an English lady; his tour was to be marked by his faithful transcription of well-nigh innumerable inscriptions in churches and public buildings: they will not appear here. (It was also his practice, whenever possible, to precede his accounts of the cities he visited with descriptive Latin verses by the fifteenth-century humanist scholar Julius Caesar Scaliger: these also will be omitted.) Coryate also described the Rice-bank Fort there, named after some shrewd business by an English sea captain in 1540, who, having captured a ship-load of rice from some Dunkirk pirates, was allowed by the Governor to keep half, which he sold and fed to the fort’s garrison in place of their usual rations, ‘whereupon the said little Fort hath ever since been called the Rice-banke, of the abundance of Rice, battered and boiled in Pottage, which at that time was eaten in it’.

Presumably having written his first notes overnight (as Fynes Moryson recommended that travellers should), Coryate walked out of Calais at about 11 o’clock, reaching Boulogne, 16 miles away, at 7 that evening (averaging 2 miles an hour; later, having got into his stride in his walking career, he would double that speed). It is perhaps worth remembering that the roads he would travel over the next five months were often little more than tracks, stony, muddy after rain, rutted and, unless they were originally Roman, often without proper foundations. Some small paintings by Jan Breughel in the Pinakothek in Munich give a fair idea of seventeenth-century roads. The earth track is hardly to be distinguished from the surrounding terrain; travellers are mostly peasants on foot, farmers’ wives carrying their baskets to market, a few carts, the occasional horseman. In winter, the holes are full of water, the horses up to their hocks, the cartwheels sunk in mud; pedestrians, shepherds and pigs have retreated to the banks beside the way. On the way, Tom saw two churches and two monasteries that had been destroyed in the recent wars; in Boulogne he was pleased to notice the first monks that he had ever seen. Early the next morning he set off for Montreuil:

A little beyond Boulogne there is a Gallowes, consisting of two goodly faire pillars of free-stone [fine-grained sandstone or limestone], where there is no Cross beame as upon our English gallowes, but that crosse beame is erected when any are hanged, and taken downe againe immediately after the execution. No [minor] offendours are hanged there, but only fellons. A little beyond that there is a place of execution made of timber, at the toppe whereof there is a wheele, whereon the bodies of murderers only are tormented and broken in peeces with certain yron instruments, wherewith they breake their armes first, then their legs and thighes, and after their breast: If they are favoured their breast is first broken. That blow on their breast is called the blow of mercy, because it doth quickly bereave them of their life. . . . Againe, a little beyond that place there is a little chappell made conduitwise, wherein is erected the picture of Christ and the Virgin Mary; there I saw three women and a man praying to that picture.

In England, felons were not publicly broken on the wheel, but Coryate would have been familiar with public hangings (there were over 1,000 annually in England and Wales); in Protestant England, such religious images had long been banned.

Just before Montreuil,

there was a Whitsuntide foole disguised like a foole [a cunning disguise], wearing a long coate, there were many severall peeces of cloth of divers colours, at the corners whereof there hanged the tailes of Squirrels; he bestowed a little peece of plate [metal], wherein was expressed the effigies of the Virgin Mary, upon every one that gave him money; for he begged money of all travellers for the benefite of the Parish Church.

