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			Praise for When the United States Spoke French

			Finalist, 2015 George Washington Book Prize

			“A fascinating account of French involvement in the economic and cultural life of the young American Republic . . . Mr. Furstenberg has the vision to encompass a broad pageant in this splendid book, which combines erudition and great flair.”

			—The Wall Street Journal

			“Furstenberg begins with a lush social and cultural history of French influences in Philadelphia. . . . The book’s second half explores political intrigue, highlighting the transnational competition for control of the vast western territory of the North American continent. The Americans ultimately won that contest, and thanks to Furstenberg’s riveting history, we now have a better idea why.”

			—Publishers Weekly

			“Furstenberg’s portrait of Philadelphia in the 1790s, when the city was the seat of the new federal government, offers intriguing new perspectives on the history of the early republic. . . . Furstenberg achieves a truly original interpretation of how the U.S. weathered the fraught decade to become, with the Louisiana Purchase, a continental rather than merely a coastal country. A fine combination of social and political history, Furstenberg’s well-written work will fascinate American history buffs.”

			—Booklist

			“Furstenberg opens a window into a lost world of glittering Philadelphian dinner parties, rough backwoodsmen speaking French, and homesick émigrés. It’s a fascinating portrait of the diplomatic intrigue between France and England for power and position, with the United States displaying a disconcertingly astute aptitude for playing them off against each other. When the United States Spoke French is essential reading for understanding the complex relationship between France and the United States that, to this day, endures.”

			—The Seattle Times

			“A fascinating examination of the United States at a pivotal moment in history that is as broadly sweeping and narratively captivating as a historical novel.”

			—The (Johns Hopkins University) Gazette

			“Furstenberg expands the historical outlook of the eighteenth century’s great upheavals and shows the global effects of the Enlightenment. The author studies five former members of the French Assemblée Constituante who became refugees in Philadelphia. . . . Though they were here to escape and to advance their personal fortunes, along the way, they helped the young country survive. . . . [When the United States Spoke French is] a bright, absorbing account of a short period in history that still resounds today.”

			—Kirkus Reviews

			“If you surrender yourself to Furstenberg’s intricate narrative, the result is among the most engrossing stories of how people respond and react to the historical changes swirling around them that I’ve read in a long while.”

			—The Junto

			“By recovering the lively stories of five refugees in America, François Furstenberg brilliantly illuminates a republic suspended between immediate vulnerability and immense future potential. When the United States Spoke French vividly reveals a new nation enmeshed, for both better and worse, in international webs of intrigue, war, and finance. It’s a dazzling tale presented by a gifted historian.”

			—Alan Taylor, Pulitzer Prize–winning author of The Internal Enemy and William Cooper’s Town

			“François Furstenberg is one of the most talented writers of history at work today. In When the United States Spoke French, he explores a forgotten and absolutely fascinating piece of American history: the formation of an influential French exile community in Philadelphia during the French Revolution. It is a story told with panache and teeming with eccentric characters and odd coincidences. But it is also something more. By showing the importance of the French community to what was the most important city in the United States, Furstenberg brilliantly illuminates the way the American Republic first learned to interact with the wider world.”

			—David A. Bell, Princeton University; author of The First Total War

			“François Furstenberg brilliantly weaves tales of French emigrés in Philadelphia into a vivid account of the emergence of the United States in the midst of global war. With a welcome attention to the personal as well as the public, Furstenberg takes us into an inchoate world in which violence and civility, greed and idealism, slavery and freedom flourished simultaneously. His book is the best account we are ever likely to have of the tangled networks of trans-Atlantic adventurers and land speculators whose relentless pursuit of fame, fortune, and the glorious cause of liberty defined the era of the French Revolution in North America.”

			—Andrew Cayton, author of Love in the Time of Revolution
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			STRANGE REUNIONS: AN INTRODUCTION

			For affliction does not come from the dust,

			nor does trouble sprout from the ground,

			Yet man is born to trouble, as the sparks fly upward.

			JOB 5:6–7

			Revolutionary sparks, set off by the great explosion in France, fly upward. Most fall in Europe. Some, carried west by the trade winds, fall in the Caribbean and set off dry kindling. Others land deep in the North American forests. A few, following the gentle breezes drifting along the American coast, float up the Delaware Bay to Philadelphia.

			Just past noon on Thursday, May 22, 1794, Médéric-Louis-Élie Moreau de Saint-Méry, a former revolutionary leader of Paris, walks along a Philadelphia street. He recently fled France along with his family, chased out by threats of arrest and imprisonment, and is now on his way to New York to take a job. The trip takes him through Philadelphia, where he lingers a few days to tour the new capital. Leaving the U.S. House of Representatives, he’s on his way to see the presidential mansion when a horse-drawn carriage bears down on him, two seemingly agitated men inside. Moreau is nearsighted and can’t see who’s in the carriage, but the passengers seem to be waving. As the carriage approaches one man jumps out and pulls Moreau into a big hug while the second emerges more gingerly, lifting out his leg. At last, Moreau recognizes them: Bon-Albert Briois de Beaumetz and Charles-Maurice de Talleyrand-Périgord, two of France’s most prominent aristocrats, both from the noblest of French families, and both, like Moreau, former leaders of the French Revolution. All of them had served in the Assemblée constituante, the legislative body that governed France from 1789 to 1791 and drafted the first constitution in French history, replacing the system of royal absolutism with a constitutional monarchy.

			“What joy!” Moreau exclaims. “What happiness! What multiplied embraces!”

			Upon their “rapturous meeting,” the three go to eat. Moreau’s enthusiasm is unabated: “What a dinner! How many things to tell one another after two and a half years! What a wealth of detail to hear and to communicate!”

			Afterward, they set off to visit other acquaintances, including Louis-Marie, vicomte de Noailles, another aristocratic Frenchman from one of France’s great families who had also been an early leader of the French Revolution, a constituant, or member of the Constituent Assembly—and who, like them, now found himself a refugee in Philadelphia.1

			—

			SIX MONTHS LATER, in November 1794, François-Alexandre-Frédéric, duc de La Rochefoucauld-Liancourt, yet another descendant of one of France’s noblest families, a leader of the French Revolution, and also a former constituant, has just disembarked from the Pigou, the ship that carried him across the Atlantic. He is melancholic, “dejected in spirits,” depressed from the terrors he’s fled and the family left behind. Now safely on land, he has found lodgings at the Philadelphia City Tavern. It’s a terrible choice for someone who might wish to remain inconspicuous: the City Tavern’s coffeehouse serves as the gathering place and informal stock exchange for the local merchant community; nowhere in Philadelphia does information circulate more rapidly. Soon the word is out. Talleyrand, hearing about his friend’s arrival, rushes over to greet Liancourt. They embrace. After a brief chat about their new country, Talleyrand leaves his exhausted friend to a night of rest—his first on land in over two months.
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				The southeast corner of Third and Market Streets, Philadelphia, circa 1800.
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					Second Street, north of Market Street, Philadelphia, circa 1800.

