
 
 

House after house after house. May 2015 

 

In the UK we carried on with our jobs and made 2/3 day trips back France. We had 

scoured the internet, done our research and the more we looked the more excited we 

became. We had found the area where we wanted to be. Somewhere near the hilltop 

village of Duras in the Northern tip of the Lot-et-Garonne. To the North the Dordogne 

region (little Britain), and to the West the Gironde and the famous wines of Bordeaux, I 

knew very little of this region apart from my wine background. Buzet rouge had 15 

minutes of fame in the 70’s. The Brits liked it, big, dry, lots of alcohol and we liked the 

name Boooozey rouge. I had heard of wines from Marmande but none where available in 

the UK. There was Cahors to the west in the Lot, South in the Gers region there were acres 

of great wines. North were the vineyards in the Dordogne, Bergerac, Montravel and the 

more famous Monbazillac and Sausignac. West was the Gironde and Entre-des-Mers and a 

little South of that Armagnac. I had fallen for a region that I thought was a wine 

wasteland. But we had had a great glass of Sauvignon Blanc in a café in Duras. I was 

intrigued and excited by the thought of exploring an area Emma & I knew nothing about. 

 

 



 
Clé Rouge and Chrome Estate agents, Duras 

 

We had given our details to two of the estate agents, immobilières, in Duras and the ideal 

criteria we were looking for. During the search for our pub, 16 years previously, we learnt 

that we had to be flexible with our property criteria as you never get exactly what you are 

looking for. Generally I wanted a small project, not a demolition and definitely not a 

rebuild. Emma wanted; edge of village not too far from some amenities. We both wanted 

either two houses or a property that could easily be divided into two separate living areas. 

one part to rent out and the other for us to live in. In the rentable part 3-4 bedrooms, large 

enough that we could turn them all into rooms with their own en-suit bathrooms, a nice 

kitchen area and some outside space where we could put a pool and that was it. Suzy, Clé 

rouge, began by showing us a barn with a dirt floor and a stone house that was falling 

apart. I was puzzled but she was trying to gauge what our idea of a”project” was. Next a 

house that needed a little less to do and another that had less work until and so on. It was 

good for us to see different properties in various state of repair. We discussed in detail our 

goal; to offer a comfortable typically French house that we could rent out in the summer 

on a self catering basis, with great beds, great showers, Emma would offer great food and I 

would suggest wine. We both enjoyed staying in boutique hotels with good restaurants 

and that is the type of accommodation we wanted to offer. A touch shabby and run down, 

with touches of luxury. In the quieter winter months we would run a cookery school and 

show people the local area.  

 

 
 

Views from Duras 



 

The agents took us all over and we visited 8 or 10 houses every visit. We ate in restaurants, 

visited vineyards and markets and generally had a good poke around. Every time we flew 

back to the UK our fondness for the area grew stronger. Emma wanted, as many people 

do, “Edge of village”. It sounds so lovely but the reality is that; in rural France the edge of 

the village is where the farmers keep all the machinery, or you are near a dairy farm, there 

are piles of gravel for work on village roads, you are near the village recycling area and 

smelly bins. We did not want centre of village as we wanted privacy and Emma was 

insistent that she would not be happy in the middle of nowhere. I fell in love with 

properties too quickly and it was Emma that noticed the little things. In Razac-de-

Saussignac I thought we had found the property for us. It just so happened that Emmas 

parents were with us viewing the property and I recall June saying “We would be stupid 

to let this property slip through our fingers”. However it was Emma that noticed that in a 

barn next to the property the village JCB was stored and tables and chairs for the village 

hall. After inquiring we learnt that it was also a parking area for the village so it was a 

definite NO. 

 
 

Rasac-de-Sausignac House a NO 

 

I also enthused about a large house surrounded be a plum orchard. It was owned by an 

English couple who after 30 years were returning back to the UK. It needed some work 

but I really liked it. The local vineyard Chateau Grand Pierre was lovely wine and I had 

almost convinced Emma that it was the one and she insisted on a return trip but without 

the agent. A drive past! I was excited approaching the house there were 2 tractors and a 



muck spreader parked in the lane next to the house. Obviously removed for our viewing, 

but now back in their resident parking space next to the house. It was a NO. Another 

house that hit the brief was a NO as the view from 2 of the bedrooms was obstructed by a 

washing line with lots of very large knickers on it. We chuckled but not great view to 

wake up to if you were on holiday or learning some cooking. 