At Montreuil itself, a strongly walled and guarded town, with a long history in Anglo-French fighting, he stayed overnight, leaving at 6 a.m. in a covered cart, ‘according to the fashion of the country’, and as shown in his title page; passing through the Forest of Veronne, the passengers were warned to take their swords in their hands (not that Coryate had one), as there were gangs of murderous thieves in the area, ‘that lurke under trees and shrubbes, and suddenly set upon travellers, and cut their throtes, except the true men are too strong for them. Also there are wild Bores and wild Harts in that Forrest; but we saw none of them.’ He left Abbeville at about 1 p.m. and walked to the village of Picquiny, 14 miles distant, having chatted on the way with a young friar. ‘We entered into many speeches of divers matters [in Latin; in those days, the educated throughout Europe could converse in Latin – conveniently for Coryate, who, like most Englishmen then and since, was weak on modern languages], especially of Religion, wherein the chiefest matter that we handled was about the adoration of Images.’ It was as well that the friar was ‘a very good fellow and sociable in his discourses’, as Coryate was little inclined to moderation in religious debate. Others were worse: the Scotsman William Lithgow (1582–1645, a great traveller, for whom the term ‘dour Scotsman’ might have been invented, and known in his native Lanark as ‘cut-lugged Willie’ after the brothers of a Miss Lockhart cut off his ears – it might have been worse) was proud to say that he quarrelled with his continental travelling companions because they were Catholics, and made a point of tearing garments off religious images, rather than ‘with indifferent forbearance wink at the wickedness of idolaters’. While France had been relatively relaxed since the recent improvement of relations with England, and the succession to the throne of ex-Protestant Henri IV who had granted liberty of conscience in 1598, it was as recently as 1572 that thousands of Protestants had been massacred in Paris, on St Bartholomew’s Day, and one did well to show some restraint. In Italy, one really needed to be careful: there, the Inquisition not infrequently arrested and imprisoned Protestants. In 1608 an Englishman, John Mole (or Molle), an outspoken critic of the Roman Church (and unfortunate to be employed as tutor-companion to two young aristocrats, who simply left him and moved on), was arrested by the Inquisition, eventually dying in prison in Rome, aged 80, after thirty years’ imprisonment.

Thursday 19 May Coryate spent in Amiens, staying at ‘the signe of the Ave Maria’. He was impressed by the cathedral, with its many pictures, an elaborately carved and gilded pulpit, and a large, complicated brass globe depicting the earth and stars, planets and astrological signs. The chief relic here (Protestant Coryate was fascinated by religious relics) was supposed to be the forepart of John the Baptist’s head, enclosed in gold and precious stones and kept in a crystal cabinet (but, he was told, only displayed at 6 a.m. in ‘a certaine little high Chappell’, with lots of cockle and mussel shells, beads and ‘other religious reliques’ outside the door). There was also some needlework by Carmelite nuns (to whose nunnery he had earlier been refused entry), whom he saw – again, an exotic sight for a Protestant Englishman – in church, at Vespers, ‘in two rowes opposite to each other. They wore white vailes about their heades, and blacke over the same which covered their whole body to their feete: one of these was a very beautifull woman.’ Also at Amiens he encountered his first authentic pilgrim, a bad Latinist by Coryate’s standards (‘a country Scholler in England should be whipped for speaking the like’), walking from Compostella in north-west Spain to Rome (not by an obvious route), with staff in hand, a bead chain (presumably a rosary) about his neck, and a box with a picture of the Virgin and Child. At Mont Faucon there was ‘the fayrest Gallowes that ever I saw, built upon a little hillocke . . . which consisteth of fourteene fair pillars of free-stone: this gallowes was made in the time of the Guisian massacre, to hang the Admiral of France, Chatillion, who was a Protestant, Anno Dom. 1572’. Actually Châtillon was murdered in the Louvre; his head was sent to the Pope, and his body, after it had been dragged through the streets of Paris, was hanged here, by the feet.

Coryate liked to insert stories into his travelogue, and here at Amiens, as at Calais, he had a story of the recent wars. The high point of the story was how the Spanish commander besieging the city in 1597 disguised forty or fifty soldiers as peasants, ‘with fardels upon their heads and shoulders, and pistols and daggers under their coates’. Early one morning they followed a farm cart going through the city gate, and

as soon as ever the cart was gotten under the portcullice, one of the peasants untied closely a sacke of walnuttes which he carried, and let them all fall out; and while the corps de garde which kept the gate were scrambling to gather them up, another of these disguised souldiers cuts the hairness of the horse, and so with cart and horse barricadoed and stopped the passage of the gate: and then the rest drew forth their weapons, seised upon the rest that guarded the gate, and made themselves the masters of it.

The rest of the Spanish force, previously in hiding, now entered and seized the town ‘whiles the people were at the sermon’. When the Spanish force were themselves eventually forced out, their 2,500 soldiers marched out with all their bags and baggages – 160 laden carts and ‘some thousand women of the town’. The remaining population held a celebratory Mass and sang the Te Deum.