				

			

			The next morning, after breakfast, Liancourt returns Talleyrand’s visit, and the two head off to see Théophile Cazenove, a Franco-Dutch banker with the resources to employ a French chef, with whom Talleyrand eats most of his meals. Later, they meet Noailles before going to find Moreau, who has by now established himself as a bookseller, his shop having become a meeting point for the French community in Philadelphia.2

			—

			ROUGHLY A year later, in late 1795 or early 1796, Constantin-François de Chasseboeuf, comte de Volney, the Enlightenment author, traveler, philosopher, and politician—yet another former constituant—is planning a dinner party. He is expecting twenty guests, including Louis-Philippe, duc d’Orléans, who will become the king of France in 1830, but is for now living in exile with his brothers in a small house just around the corner. In another time, another place, Volney attended the “grand dinner” that Liancourt hosted weekly in apartments in the Tuileries Palace, where dozens of constituants would meet to debate politics and reform in those heady days in early 1790. Volney’s Philadelphia party will be just a shadow of that former brilliance; still, he would like something a little special for the occasion. He heads to the pâtisserie recently established by Marino, a chef formerly employed by a French aristocrat, who shares his former employer’s royalist sympathies. Volney, who is considered something of a radical by his friends, places an order for a “pâté bien soigné,” made of the rarest and most delicate ingredients, the kind of dish that would have been impossible to find in Philadelphia a few years earlier. The food, the price—everything is arranged; the chef just needs a name and an address for delivery. Only then does he discover his customer’s identity.

			“Volney!” the chef bursts out in anger. “Volney! . . . Volney!”

			It is, according to a witness, “superb to see; one could have painted the scene: his cotton cap on his head, his white apron folded over, and a huge knife at his belt. Suddenly leaving his casserole, his charcoal oven still burning, he began to shout in a thunderous voice, trembling with indignation: ‘Get out of here, misérable, get out of my kitchen, damned atheist . . . damned revolutionary.’”

			“Thus,” concludes the amused witness, “I saw the very famous, too famous, monsieur Chasseboeuf de Volney enter and leave the most famous pâtissier of Philadelphia.”3

			—

			ONE EVENING in late 1795 or early 1796, around eight o’clock, Moreau is sitting in the private office in his bookstore on the corner of Front and Walnut Streets, behind the warehouses that line the Delaware River, when Talleyrand wanders in. The two begin to chat. Eventually, inevitably, their thoughts turn to home, and the two old friends discuss “France’s past fate, its present state, and finally what we thought of its future.” It’s a typical soirée, and it plays out like many others: “There alone and without interruption (except when Beaumetz, Talon, Blacons, Noailles, Volney, Payen de Boisneuf, Demeunier, Boilandry, were with us all together or separately) we opened our hearts to one another, we poured out our feelings; and each of us knew the other’s most intimate thoughts.” The night passes “in these delightful confidences” until it’s time to eat. Talleyrand is not hungry; he sips Madeira (which he proclaims “excellent”) while Moreau sups on rice and milk cooked on the stove in his bookstore. On other nights, they eat with Moreau’s family, when Blacons, Beaumetz, and La Colombe often join in: “Gaiety reigned constantly at our reunions, where we often amused ourselves by playing jokes, particularly when Blacons jestingly ‘Monseigneured’ Talleyrand, who revenged himself by cuffing him.” As often happens, the friends don’t notice how late it’s gotten until Moreau’s wife comes in to chase them off. Talleyrand complies, but “having got as far as the little yard at the foot of my stairs,” he sneaks back in to continue the party until Madame Moreau, exasperated, comes back to berate him: “Tomorrow you will play the sluggard in your bed until noon; but promptly at seven o’clock in the morning your friend must get up and open his shop.” Chastened, Talleyrand finally limps home to bed, letting Moreau get some much-needed sleep.4

			—

			THESE MEN, drifting across the Atlantic like so many sparks, had all landed in Philadelphia. They would make the city their home during the mid-1790s, as the fires set off by the great explosion in France burned at their brightest, with French armies pouring across Europe, naval warfare battering the Caribbean, slaves rising up in Haiti, and émigré refugees fleeing the Continent.

			Liberal reformers all, these unlikely nomads had grown up in the courts of Versailles and the glamorous salons of Paris’s hôtels particuliers. The ideas of Enlightenment theorists had fired their imaginations, and as the French Revolution began in that fateful summer of 1789 they launched themselves into the reforms of French ancien régime institutions. It was a hopeful time; everything seemed possible. The most powerful and corrupt monarchy of Europe had fallen to its knees before a revolutionary new power. History seemed to have turned a sharp corner. The promises made by the eighteenth century’s philosophes were finally at hand: the power of individuals to remake themselves and their world was at last being realized.

			Soon, however, events took on a power of their own. Those who had thought to shape not just their own destinies, but the fate of millions, lost control of the world they had made. They fought to stay the course of the Revolution, and, in the inimitable words of Jean-Antoine-Nicolas de Caritat, marquis de Condorcet, “return it to the slow and soft action of the Enlightenment.” But their time had passed. And so they were chased off, out of France, out of Europe, and all the way to Philadelphia.5
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				Gilbert Stuart painted this grand portrait of his friend Noailles while the two lived in Philadelphia in 1798. Noailles is portrayed on the hill in the foreground and also seen riding in the background at the head of a group of soldiers.

			

			Noailles was, like his brother-in-law, the marquis de Lafayette, a son of the French nobility, and a liberal who had fought in the American Revolution. In 1779 he led a division of soldiers at the Siege of Savannah, at which free colored troops (gens de couleur) from the French Caribbean colony of Saint Domingue fought alongside regular American and French forces. At Yorktown in 1781, it was Noailles who represented the French government at Cornwallis’s surrender. During the war, he and Alexander Hamilton became fast friends and remained so for many years after. Dashing and handsome, he was a central figure in the court life of the 1780s, and a frequent dance partner of Marie-Antoinette’s. When the French Revolution broke out, he served in the French Assemblée constituante, where he became one of the leading liberal voices, serving as its president during the famous days of August 1789. A maréchal in the army when war broke out between France and Prussia, he fled to England in 1792 before moving to the United States a year later. He remained in the United States for nearly a decade, much longer than most of his compatriots, where he threw himself into Philadelphia society, and into various speculative schemes to rebuild his fortune.
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				Portrait of Talleyrand painted during his time in Philadelphia by James or Ellen Sharples.

			

			Talleyrand also descended from one of France’s noblest families. Only, perhaps, in ancien régime France could a person of his temperament and behavior have ascended as high in the hierarchy of the Catholic Church as he did. Irresistibly charming but notoriously venal—Talleyrand “would sell his soul for money,” the great French politician Honoré-Gabriel Riqueti, comte de Mirabeau, once said, “and he would be right, for he would be exchanging dung for gold”—he served as the bishop of Autun and then agent général du clergé de France (administrator of Church finances). He also speculated actively on the Paris bourse, or stock exchange, as a disciple of the Anglo-Swiss financier Isaac Panchaud. When the Revolution began in 1789, he became a leading voice of reform in the Assemblée constituante, which elected him president in February 1790. Fleeing Paris in 1792, he spent two years in England before being expelled in 1794, and fleeing again, this time to the United States. He arrived impatient and restless, launching himself into Philadelphia society, exuberant land speculations, and an extended set of travels through the American backcountry.6

			
				
					[image: Art_4_Liancourt_by_Peale_bw.tif]
				

				Charles Willson Peale painted this miniature portrait of Liancourt—who was forty-seven years old when he arrived in the United States—during his stay in Philadelphia.