 

 
 

Waking up to laundry on the line. 

 

Late July & new houses to view, that remotely fitted our criteria, were becoming thin on 

the ground. We stayed at the beautiful Moulin de Cocussotte just south of Duras and own 

by 2 retired school teachers, Eric & Jacques & their excitable French setter Colin, an 

unusual name for a French dog! It was so hot and the pool was beautiful. We took up their 

offer of them cooking dinner for us and it was lovely food and sitting next to the river the 

Dropt was beautiful. They found out that Emma was a Chef and I was a sommelier and 

asked if they could join us for dinner on the following evening and of course we jumped at 

the opportunity. We sat overlooking the river and began with lovely canapés of Parma 

Ham & Asparagus followed by a starter of Chilled Melon from Quercy. I was astonished 

that Eric & Jacques ground salt onto the melon but, as it was a savoury starter, we were 

told it was the correct thing to do. It was lovely. Eric was proud that he had spent the day 

nursing a sauce for the roast cockerel for dinner. Jacques went to collect the main course to 

bring to our riverside table and there was a crash and a commotion from the kitchen 

which Emma and I politely ignored. The cockerel arrived, potatoes and garden vegetables 

and to Eric’s dismay; none of his beautiful sauce. Colin bounded out of the kitchen waging 

his tail and licking gravy off his lips, One very lucky and contented dog. The tension was 

broken with more wine and the meal was great if not a little dry. 

 

  



Moulin de Cocussotte 

 

On the Sunday our flight left Bergerac airport at 3pm and Suzy of Clé Rouge said we 

should just take a quick look at a house in Saint Sernin. We had viewed 3 houses in Saint 

Sernin and we did not like any of them. Suzy had got wind that the price for this house 

had just been reduced from 300,000€ to 225,000€ which put it at the top of our budget. It 

would leave very little money for any improvements and it was not near the village some 

2 km away, it was rural with only a single neighbour. We went reluctantly but we were 

killing time and starting to get a touch pissed off with the search. It was on the way to the 

airport and we had to leave the Moulin at 11am and arranged to meet Suzy at 12.30pm. So 

225,000 Euros meant NO money would be left for the project I dreamed of and Emma was 

scared of being isolated. We were wasting our time looking at it. 

 

 

 
The grass track  

 

 
 

 

 



We drove up a hill and along a grass track to a dreary looking house filled with lots of 

furniture, a poky kitchen that was in the barn, bedrooms that looked like dorms, neglected 

trees & a huge barn with the mud floor, lots wood & crap everywhere.  

 

 
 

The wood and crap in the barn. Behind the pile of wood, the grey box like structure is the kitchen for 

the house. You can just make out the water heater above the kitchen covered in blankets. 

 

 
Sooo much furniture. 

 

 

 

We were viewing a holiday home that was owned by a French couple living in Orleans, 5 

mile north, just south of Paris. Nelly and her husband William would use the house with 

their children for about 6 weeks of the year, when the weather was warm. It was cared for 

by the only neighbours Joel and Christina. Joel had kindly opened all the doors and 

windows but a musty smell of damp was still obvious. There was no heating & the tiny 

water heater that had seen better days. 



 

  
 

The dormitory bedrooms 

 

 

 

  
 

The rickety stairs. Thetiny, red painted room on the right is the only bathroom 

 

We spent, 15 minutes, walking round the house in silence and Emma and I made no eye 

contact and made no comment Even though it was only a 2 km from the nearest village, 6 

km to the supermarket, shops & restaurants in Duras, Emma would not like it. Too 

isolated. Upstairs there was a tiny bathroom with a little shower and the floor bounced up 

and down as we walked around. The 2 bedrooms up stairs were spacious with a very old 

pine floor. Entering bedroom 2 the floor was so springy that the wardrobe rocked from 

side to side and the door fell off frightening the life out of us. 