The next afternoon he set off by coach (still not a very common form of transport in England) through Breteuil, Clermont (where there was a gibbet with a picture of a wanted man hanging from a gallows, to show what they would like to do if only they could catch him), St Leu, St Brice and St Denis, through rich and fertile country, ‘full of corne, especially rie, meadowes, pastures, wooddes, many sweete rivers, a great multitude of goodly and sumptuous houses’, arriving in Paris early in the evening of 22 May. Here he stayed in the suburb of St Germain with a French Protestant, ‘who in the civill warres fought against the Papists, and was most grievously wounded, who showed me his wounds’. In St Germain Abbey church he ‘saw a gray Frier shrift a faire Gentlewoman, which I therefore mention because it was the first shrifting that ever I saw’. He was also introduced to the famous scholar Isaac Casaubon, and talked to him about his books, which pleased the old man, who suggested, as Coryate reported at length, that someone ought to write a biography of Queen Elizabeth.

Early in his account of Paris (the first city he was able to introduce with Scaliger’s verses), he recalls the city’s Roman name, Lutetia, ‘being so called from the Latin word Lutum, which signifieth durt, because many of the streets are the durtiest, and so consequently the most stinking of all that ever I saw in any citie in my life’. Coryate was not to be the last British tourist to be sniffy about French drainage. An anonymous versifier (perhaps Sir John Suckling, whose father had written verses for Coryats Crudities) wrote in 1623 of

                                Paris on the Seine,

Its wondrous faire, but nothing cleane,

’Tis Europe’s greatest Towne:

How strong it is, I need not tell it,

For all the world may easily smell it,

That walke it up and down.

William Lithgow was even less complimentary:

Paris I confess is populous, a masse of poore people, for lacqueys and pages, a nest of rogues, a tumultuous place, a noctuall den of theeves, and a confused multitude: Where contrariwise London is adorned with many grave, prudent and provident Senators, civill, well taught, and courteous people, and absolutely the best governed City on the whole face of the earth, as well by night as by day, and nothing inferiour in quantity to it.

The second sentence is not strictly relevant here, but it is not often that one finds a Scotsman saying anything complimentary about the English, so it seemed worth preserving. However, Coryate was impressed that Paris (unlike London, which was largely built of brick and timber, or wattle and daub) was mostly constructed from ‘faire white freestone’ – the newer building, anyway – and admired a nearly completed bridge, the Pont Neuf, begun in 1599 (a few years later, the world-travelling businessman Peter Mundy (1596–1667) saw it completed, with an elaborate fountain house with a clock and carvings, ‘also the Statue of a maide cast in brasse with a buckett in her hand, wherewith she seemeth to poure out the water, which . . . by Pipes is conveyed to the Louvre or Kings house’).

Coryate described the Louvre at some length, praising the many statues, great staircases, elaborately carved and gilt roofs, particularly the main gallery, that

excelleth in my opinion, not only al those that are now in the world, but also al whatsoever that ever were since the creation thereof . . . The roofe of most glittering and admirable beauty, wherein is much antique work, with the picture of God and the Angels, the Sunne, the Moone, the Starres, the Planets, and other Celestiall signes. Yea, so unspeakably faire it is, that a man can hardly comprehend it in his minde, that hath not first seene it with his bodily eyes.

He also admired the gilding and inlaid marble at the Tuileries, where he found the garden ‘the fairest garden for length of delectable walkes that ever I saw, but for variety of delicate fonts [fountains] and springes, much inferior to the Kings garden at Fountaine Beleau’. Gardeners were busy working on a knot and herb garden, and at the end of the garden a man sang to activate ‘an exceeding fine Eccho’.

On the feast of Corpus Christi he attended Mass at Notre Dame Cathedral, itself ‘nothing so faire as our Lady Church of Amiens: for I could see no notable matter in it’. He remarked, not altogether approvingly, on the richness of the priests’ vestments (the Bishop ‘with his crimson velvet gloves and costly rings upon his fingers, decked with most glittering gemmes’), and was shocked by the way that the little boy choristers had their heads clean shaven,

for they had not a quarter so much haire left upon their heads as they brought with them into the world out of their mothers wombs, being so clean shaved away round about their whole heads that a man could perceive no more then the very rootes. A spectacle very pitifull (me thinks) to behold, though the Papists esteeme it holy.