			

			Liancourt was probably the most eminent of the refugees by the standards of ancien régime France; certainly he’d been the richest. At Versailles, he’d served as master of the garde-robe of Louis XVI—among the most envied titles in France. An agricultural reformer in his vast estates, a founder of schools, hospitals, and prisons, and maréchal de camp in the French military, Liancourt was elected to the Estates General in 1789, where he sat with the liberal minority. He joined the great constitutional reforms, and rose to become president of the Assemblée constituante on July 18, 1789. In 1792 he fled to England—his cousin, the more famous duc de La Rochefoucauld-d’Enville, chose to stay in France, and died at the hands of Paris mobs that same year—where he remained until the British Aliens Act exiled him again. He arrived in Philadelphia in November 1794, at the age of forty-seven, deeply melancholic from his incessant travels and his persistent exile. “I am sad, and write. Another day gone,” he remarked in his diary a few months after his arrival. Although pleased to be reunited with his friends, he bounced around the city numbly, with his adopted dog Cartouche at his side, the days passing as though in a dream: “If I let my disposition drive me, I would not go out for many days. For what purpose? To whom am I useful, or even pleasant?” An inveterate reformer, he occupied his time in Philadelphia studying the prisons, as though previewing Alexis de Tocqueville’s journey some forty years later, and published a summary of his observations with Moreau’s press. He eventually gathered the energy to travel beyond the confines of Philadelphia, and spent long months touring the American backcountry.7
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				Gilbert Stuart painted this portrait of Volney, represented here in his capacity as writer and backwoods philosopher, while the two of them lived in Philadelphia.

			

			Volney was an Enlightenment philosopher and a traveler. As a twenty-year-old just arrived in Paris from the provinces, he quickly gained a reputation so impressive as to get himself invited to Madame Helvétius’s famous salons, where he met Benjamin Franklin and other prominent liberals. In 1782 he left for Syria and Egypt, where he traveled for three years, returning to publish an account, his Voyage en Syrie et en Égypte, in 1787. When the Revolution broke out, he was elected a deputy from the Third Estate representing Anjou and sat in the Assemblée constituante. Volney was on the verge of being sent to the United States as consul when a sudden change in the government led instead to his arrest and ten months’ imprisonment. Released in 1794, he taught for a year before leaving France in July 1795. While in the United States, he was based in Philadelphia, where locals remembered him as “a man of proud spirit and sour temper . . . lofty and morose nature.” Ever the traveler, he soon set off on extensive tours through the continental interior.8

			Moreau was born in Martinique, studied law in Paris, and then established himself in Saint Domingue, where he married into a planter family and took detailed notes on the geography, life, and slave culture of the island. In 1788 he returned to Paris, where he became a revolutionary leader and, in 1789, president of the electors of Paris, before being elected to the Constituent Assembly. Fleeing in November 1793 with his wife and two children, he endured a four-month transatlantic journey so grueling that the once chubby Moreau lost fifty-two pounds. Finally, blessedly, they landed in Norfolk, Virginia, in March 1794. By October Moreau and his family had established themselves in Philadelphia, where the former lawyer and planter opened a bookstore, selling books, stationery, and supplies, and published French-language books and a newspaper. He became a pillar of the important French-speaking community in Philadelphia, bridging the worlds of French and Saint Domingue refugees, serving as a hub for the circulation of information and various French goods. Moreau used his time in Philadelphia profitably, soliciting comments on his manuscript about Saint Domingue, before publishing the monumental two-volume Description topographique, physique, civile, politique et historique de la partie française de l’isle de Saint-Domingue at his own press in 1797. The only non-aristocrat of the group, the prickly Moreau seems to have compensated for his lower social status by being, as Liancourt put it in his diary, “boringly vain,” speaking about himself “all day, as he does every day”—even at one point taking two pistols from his home and tracking down a French count who had insulted him to threaten him with a duel.9
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				James Sharples painted this pastel portrait of Moreau de Saint-Méry in 1798, shortly before Moreau returned to France.

			

			—

			WHEN THE French Revolution broke out, these men had been among its leaders. In the tradition of French lights like Montesquieu and Voltaire, they had been Anglophiles, convinced of the superiority of the British monarchy and balanced constitution. They believed in free trade abroad, education at home, and the promotion of scientific agriculture. When rebellion broke out in Britain’s American colonies they threw their support behind the budding revolution; one even traveled across the Atlantic to serve in the war. They were friends and admirers of Franklin and Jefferson, and they socialized in the same Paris circles. They admired the new republic gradually emerging on the Atlantic’s western shores, which seemed to them a rough manifestation of the Enlightenment ideals they’d promoted at home—and which, in the late 1780s, seemed poised to regenerate France.

			Amid the euphoria that followed the convocation of the Estates General and the fall of the Bastille in July 1789, these men threw themselves behind the Revolution. It was finally happening: all the ideas that had electrified conversations in cafés, salons, Masonic groups, and scientific societies; that had crowded innumerable columns of newspapers, encyclopedias, almanacs, and journals; all that Enlightenment politics had taught the world could now, at last, come to be. They refused to follow the first wave of royalist émigrés like the king’s brother, the comte d’Artois, staying instead to dismantle the sclerotic institutions of ancien régime France. It was Noailles who presided over the Assemblée constituante on August 4, 1789, when feudal privileges were abolished, bringing down the first pillar of the tottering ancien régime. Two months later, it was Talleyrand who pulled down the second pillar, when on October 10 he brought forward a motion to nationalize Church lands in France. And the Old Regime collapsed.

			By the time the new constitution took effect in September 1791, however, events had overtaken the constituants’ vision for their nation. Reactionary aristocrats had established themselves in Prussia, Austria, and various Italian republics, where angry monarchs warned darkly of war against France. King Louis XVI had attempted to flee France that summer, apparently to join the Revolution’s enemies abroad. The move was criticized roundly: “the bad proposition to go to Varennes,” Noailles would later describe it in his choppy English, “leaving before the National assembly the fatal writing which led to doubt of his faith.”10 France’s fragile new institutions could not keep the growing political tensions in check, and the constituants found it impossible to reconcile their duty to the king with their liberal values. The center could not hold. By the end of 1791 suspicion reigned on all sides, and French political life was becoming more violent. As the center of gravity of French politics shifted left, the momentum slipped from the hands of reformers to those of revolutionaries. In mid-1792 King Louis XVI was arrested and later put on trial. In August, crowds in Paris invaded the Tuileries Palace, overthrowing the monarchy. The National Legislative Assembly declared war against Prussia, which responded by invading France in September. When news of the French defeat at Verdun arrived in Paris in early September 1792, the reaction was swift and severe: clerics and aristocrats suspected of loyalty to the king and subversion of the Revolution were executed in what later became known as the “September Massacres.” Squeezed from all sides—from radicals on the left and reactionaries on the right—the liberal aristocrats fled.

			And so the five Frenchmen—Liancourt, Moreau, Noailles, Talleyrand, and Volney—ended up in Philadelphia. Some, like Moreau, came directly to the United States—though he and his family had to tread carefully, obtaining passports with the help of friends, and posing as foreigners in case a French or British ship should stop them. Others, like Noailles, Talleyrand, and Liancourt, went first to England, where they lived for a few years before the British Aliens Act of 1793 pushed them across the Atlantic. Once they were in the United States, Philadelphia seemed like a natural place to stop: though puny compared with Europe’s great cities, it was the closest thing the country had to a European metropolis. It was the nation’s capital, the home of the wealthiest merchants and financiers, and the country’s principal port, with well-established trading connections to France and French colonies. It was there that they were most likely to feel at home. Neither they nor their new compatriots knew what, exactly, they were doing in the United States. Some thought they were just killing time, others thought they had come to make money, and still others thought they were spying for France as it sought to reestablish an empire in North America.

