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A Night with the Trappists.

the removal of mosaic pavements be-
yond their powers,

The result of each year’s work is
fully chronicled and communicated to
the Society of Antiquaries, who, by
publishing the veports with suitable
plans and illustrations in Archeologia,
thereby place on permanent record for
present and future students the ac-
count of these most important explora-
tions,

Finally, after exhibition in London,
all the remains found are sent to Read-
ing, where, by the kindness and liber-
ality of the Duke of Wellington, they
are added year by year to the Silchester
Loan Collection, which there finds a
home in the Free Public Library and
Museum. This collection not only
contains everything of importance dis-
covered during the past three years,
but the principal objects found by Mr.
Joyce, and until lately deposiled at Sil-
chester and Strathfieldsaye, have now
been added to it. As a collection of
objects all of one period and all from
the same place, it is already of the

t value to all students of
Romano-British antiquities.

The important architectural remains
are placed and arranged in a special
room, accompanied by specimens of
various building materials and other
illustrative features. Copies of all the
plans, too, are here displayed on the
walls. In the centre of the room are
deposited by the executive committee
the various models made by them,
amongst which is that of the little
church discovered last year.

The maintenance of these works an-
nually on such a scale as repays the
trouble expended, is, of course, a costly
matter, quite beyond the means of the
Society of Antiquaries or any other
body. Public attention has, however,
been drawn to the importance and in-
terest of the works, and, through the
liberality of various subscribers, espe-
cially of Dr. Edwin Freshfield, treas-
urer of the Society of Antiquaries, the
Silchester Excavation Fund has, up to
the present, not had to complain of
lack of money, It will be several years
yet before so large an area as the one
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hundred acres within the walls can be
properly and fully explored, and there
is, therefore, ample scope for the
beneficence of any one interested in
the work and its results.

As an example of (he unexpected
discoveries that are from time to time
made on the site of Calleva, this article
may fitly be ended with the announce-
ment of one of our most recent
“finds.,” In clearing oul a well,
which had been sunk through the floor
of one of the houses nol long after ils
destruction, there came to light a cone-
shaped pillar with characteristic late
Roman mouldings round the base. It
is in fact a Roman tombstone ; but the
singular thing is that the name of the
deceased is inscribed in two lines of
Ogam characters, Hitherto no Ogam
stone has been found in England east
of Devon, and, indeed, inscriptions in
this strange character are so rare that
only a few English examples are
known. Professor Rhys, after exam-
ining the monument, pronounces it to
be one of the oldest Ogam stones yet
discovered, ils date, irrespective of the
mouldings on it, being limited by the
early character of the Ogams and the
probable period of the destruction of
Calleva. W. H. St. Jouy Hore.

From Temple Bar,
A NIGHT WITH THE TRAPPISTS.

IN south-western France, a little to
the east and north of the great wine-
growing district of the Bordelais, is a
rather extensive Lract of country called
the Double, which is scarcely known,
even by name, beyond the region where
it lies, It is still one of the most for-
lorn wildernesses in all France ; but
like the Carmargue, it has been much
changed of late years by drainage and
cultivation, and is deslined to become
productive and prosperous. For incal-
culable centuries it had remained a
baneful solitude, overgrown wilth vir-
gin forest, except in the hollows be-
tween the low hills, which suceceed one
another like the undulations of the
sea ; and here, almost hidden in sum-
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mer by tall reeds and sedges, lay the
pools and bogs that poisoned the air
and rendered the climate abominable.
In the midst of this marshy eretaceous
deserl, stretching between the Isle and
ita tributary, the Dronne, and close
to a wrelched, fever-siricken village
ealled Echourgnae, a small community
of Trappist monks established them-
selves in 1868. They did nol go there
merely as asceties fleeing from the
world, but also as philanthropists, pre-
pared to sacrifice their lives for the
good of humanity. Their mission was
to drain and Lo cultivate this most un-
healthy part of the Double, and to im-
prove ithe condition of the peasants
who eked out a miserable existence
there. The best testimony that their
labor was not wasted was afforded some
years ago, when the French govern-
ment was dispersing the monastic com-
munities. The inhabitants of the
Double were so excited at the prospect
of their benefactors being expelled
from their midst, that a serious conflict
between them and the gendarmes was
regarded as certain, if officials were
sent to expel the monks. The danger
was avoided by the decision of the gov-
ernment to leave the Trappists in peace
as well as the Carthusians.

To pay a visit to the Trappists at
Echourgnac was my chief motive for
crossing the Double. I had left the
small town of Ribérac, which is on the
northern boundary of this region, early
in the afternoon of a scorching sum-
mer day, and after quitting the verdant
valley of the Dronne had walked over
several miles of desolate country with
a scarcely varying landseape of serubby
woods and marshy heaths. I was now
resting a while by a reedy pool fringed
with gorse and heather, and was listen-
ing to the Oreads answering one an-
other upon their pan-pipes, when I saw
coming towards me a figure which
might have disturbed me very much
had I been living in those days when
— if there is any truth in legendary
lore — the devil only needed half a pre-
text for forcing his society upon lonely
travellers. This man —for man it was
—had a face so overgrown with coal-
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black hair that very little could be seen
of it excepling the eyes and nose.
Beard, whiskers, and moustache were
inseparably mixed up. What skin was
visible through the matted jungle of
hair was little less swarthy than a Hin-
doo’s, All the upper part of this aston-
ishing head was hidden by a large hat
of black straw, shaped like an inverted
washing-basin. The rest of the figure
was clad in a frock of dark brown
serge, with hanging hood. Nolb ex-
pecling to see a Trappist where T was,
I was startled for a moment by the
apparition, but I gquickly guessed that
this was one of the brothers of the still
distant monastery who had been sent
out on some litlle expedition into the
district. As he passed he raised his
hat just enough to show that the close-
cropped black hair beneath it was turn-
ing grey.