The processions around the city streets provided more spectacle; the streets were generally ‘sumptuously adorned that day . . . from the pentices [overhanging, sloping roofs] of their houses to the lower end of the wall hanged with rich cloth of arras, and the costliest tapistry that they could provide’, whilst ‘they garnished many of their streets with as rich cupboards of plate as ever I saw in my life. For they exposed upon their publique tables exceeding costly goblets, and what not tending to pompe that is called by the name of plate. Upon the middest of their tables stood their golden Crucifixes, with divers other gorgeous Images.’ The processions, led by the Bishop and priests, were treated with great reverence:

For whereas the Bishop carried the Sacrament, even his consecrated wafer cake, betwixt the Images of two golden Angels, whensoever he passed by any company, all the spectators prostrated themselves most humbly upon their knees, and elevated their handes with all possible reverence and religious behaviour, attributing as much divine adoration to the little wafer cake, which they call the Sacrament of the Altar, as they could doe to Jesus Christ himselfe, if he were bodily present with them.

In the Abbey Church of St Denis he was able to view images of the kings of France, and the royal regalia – crowns, sceptres and crucifixes of gold, carbuncles and rubies – and tombs of marble and alabaster; also ‘one of the nayles wherewith Christ was crucified, as they affirme: that nayle I saw set in a faire peece of silver plate double gilt, at the top whereof there was a silver Theca or Sheath which contayned the nayle’. Equally remarkable were ‘an Unicornes horne valued at one hundred thousand crownes, being about three yardes high, even so high that I could hardly reach to the top of it’, and the shroud of St Denis, the patron saint of France. ‘I saw St Denis his head inclosed in a wonderful rich helmet, beset with exceeding abundance of pretious stones: but the skull it selfe I saw not plainly, only the forepart of it I beheld through a pretty crystal glasse by the light of a waxen candle’. Suckling (or anon.) was there a few years later, not overly impressed or credulous:

And to St Denis first we came

To see the sights at Notre Dame.

The man that shews them snuffles:

Where who is apt for to believe,

May see our Lady’s right-hand sleeve,

And her old pantofles. . . .

[slippers]

There is one of the Cross’s nailes,

Which whoso sees, his bonnet vailes,

[doffs respectfully]

And if he list may kneele:

Some say its false, ’twas never so,

Yet feeling it, thus much I know,

It is as true as steel. . . .

There’s one saint there has lost his toes,

Another his head but not his nose,

A finger and a thumb:

Now when we had seen these holy rags,

We went to th’inne and tooke our nags,

And so away did come.

Early on the morning of Saturday 28 May, Coryate rode out to the Palace of Fontainebleau, where the King and his family were in residence. ‘On the way my [hired] horse began to be so tiry, that he would not stirre one foote out of the way, though I did even excarnificate [make bloody] his sides with my often spurring of him, except he were grievously whipped.’ Seeing this, another man, Mr I.H., helpfully ‘tooke great paines with him to lash him’, before he ‘drew out his Rapier and ranne him into his buttocke neare to his fundament, about a foote deep very neare’. This did not greatly improve matters, and later Mr I.H. attempted to stop the copious bleeding by washing the horse, but ‘lost his labour, as much as he did that washed the Aethiopian: for the bloud ranne out afresh’. When the guide and owner discovered this, he was ‘extreame cholericke’, and in the end Mr I.H. had to buy him off with ‘sixe French crownes’ – no small amount. Coryate thought the incident worth recounting, but made no comment whatever.

At Fontainebleau, Coryate was particularly taken with the gardens (designed by Claude Mollet), remarking on the fountains, fishponds with great carp, elaborate knot gardens, large beech trees, and sculptures, particularly of Romulus and Remus with the wolf, ‘Savage men’ and Sphinxes: ‘the face of a maide, the body of a dogge, the winges of a bird, the nailes of a Lyon, and the taile of a Dragon, which was called Sphinx, according to which form these sphinges were made.’ Among the living animals in the gardens were storks (of which he was to see many more, later, in Flushing), birds reputed to cherish and feed their aged parents, even carrying them on their backs, ‘a notable example for children to follow’, and also ostriches,

such birds that (as Historians doe write of them) will eate yron, as a key
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