			As we will see, none of those suspicions was wrong.

			—

			THE FRENCH émigrés came to America at a time when the United States was nothing like the global power it is today. It takes a leap of imagination to picture the country as it was then: weak and fragile, a collection of thirteen states huddled along the Atlantic coast, riven by internal divisions, continually under siege by Native and foreign powers. Today, the United States is a continental nation; back then, for all practical purposes, its sovereignty extended from the Atlantic coast to the Appalachian Mountains, with a few fingers jutting out into Kentucky and Tennessee. Native Americans controlled most of the area west of the Appalachians, supported by a complicated set of diplomatic and military alliances with the British in the Great Lakes and the Spanish in Louisiana and Florida. Politically, Americans were bitterly divided. Roughly half the population had opposed the new constitutional government, which they perceived as a betrayal of the values for which they had fought a revolution. Socially, the nation was even more split: angry debtors in the backcountry continually threatened rebellion against their creditors among the urban merchant elite, and their debts only seemed to grow with the persistent deflation of the 1780s. Economically, the nation was essentially insolvent, incapable of paying back the European creditors who had financed the Revolution, and unable to raise funds on international capital markets. Revolutionary soldiers paid in Continental currency found themselves with stacks of paper worth pennies on the dollar. The situation, in short, couldn’t have been more precarious.

			It was in this context that the French Revolution broke out in 1789. It was an explosion of world-historical proportions, shattering social structures, reshaping nations, pulling down empires, and unleashing global warfare on an unprecedented scale. At first, the French Revolution seemed like a validation of the American experiment: Europe’s most powerful monarchy had suddenly fallen—manifesting, it seemed to many Americans, the political values they had affirmed a decade earlier. But before long, the French Revolution would pose the most serious challenges to the young United States. Soon after France proclaimed itself a republic in 1792, war broke out across Europe, and then spread to the Americas, where the world’s mightiest navies battled one another in the Caribbean and off the coast of the United States. The bitter warfare led to a great slave insurrection in Saint Domingue, followed by the abolition of slavery across France’s Caribbean colonies and the United States’ most important Caribbean trading partner. With U.S. commerce imperiled and public opinion firmly on the side of the country’s republican ally, government officials faced the danger that their new and fragile nation would be dragged into a global conflict even as, closer to home, the slave regime on which half of the country’s economy depended threatened to collapse. The nation was in no condition to survive such seismic shocks.

			But the United States did not disintegrate. By the time the Napoleonic Wars ended in 1815 the country not only had emerged whole but was also set firmly on the course to continental and eventually global power. The country controlled two million square miles of land, its sovereignty extending not just to the Mississippi River but clear across the continent to the Rocky Mountains. Neither British, nor Spanish, nor French, nor Native American power threatened its sovereignty. Politically, the country would never be more united. Financially, the United States had established itself as creditworthy, drawing in capital from financial centers across Europe.

			These characters and their experiences will offer new insight into some of the elements of that remarkable transformation. On the simplest level, of course, this is a story about a small group of elite men. But one can’t understand the lives of these men without taking their world into account, for theirs are lives that take us from the noisy parliamentary halls of revolutionary France, through the neoclassical salons of London, across the Atlantic into the dirty streets of Philadelphia and the elegant parlors of the city’s elite salonnières, down the coast into sweltering cane fields in Haiti set alight by insurgent slaves, across the Gulf of Mexico and up the muddy waters of the Mississippi River deep into the forests of the Ohio valley controlled by Native Americans—and then back again. By seeing it all through the eyes of our characters, the remarkable transformations of the United States in its early years will emerge in a different light, as will the connections between those transformations and larger events in the Atlantic world. Their stories will show us some of the ways that ideas, cultural influences, politics, and capital all moved across the Atlantic and back again, and how the three great revolutionary movements of the eighteenth century were intertwined.11

			The émigrés’ time in America mostly took place from 1793 to 1798. These were also some of the most momentous years of Atlantic history: when France executed its king, when war between Britain and France broke out, when slaves in Saint Domingue (later Haiti) broke their chains and won their emancipation, when Native Americans won and then lost control of the Ohio valley, when the United States established itself as a neutral power and gained the right to Mississippi River trade. The picture that emerges here is of a country entangled with the French Revolution and the French Atlantic more broadly. We will find an American capital city that might seem unfamiliar: awash with French people, French goods, and French culture. We will see how social and family networks structured the world of the late eighteenth century, and constituted one way the United States connected to the larger Atlantic world. We will encounter European capital flooding into the United States during the wars of the French Revolution, serving a critical role in developing the U.S. backcountry and consolidating the nation’s hold on its contested frontiers. And we will see how the United States very nearly lost control of the trans-Appalachian West in the wake of French schemes and ambitions in the Mississippi valley during the 1790s.12

			This portrait of the early American Republic departs from historical accounts that have too often set U.S. history apart from that of the rest of the world, as though it existed in a cocoon, sheltered by the oceans on either side of the continent. By highlighting the international dimensions of early American history, these émigrés and their stories help deprovincialize the history of the early Republic and connect it to the larger forces reshaping the Atlantic basin—war and revolution, slavery and abolition, trade and commerce. Although the so-called Federalist period is often understood through the lens of nation formation, from the émigrés’ perspective it looked quite different. The United States was enmeshed in a multi- or perhaps pre-national world centered around the movement of people, goods, and capital. Despite its political independence, the country turned resolutely outward: toward Europe, toward the Caribbean, and toward the outer edges of its continental frontiers. It was linked to those distant places by financial connections, social networks, and a continuous flow of goods across oceans, seas, lakes, and rivers. From the émigrés’ perspective, the early United States looked less like its own country than a far outpost of European empire and European capitalism.

			This account would not be possible without the insights offered by an immensely rich and ever-growing body of scholarship that in recent years has transformed the way historians understand the history of early America. During the past generation, many historians have worked to situate the British colonies and the United States in a broader, “Atlantic” context, while others have pushed even further, locating the United States in its broadest global setting. Led by some of the profession’s most eminent historians—and no doubt pushed along by the contemporary wave of globalization that has reshaped our own world—a great outpouring of scholarship on Atlantic and global history has reshaped the way scholars think about the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries, when Europe spread across the ocean to dominate the Atlantic littoral and create empires deep in the continental interior.13

			The chapters that follow engage not just with the most recent scholarship, however, but also with an older historiography, some of which now dates back more than a century, and is too often spurned by historians today. The subject of land speculation and European diplomacy in the Mississippi valley leads back, almost inevitably, to historians like Frederick Jackson Turner, Charles Beard, Thomas Perkins Abernethy, Arthur Preston Whitaker, and Paul Wallace Gates: scholars of the Progressive school who told grand tales of frontier democracy fitfully emerging in the face of Eastern elite hostility and expanding across the continent. They took a keen interest in the interplay between section and nation, geography and politics. They emphasized the importance of migration and trade, empire and warfare. They saw the Old Northwest as a great crossroads, a kind of continental Mediterranean, which had connected peoples and empires throughout the centuries, a region knit together by trade networks among Americans, French, Spanish, British, and dozens of Native American nations. And ultimately they saw in the great Mississippi valley the linchpin of American history, and recounted a tale of the U.S. conquest of that territory in the face of European and Native American resistance as a critical turning point.