 

While we clutched our chests & caught our breath, Suzy was reminded of a couple that 

she had shown around a different house the year before. The English couple were on their 

second veiwing and were clearly very interested. The rather grand house was being sold 

by an old afluent French couple who where looking to move to a smaller more 



manageable property. They had driven up the long drive and parked in front of the 

imposing property. Getting out of the car Suzy was suprised that the very proper, well 

mannered, couple were not there to greet them. Perhaps, they were enjoying the sun in the 

large garden at the rear.  In a field, some way off they saw the old lady who seemed to be 

waving at them and hastily hurrying towards them. She was too far off to be heard and 

seemed to be gesturing for Suzy to go on in. Suzy had become very freindly with the old 

couple. There was a tremendous amount of interest in the property and Suzy suggested 

they go in and look around, while the old lady caught up. Perhaps the husband was 

inside. They looked around the downstairs with the husband no where in sight. Calling up 

the stairs they made their way up to the 1st floor bedrooms. As they walked into the master 

bedroom the old lady, called up to Suzy, very out of breath, from downstairs in the 

hallway.  

“Madame Suzy attendez, s'il vous plaît, mon mari. Madame Suzy attendez, s'il vous plaît, mon 

mari. il est“. 

 

A scream came from the bedroom. 

 

Madame Suzy please, wait, my husband, Madame Suzy please, wait, my husband. 

He has died. 

 

To Suzy’s horror he had been laid out on the bed, in his finest suit. Needless to say the 

couple didn’t buy the house. 

 

Suzy suggested we look around the garden. Emma made her way to the top of the acre or 

so of land that came with the house and I investigated the very messy barn. After 

10minutes or so it was time to go as our flight was approaching and we needed to get to 

the airport. 

We said our goodbyes and set off telling Suzy we would see her in another six or so weeks 

and see some more houses. Perhaps our criteria needed to change. 

 

 
 

Emma looking at the view. 



 

We both got in the car and set off for the airport. We normally discussed the different 

houses we had seen and what we like and disliked about each one. But Emma simply said 

“I liked it”. 

 

 
 

Strange I thought as it was not a house on the edge of a village but Emma liked the 

location and when she was and at the top of the garden, looking at the view, she felt like 

the queen of her own castle. We discussed the house and what needed to be done all the 

way back to the UK. We booked flights back to France for a return trip and arrange with 

Suzy to see more houses and have a second look at the house. We asked for more details 

and assessed what needed doing. 

 Seeing the house for a second time it really was a mess. No road, a report had condemned 

the fosse septic, the water could not be turned on, as there was a leek, that could not be 

found, no heating, much of the house was falling apart, It was riddled with mice, bats and 

the odd snake and very very damp. But the one thing that was really lovely was that it had 

not been touched for 15 or so years. There were signs of real character that just had to be 

unearthed and it had tonnes of potential. I liked it to but 225,000€ was way too much for 

us. Suzy explained that it had been on the market for 2 years and the family had just 

decided to lower the price. Nelly and William spent less and less time at the house. Their 

children had grown up and were not interest in the house. It had become a bit of a burden 

and they wanted it sold. 

Back in the UK we did some research about the costs; New fosse, road, water leek needed 

to be found, new electrics, bathrooms, kitchen, the bouncing floor, trees needed to come 

down, doing it up, furnishing it and we would need a pool, about 100,000€ at least. We 

really liked it and the more we talked the more and more we could see ourselves living 

there. 



It was the 5th September 2015 and Emma’s and 45th Birthday. Emma & I were enjoying a 

day off from our temporary jobs and as usual talking about the house. It was all we spoke 

about and I had had enough of talking. If you don’t ask you will never get and that 

afternoon I called Suzy. I explained that we would like to put an offer on the house but it 

was nowhere near the asking price as there was a lot of work to be done. I offered 160,000€ 

almost half the original asking price. Suzy went silent and I could tell that she thought that 

it wasn’t enough but she could see where I was coming from and would speak to Nelly & 

William. 

 

 
 

10 Minutes later the phone rang probably Emma’s Mum finding out what time we had 

booked the table for, for Emma’s birthday celebrations. “John bonjour” it was Suzy. That 

was quick I thought which could not be good news.  “I have spoken to Nelly and 

explained the works that need doing. She said that if I were to pay the sales fees Nelly & 

William would be happy with the offer. I had to sit down sales fees would be 5000€. They 

had accepted total price 165,000€ that was £120,000 at the current exchange rate. We didn’t 

just celebrate Emma’s Birthday we had bought our French Dream. 

 

 

 