			For all their insight, however, the Progressives clung to a Manichaean view of American history. Theirs were stories of virtue against greed, liberty against tyranny, principle against power. Noble settlers battled venal speculators, failed repeatedly, and then rose, phoenix-like, to create new and more egalitarian societies. Liberty and democracy were the stakes of these epic battles, not just for a continent but for the world. Although that scholarship is often set aside today—rightly criticized for its limited conception of democracy, its inattention to Native Americans and slaves, and its naive vision of backcountry egalitarianism—the Progressives nevertheless offer penetrating observations. Inspired by their work, this book sets out to put it in greater dialogue with the newer. In this regard, it may suggest the outlines of a different and possibly darker portrait of the United States than dreamed of in the Progressives’ philosophy—which, beneath its depiction of a nation divided by class interests, still conceived of America as a democratic asylum, a land of opportunity for those with the pluck and determination to realize it. Instead, we find here an ultimately ironic story of how brutal warfare and frenzied speculation, migration and mobility, slavery and emancipation all gave birth to the United States we know today.14

			These themes and more will emerge as we follow Noailles, Talleyrand, Moreau, Liancourt, and Volney across the Atlantic, as they land in Philadelphia, integrate themselves into the city and its elite social networks, begin speculating on backcountry lands, and eventually become enmeshed in Franco-American diplomacy. In the process, we will encounter some of the most famous events in American history in a different light: from the diplomatic struggles of the 1790s, when the United States sought to maintain neutrality in the face of great warring powers, to the Louisiana Purchase, which more than doubled the size of the country in a single treaty, securing the nation’s future as a continental power, and once and for all establishing itself against European and Native American powers on its periphery. Following our French émigrés through their travels in America and back will by then, perhaps, have given us a ground-level view of the events that transformed the Atlantic, and eventually the world, at the dawn of the modern era.

			
		

	
		
			Part 1
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			THE UNITED STATES SPEAKS FRENCH
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			On a chilly morning in January 1793, an unusually distinguished crowd gathered in the courtyard of the Walnut Street Prison, Philadelphia’s largest enclosed square. The gathering included George Washington, the president of the United States; John Adams, the vice president; and Thomas Jefferson, the secretary of state. James Madison, the leader of the House of Representatives, was probably there, along with James Monroe—the nation’s first five presidents all assembled in this one space along with hundreds of Philadelphians to watch America’s first flight, undertaken by a Frenchman, Jean-Pierre Blanchard. Tickets for the event—five dollars for the best spots—had sold at Oeller’s Hotel, a bastion of Philadelphia’s French community, where supporters of the French Revolution had recently staged what the Gazette of the United States called “a splendid entertainment,” in honor of the spectacular French victory at Valmy against Prussian and Austrian armies. But it was not just Philadelphians who were excited that day. Americans up and down the Atlantic seaboard read the details expectantly; New Yorkers even held out a faint hope that, “if the wind should break fair,” Blanchard might make it as far as their city.1
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				The Walnut Street Prison is the large building in the background. Blanchard lifted off from the inside courtyard, which was then the city’s largest enclosed square.

			

			Cannons began firing at dawn, the great booms echoing through the city’s cobbled streets and the forests and farms of the nearby countryside, drawing hundreds more to the courtyard. By nine in the morning, with temperatures slowly rising into the forties, nearly three hundred spectators crowded in to watch Blanchard prepare for his flight. As the balloon inflated, with a band playing music and cannons still booming, its design gradually became clear: blue spangled with stars. At 10:00 a.m., as promised, Blanchard was ready. The crowd fell silent when President Washington stepped forward and handed the Frenchman a passport written up in his own hand—to reassure whomever he might meet at whatever spot he might land that he was no enemy of the state: not the advance guard of an airborne French invasion. The two said a few words in private, Washington towering over the Frenchman, who stood just over five feet tall. At five minutes past the hour, amid shouts and applause and solemn music, Blanchard, dressed in a blue suit with a cocked hat and white feathers, leaped into the basket and threw off the ballast. Waving a flag—American on one side, French on the other—he soared into the air. The president took off his hat and bowed. “It was indeed a spectacle as magnificent as it was new to us, to see this intrepid aeronaut majestically rise from the earth,” reported one witness.2

			And so another spark flew upward.
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				This highly detailed map of Philadelphia, produced by the French engraver Charles Varlé for the Holland Land Company, shows the extent of settlement in the U.S. capital and the location of major landmarks.

			

			
			—

			AS BLANCHARD rose, the crowds in nearby streets marveled at the spectacle: “Admiration was painted on every countenance, and many who had not purchased tickets of admission into the prison yard, now regretted, but too late, their having deprived themselves of witnessing the most interesting scene that the human eye ever beheld.” Stevedores with their leathery hands paused for a moment at the docks, putting down their barrels and crates to look up. Solemn Quakers turned their heads to the sky, looking beyond the brims of the hats they refused to remove even indoors, to wonder at the sight of a man in flight. Looking down from the stillness of the sky, Blanchard “could not help being surprized and astonished” at the “immense numbers of people, which covered the open places, the roofs of the houses, the steeples, the streets and the roads.” All of Philadelphia, it seemed, was looking up at Blanchard as he drifted above the city. “Bon Voyage, God bless you, was echoed from every mouth; hats waved, hands lifted up.”3
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				Notable occupational clusters in 1790s Philadelphia.

			

			As Blanchard floated twelve hundred feet above the earth, the city of brick and wood stretched out below him, the meandering Schuylkill River off in the west, the majestic Delaware River just to the east. From his perch high above, Blanchard heard echoes of life below: the clatter of a horse’s shoes on cobblestone, the bark of a dog prowling the alleys for food, the cries of a baby in a mother’s arms, the shout of a young chimney sweep offering his services. As one person after another looked up and gasped, Blanchard listened with quiet satisfaction to “the cries of joy which rent the air.”4

			The soft wind first pushed Blanchard east, across northern Philadelphia, between Market and Race, crossing Fourth, Third, then Second Streets. This was a working-class section of town, and looking down, Blanchard could see the houses of blacksmiths, cordwainers, furniture makers, and other artisans and tradesmen, who worked in their shops on the first floor and lived above with their families. It was Philadelphia’s most densely populated neighborhood, the sidewalks filled with servants pushing their way through the crowds on some errand or another, shoppers on their way to the markets, and clerks heading to shops selling goods from all over the world: sugar from the Caribbean, wine from France, cotton from India.
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				The first Bank of the United States, on South Second Street: then and now.

			

			To the south, just below Market Street, lay the city’s political and financial center. Rising above the surrounding buildings, Blanchard could easily spot the newly constructed Bank of the United States, conceived by Alexander Hamilton to issue government debt and service the nation’s payment system. The building would later be acquired by the French merchant Stephen Girard; it still stands today in the heart of Philadelphia.
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				Congress Hall, seat of the U.S. Congress in Philadelphia: then and now.

			

			Blanchard saw just two blocks to the west, and also rising above the neighborhood, the State House, where the Declaration of Independence and the Constitution had been debated and signed, and Congress Hall, where both the House of Representatives and the Senate sat.
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				The Library Company, founded by Benjamin Franklin, which houses the American Philosophical Society: then and now.

			

			These buildings towered above the rest of the city, testifying to Philadelphia’s status as the nation’s capital city during the 1790s: political capital, cultural capital, and economic capital all rolled into one. It was the only time the United States had a single great metropolis the way France has Paris and England has London, and it made Philadelphia by far “the most agreeable city for a foreigner,” as Liancourt would write, gathering “more than any other, people who cultivate” literary and scientific inquiry. “It is the seat of a philosophical society, and a large and valuable public library; and of a museum which has an almost complete collection of the minerals and animals of North America.”5
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				Philadelphia’s Arch Street Ferry. The port along the Delaware River was the commercial and economic heart of the U.S. capital.

			

			As Blanchard approached the Delaware River the wind shifted, pushing him south toward Philadelphia’s port, the center of the city’s commercial life, its raison d’être. Warehouses lined the riverside, and wooden wharves jutted out into the Delaware to welcome ships from the Caribbean and Europe, and even a few from ports as distant as India and China, all of them trading their goods for produce from the fertile Delaware River valley, known as the Atlantic’s breadbasket. Hosts of artisans lived and worked nearby to service this vast commercial hub: carpenters, joiners, blacksmiths, rope and sail makers, all little cogs in an increasingly complex economic machine moving people and goods from one part of the world to another.

			Continuing south, parallel with the Delaware, Blanchard could see the handsome new mansions rising up along Society Hill, above the recently covered Dock Creek, where Philadelphia’s merchants, flush from the nation’s booming economy, held their elaborate salons and luxurious dinner parties, making Philadelphia’s real estate the most expensive in the nation. Perhaps Blanchard even saw a servant carrying a calling card to one of the neighborhood’s ornate houses, conveying an invitation to a dinner or tea. Talleyrand, Liancourt, Volney, Noailles, and Moreau would all settle here during their American exile and soon be found strolling these very sidewalks, dropping in on friends, conducting business, and killing time.6

			Despite its importance to the nation, Philadelphia was still a small city. From his vantage, Blanchard could easily see it in its entirety, beginning at the Delaware River, and running west to Eighth Street—only eight blocks—beyond which the roads were unpaved and the countryside began. On its northern edge the city ended at Vine Street, three blocks north of Market, with the suburb of Northern Liberties just beyond. Just one mile to the south, a mere seven blocks away, the city ended at Cedar (now South) Street, at the suburb of Southwark. In all, Philadelphia totaled less than a square mile. But with a population of over forty thousand in 1790, approaching seventy thousand in 1800, it was densely packed. In Philadelphia’s most crowded wards, each building housed, on average, seven to eight people in a total of 1,228 square feet—a figure that included half of the ground floor, typically dedicated to commerce. Many laborers lived with their family in a house containing no more than 500 square feet. Behind the buildings lay outdoor kitchens and washhouses in lots often shared with a horse, pig, or cow. Philadelphia’s population density then was far greater than Manhattan’s is today. To find a similar density in our day one needs to look all the way to Mumbai.7

			This intense proximity made it impossible for Blanchard—or any other visitor—to ignore the city’s cruel aspects. Some of the faces that turned up to the sky to watch Blanchard that morning belonged to enslaved men and women; although laws for slavery’s gradual abolition were on the books, labor was still coerced, not only through slavery but also through the indentured servitude and apprenticeship systems that still prevailed. The divide between rich and poor, already significant, had been widening since the Revolution, as seaboard elites made ever-growing fortunes on trade, commerce, and finance, while farmers and servants struggled under growing debt burdens in a deflationary economy.

			The city also stank. In an era before public sewage or public health, rotting animal corpses and every sort of human waste lay putrefying in open sewers, in alleys, or in the streets. When he arrived, Volney was overwhelmed by the “striking odor of marshland, and the smell of oysters.” Sewage waste regularly contaminated private wells in the years before Philadelphia’s waterworks were established, causing predictable intestinal trouble among residents. Low-lying marshlands abutted the city, causing major health trouble in the summer, when the hot and sticky climate bred mosquitoes carrying yellow fever, driving the wealthy to their summer homes outside the city proper and killing off many poor residents, largely immigrant or African American, who had nowhere to go. Flying high above while others remained stuck below, Blanchard, it might be said, personified the contrasts endemic to eighteenth-century life, when mobility so often meant the difference between life and death.8

			—

			FLYING UPWARD into the skies, Blanchard seemed to incarnate the wonders of the French Revolution. France’s stunning victory at Valmy, which saved the French Revolution, heralded a new age: an age that would be shaped not by kings and noblemen, but by citizens making their own history. France was now a republic. No one exulted at the spectacle more than Americans, they who first proved to the world that humans could carve out their own destiny in pursuit of happiness.

			Great Blanchard! as you wing your way toward the heavens;

			There to announce to all the planets of the universe,

			That Frenchmen have conquered their interior enemies,

			And that their Exterior Foes have been repulsed by their intrepidity

			Dart through Olympus and tell to the gods,

			That Frenchmen have been victorious.

			Implore the aid of Mars, that the Arms of France

			May crush the ambitious designs of tyrants FOR EVER.
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			As Blanchard soared above Philadelphia like Icarus, Americans turned up to stare in wonder and pride. A French aeronaut flying through the sky, Blanchard embodied the limitless possibilities promised by the age of Revolutions, this new era of world history. But did anyone notice that Blanchard had lost control of his destiny and could only watch, helpless, as the winds pushed him where they would?

			In all, his journey lasted forty-six minutes. He landed about fifteen miles from Philadelphia, just a little east of Woodbury, New Jersey.

			—

			BLANCHARD’S VIEW of Philadelphia that morning in 1793, of early America—indeed, of the Atlantic world—was an extraordinarily privileged one. It seemed almost magical. Soaring over the city and looking down, he apprehended Philadelphia’s sights and sounds, its objects and people: the city in which the émigré constituants would soon arrive. It is a world we today can only reconstruct through the fragments and traces left behind. But looking out, he could see only as far as the distant horizon. Perhaps he saw there the slight bend of the planet, but no more.

			Blanchard could not look south and see the island of Saint Domingue, where republicans and royalists, white and colored, slave and free, were just then throwing themselves headlong into a period of vicious warfare that would last another ten years, pulling in the three most powerful empires in the world, killing tens of thousands of soldiers, freeing half a million slaves, and ending with the creation of Haiti. Nor could he see King Louis XVI, then on trial before the French National Assembly, awaiting the verdict that would pronounce his death at the guillotine and launch twenty years of war that would forever change Europe. He probably saw west as far as the Schuylkill River. Beyond that, however, he could not see the rugged Appalachian Mountains dividing Pennsylvania in two, where angry farmers groaned under new taxes slowly pushing them toward rebellion against the new federal government. Nor could his gaze penetrate farther west still, where the Western Confederacy of Native American villages fought American settlers’ encroachment into their territory, the U.S. Army mustering for another eighteen months of losing battles in the bitterly contested territory between the Ohio River and the Great Lakes. Most of all, Blanchard could not see the ties that connected all these distant peoples and places to Philadelphia.9

			No, Blanchard could not possibly understand the forces that shaped the Atlantic world. The frenetic movement that persisted during peace and during war, inside imperial borders and across them, around and around in a continuous flow, following tides and currents and winds, pushing up river valleys, crossing the craggiest mountain passes, and tearing down primeval forests. On and on it beat, the pulse of commodities and people that made up that world, coursing up the American coast, across the North Atlantic to fill the coffers of merchants in London, Amsterdam, Paris, Nantes, and Bordeaux, then south along the European and African coasts, back across the Atlantic to the Caribbean, through the Gulf of Mexico, up the Mississippi, and deep into North America, all the way up the western slopes of the Appalachians. Faster and faster it beat, the centripetal force of it pulling the Atlantic world ever tighter together—until, suddenly, at the end of the eighteenth century it erupted in a bloody, horrific explosion.

			That eruption flung Noailles, Talleyrand, Moreau, Volney, and Liancourt across the Atlantic Ocean. They drifted in, one by one, sparks blown over by the wind. Their individual lives are inseparable from the much larger forces of history. Their stories are, in certain respects, our story.
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			Chapter 1

			FRANCE COMES TO AMERICA

			On May 3, 1793, Louis-Marie, the vicomte de Noailles, came to America. He had fled France nearly a year earlier, hoping to return quickly, but European politics were becoming more chaotic. Now he had left the Continent.

			Noailles was a dashing soldier and an elegant courtier with the most polished manners. Like his brother in-law, the marquis de Lafayette, he was a liberal noble who fought with brio in the American Revolution. After the Siege of Savannah, in 1779, Noailles’ commanding officer praised his “love for war, for his métier,” while Admiral d’Estaing himself wrote that he deserved “the king’s grâces.” December 1780 saw Noailles marching with Rochambeau’s army through Philadelphia, where he lingered long enough to dance all night with one of Philadelphia’s most beautiful young women at a ball thrown by the chevalier de La Luzerne. October 1781 found him at Yorktown, where he repelled the last British attack of the siege, a desperate sortie Noailles routed as he led a company of his Soissonois Brigade with the shout “Vive le roi!” When the British at last called for a truce, it was Noailles who represented the French government in the negotiations for Cornwallis’s surrender. And it was Noailles who stood crisply with his brigade, dressed in their ceremonial uniforms adorned with red lapels, light blue collars, and yellow buttons, on the west side of the road to Yorktown, as the British soldiers filed out of the fort, French and American flags already fluttering above, while “universal silence” prevailed below.1

			Noailles returned to France a hero, his liberal credentials established. In those heady years following France’s great victory, he befriended Franklin, worshipped Voltaire, and worked with other liberals to import the best traditions of English political and economic life to France. In 1788 he became a member of the Société des Trente, a collection of liberal notables that included Lafayette, Condorcet, Mirabeau, and the duc de Liancourt. When Louis XVI convened the Estates General in 1789 Noailles jumped into action, taking a leading role in the Assemblée constituante charged with drafting a French constitution. It was he, as much as any single person, who slew France’s ancien régime: on the night of August 4, 1789, while presiding over the Assemblée constituante, Noailles “sketched a very pathetic and touching scene of the misery of the people, the desolation of the countryside, the horrors of anarchy that reigned in the provinces,” as one representative recalled, and proposed in response “not violent means but equality of taxes, the suppression of feudal rights, those of mainmorte and other rights of personal servitude.” With his speech, Noailles launched what another constituant called “a moment of patriotic drunkenness.” Over the course of the night, one nobleman after another rose to abandon his special privileges. Aristocratic titles, exemptions from taxes, the clergy’s seignorial rights, noble hunting privileges: all were renounced and more. “Let us only regret that we have nothing else left to sacrifice,” proclaimed the chevalier de Boufflers after two in the morning. “Let us consider that henceforth the title of ‘Frenchman’ will be distinction enough for every generous soul.” By the time the sun rose on August 5, the legal structure that had underpinned the ancien régime for hundreds of years had crumbled.2
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				The French Constituent Assembly on the night of August 4, when feudal privileges were formally abolished. Noailles presided over the assembly that night.

			

			Noailles had unleashed forces that he and his fellow liberals could not control. A few years later, in April 1792, serving as maréchal in the Armée du Nord, on the collapsing front lines of France’s war against Prussia and Austria, disgusted by the disorder in the army’s ranks, the mutiny, and desertion of soldiers, Noailles resigned his commission. He crossed enemy lines and settled in England, where he found refuge among the community of liberal Whig statesmen he had long admired, with whose politics he felt most at home. It was from England that he learned of the September Massacres in Paris, when—with aristocrats fleeing to enemy lines and murderous Prussian armies closing in on Paris and threatening violent retribution on the population—panicked mobs began attacking those they considered enemies of the Revolution, killing at least eleven hundred, including many of Noailles’ friends. The massacres would definitively polarize the growing divide in worldwide opinion about the French Revolution. From Whitehall, the British undersecretary of state James Bland Burges summarized the reports: “Of new massacres; of 160 priests being butchered in a church; of all the prisoners confined in all the prisons having been deliberately and in orderly succession put to death . . . many must have been of high rank and consequence.” Burges hoped the Duke of Brunswick’s Prussian army would respond without mercy. “Hateful as is the idea of slaughter and devastation, to forbear from inflicting a severe punishment of such shocking crimes will be an offence against mankind,” he wrote, hoping that no “weak disinclination” would prevent Brunswick “from annihilating, as far as he can, the theatre of such detestable exploits.”3

			There was no going back; one side or the other was determined to exact bloody revenge: the Paris mobs for the crimes of centuries, the Prussian armies for the crimes of the Paris mobs. The mobs would win the first round. Noailles soon learned the shocking news of the French victory at Valmy—when an army of citizens, many of them armed with nothing more than pitchforks and axes, defeated an army of professional soldiers commanded by aristocratic officers marching under the banner of European monarchs. And then, in late January 1793, Noailles learned that King Louis XVI had been executed and that the French had invaded Belgium, making war between France and Great Britain inevitable. Europe was now careening down a bloody path that would continue through two decades of brutal war.

			Despite his political connections, Noailles’ situation became precarious. As thousands crossed the English Channel in panic seeking safety, many of them penniless, British authorities grew anxious. “These crowds of émigrés add greatly to the uncomfortable circumstances of the time,” wrote William Eden, 1st Baron Auckland, the British ambassador to The Hague, in late December 1792. “Though many of the individuals . . . are objects highly worthy both of respect and compassion, it must be allowed that, in general, the levity and dangerous talents of the nation have not been corrected in the school of misfortune.” Suspecting that at least some of the new arrivals were “detached and paid by the Jacobin leaders to do mischief and to prepare and promote revolutions,” Auckland named Noailles (and Liancourt) among “the exiles who are highly dangerous, and are now said to be in London.” No one really knew if England was on the verge of revolution. Certainly many French revolutionaries thought so, and many reactionary Britons, too. In response, British authorities passed the Aliens Act of 1793, sharply restricting the rights of émigrés, including the right of habeas corpus. Thereupon Noailles took matters into his own hands and boarded a ship for the United States in April 1793. It was only a matter of time before Liancourt and Talleyrand would follow.4

			No doubt as he began the long, uncertain trip across the Atlantic, Noailles thought back to his previous American voyage. In 1780 he had sailed with the comte de Rochambeau and four regiments of French soldiers—fifty-five hundred men in ten ships of war and thirty convoys, along with eight million livres’ worth of munitions, clothes, tents, and French coin—a conquering army from Europe’s greatest continental power. Still in his early twenties, Noailles was the scion of one of France’s noblest families. His great-great-grandfather, Antoine de Noailles, had served as the ambassador to England in the middle of the sixteenth century, under King Henri II. Noailles’ great-grandfather was one of the most powerful generals under Louis XIV, the Sun King, when France reached its height of power and glory. His grandfather and uncle both attained the rank of maréchal, and his father was a distinguished soldier. His mother was Marie-Antoinette’s first lady of honor. There were few nobler lineages than this one in the hierarchy of France’s ancien régime, and the young vicomte was hungry to prove himself fit to inherit his name. “He dreamed of nothing but arms and horses, the school of theory, and German evolutions and discipline,” remembered a childhood friend. When war broke out between the American colonies and the British Empire in the 1770s, it struck Noailles—along with his friend and other young, ambitious, liberal aristocrats like them—as a splendid opportunity: “Sanctioned by the authority of long usage, and by the memory of our ancestors, who . . . had often gone forth in search of adventures and military employment, and had displayed their valor, at one time in the Spanish and Italian service against the Saracens, at another, in the armies of Austria, we now eagerly sought the means of transporting ourselves, individually, across the Atlantic, to be ranged under the banners of American freedom.” And so Noailles had gone to America, where he fought with valor and returned to France a hero.5

			But this was a very different trip. No longer posing as a crusader, Noailles now headed to America as a fleeing refugee.

			—

			NOAILLES ARRIVED in Philadelphia on May 3, 1793. If he had been hoping to take shelter from the political storms sweeping across Europe, he could hardly have arrived at a worse time. The year was a turning point in the history of the United States and of the Atlantic world. France and Great Britain had just declared war, and the United States that Noailles found was ablaze with French revolutionary fervor, with American leaders desperately seeking to keep the country out of the global warfare. British and French ships were in battle throughout the Atlantic, with some skirmishes so close to the American coast that citizens could watch. “We found the sea so much covered with your vessels that I thought its Empire belonged entirely to Great Britain,” Noailles wrote to an English friend shortly after his arrival.6

			The day before Noailles landed in Philadelphia, the Embuscade, a thirty-two-gun French naval frigate, had sailed up the Delaware River, firing fifteen shots in honor of the fifteen states as she approached Philadelphia, a salute answered by two cannons at the Market Street wharf. Philadelphians packed the docks to watch the grand battleship’s arrival. Watching a warship sail into port in the eighteenth century was a memorable experience. “One discerns first only the top of the masts. The ship then grows visibly larger; soon she can be seen with her sails filled. She salutes the shore” with the booming crashes of cannon fire. Few by now are unaware that a ship from a distant land is sailing into port. “Coming on them with the swiftness of a bird she comes about, drops anchor, and comes to a standstill. No horseman ever knew better how to handle his horse than these navigators their winged castles.”7

			The excitement grew as the French ship approached. Liberty caps—the great symbol of the French Revolution—adorned each figurehead, another sat on the top gallant mast, and banners fluttered on the other masts. One read, “Enemies of equality, reform or tremble!” Another: “We are armed to defend the rights of man.” The Embuscade had captured seven prizes, two of which had already preceded the ship to Philadelphia, their flags flying upside down in a signal of submission. “Upon her coming into sight thousands and thousands of the yeomanry of the city crowded and covered the wharves,” Jefferson reported to James Monroe the next day. “Never before was such a crowd seen there, and when the British colours were seen reversed, and the French flag flying above them they burst into peals of exultation.” Here was republican France, the country’s most important ally, now its sister republic, sailing in triumph over America’s former master brought low. Jefferson was thrilled: “All the
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By LEIGH and SOTHERY,

" York-ftreet, CoventGarden, :
Third day’s fale, beginning each day exactly at twelve o’clock,
and the feven following days, ( Fat Day and Sundays excepted)
erE entire, elegant, and valuable LIBRARY,

i + late the property of
Monf. Dr TeLLevyrRaND Pericorp,
-Bithop of Autun, in France,
. To be viewed to the time of Nale. :
Catalogues (price 15.) to be had at the piace of fale.
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Philadelphia, Auguft, 1793. '

LL able bodied feamen who are willing to engage in the
caufeof Liberty, and in the fervice of the French Repub:
lie, will pleafe to apply to the French Conful, at No. 132,

North Second-ftrect.
Particular attention will be P.a;ﬂ to the gencrous and intrepid

"natives of Ircland, who, it is prefumed, will a& like thofe

" warlike troops from that opprefled country, who took refuge in
France about a century ago, and performed prodigics of valor
under the old government of thiat country.

Thefc, and volunteers from any other country, will be re-
ceived. into prefent pay, and comfortable accommodations.

N. B. The chublic'has, at t‘h‘i_s prefent time, in Ler fervice,
officers and foldicfs from every civilized country in Europe,
and natives of America, who, in imitation of the heroes from
France in the American rcvolut'i({“h are a.glory to the}nfelvcs,

and an honour to the country which gave them birth.
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Sic itur ad aftra.

Mr. BLANCHARD’s

’.FORTY-FIFTH AERIAL FLIGHT.

—

R.BLANCHARD, adopted citizen of the
M principal cities of Europe, penfioneér of]
fic Brench nation, member and correfpondent
£ feveral academies and literary focieties,

On WEDNESDAY, January 9,

At 10 oclock precifely in the morning,
‘Will rife from the centre of the Pr1sox CourT, overthe
ity ‘of Philadelphia.
Subfcribers are informed that the doors will be epen at
 0’clock precifely.
Perfons arriving from the country to witnefs the experi-
nent may procure tickets of admiffion by applying at Oel-
s’s hotel ontilthe 2161TH, at nine in the evening.——
irftfeats g dallars—fecond feats 2.
1f .the weather thould prove too unfavorable for the expe-
ment, it will be announced by bills put up atan early hour
h the morning.
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About half after 6 o’clock laft evening we
were hapyy to meet Mr. Blanchard againin
this' city going to pay his refpects o ‘the Pre-
fident of the United Stetes.—Fe informed ‘us;
that his =rial voyage lafted forty-fix minutes;
in which time he ran over a {pace of more
than- 15 miles and: then defcended a little to
the eaftward of Woodbury in the flate of Hew=
Jerfey—where he tooka carriage and returned
to Cooper’s ferry—and was at the Prefident’s,
as we have already mentioned at half paft 6
o’clock laft evening.

N P TEIRG, C YT
The following lines was addreffedto Nry 'Brane
CHARD, y¢flerday morsing. 96

Grand Blanchard lorfque tu volerd dans les air,
Va announce aux planettes de b ? apiverfe s
Que les Francois ont vaiucu licars enewis infericure,
Leur intrepidite q expulee les exterieurs :

Penctre dans Polimpe, dis a tous les: dieusxy

e, les Francois ont ete les widlarieux !

Prie Mars que les armes dila| France,

Ne laif]e- auee: tirants acunc, efperanses ;

Great Blanchard ! asicyou wing
your way toward:ithe inheavens;
thereannounce to all'the planets of
the univerfe, that'Frenchmen have
conquered their interior enemies,
and that their Exterior Foes haye
been repulfed by their intrepidity :
Dart through Olympus and: tell: to
the gods, that Frenchmen have been
vitorious. Implore the ‘aid  of
Mars, that the Arms of France may
crufh the ambitious defigns of ty-
rants FOR .EVER. . ¢ p
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