The road Jed me through a little vil-
lage where there was an old Roman-
esque church., There were numerous
archivolts over the broad portal, and
above these was a horizontal dog’s-
tooth moulding with grotesque heads at
intervals, but time had effaced most of
the carving. All about the church the
long grass and gaudy mulleins stood
over the bones of men and women
who, like their parenis before them,
had clung to their old homes in the
midst of the pestilential marshes, suf-
fering continually from malaria, wateh-
ing their children grow paler and paler,
and yet never thinking of surrender,
What a strange combination of hero-
ism, obstinacy, and stupidity do we find
in human nature ! But now things
had changed here. There was an air
of prosperity in the village, and the
people said that the fever had almost
left them.

While crossing another bilt of wild
and desgerted country, I saw the dark
gleam of poisonous pools nearly hidden
by sallows and reeds. The vibration
of my footsteps disturbed the vipers
that lay near the hot road ; they shid
down the banks and curved out of sight
amongst the roots of the heather.
These reptiles abound in the Double 3
conditions that are baneful to men are
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came back and told me that the rev-
erend father was nnwell and could not
see anybody, but that I could pass the
night in the monastery if 1 wished to
do so. The porler led me through a
great farmyard, then through a door
into a room, in the centre of which was
a large table, and in the corners four
very small and low wooden bedsteads
with meagre mattresses, a couple of
, and a eolored quilt.

‘" ‘When we entered, two men were
soaled al the table eating bread and
cheese and drinking home-brewed beer
“thick and slab,” such as I had been
vefreshed with. One was quite young,
perbaps five-and-twenty, and il was Lo
him that the brother who parleyed with
the outer world at the gate introduced
me with the recommendation that he
should do all in his power for me, add-
ing with an emphasis by which he
gained my friendship forever: ‘‘Je
reponds sur vous.” The young man
said that as soon as he had finished his
own meal he would see about my sup-
per —so he called it —at once. I
begged him to take his time, as I was
in no hurry. The good porter, still
solicitous, asked where I was going to
steep, and the young man, whom I
aflerwards learned was a postulant,
pointed to a bed in one of the corners,
I ,was.then left with my two new ae-
quaintances. The postulant had very
soon finished, and having brushed the
crumbs off his parl of the bare board
with his hand, he disappeared to see
what he could find for me in the
kitchen. The man who remained also
brought his meal to a close, but he
did not whisk the crumbs away ; he
brushed them into little heaps, and
wetling his forelinger, raised them by
this means to his mouth. He was
about fifty ; his chin was shaved, but
he wore whiskers, and a long, rusty
overcoal nearly down to his heels. He
was very quiel, and I thought he looked
like a repentant cabman. There was
something about the man that excited

y curiosity, but I felt that, consider-
‘ing where I was, it would be very bad
taste to put any leading questions to
him respecting his history. [ never-
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theless found a way of getting into
conversation with him, and he did not
need much persuasion to talk. He was
rather incoherent, but I gathered from
what he said that he had wandered a
good deal from monastery (o monas-
tery, now in the world and now almost
““in religion,” without finding anchor-
age anywhere. * The world,” he said,
‘*is like a rotten plank, and we are like
smoke that comes and goes. If we do
not think of eternity, we are ship-
wrecked.” Feeling perhaps that some-
thing in the world was a little more
solid after the bread and cheese and
beer than it was before, he was work-
ing himself up to a communicative
humor, and I was beginning to hope
that I should soon know what sort of a
character he really was, when the re-
turn of the postulant changed his ideas
as effectually as if a bucket of water
had been thrown in his face. When
he ventured to speak again, the younger
man told him that it was six o’clock,
and that the whole communily was
now expected to observe the rule of
silence. * Do not be angry,” he added,
as he heard the other mutter some-
thing that escaped me. “I am not
angry,'” replied the owner of Lhe lo
cont, as he glided softly out of the
room.

I was now alone with the postulant,
who made matters pleasanter for me
giving a generous interpretation to the
rule of silence in so far as it applied to
himself. He told me that as I had
come after the hour of the second
meal, the fiére cuisinier was not in the
kitchen, but at salve; consequently
there was no possibility of getling even
an omelette made for me. After look-
ing, however, into all the corners of
the kitchen, my providential man had
discovered some cold macaroni, which
he presented to me in a small tin plate.
I do not know how it had been cooked,
but its very dark color made me su
cious of it. Although I knew it was
quite wholesome, I thought it safer to
leave it untouched, and to be salisfied
with bread and cheese. Now this
cheese, made by the Trappists of the
Double upon the Port-Salut recipe,
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which is a secret of the order, is of
excellent quality, and deserves its rep-
utation. The monastery bread, made
from the wheat grown by the monks,
was of the substantial and honest kind
which in England would probably be
called * farmhouse bread,” although
the great wheel or trencher-shaped
loaves of the French provinces might
cause some surprise there. My meal,
therefore, might have been worse than
it was, and as it was given to me for
nothing, it would have been very bad
mwanners not to appear pleased. The
truth is, the novelty of my position —
that of a tramp taken in and fed on
charity —amused me so much that I
found everything perfect. I had an
idea ** at the back of the head,” that I
should find a way of squaring matters
financially with the holy men, but I did
not wish to tell it even to myself then.
I must confess that when a black bottle
was placed beside the bread and cheese
on the bare table, I was weak enough to
hope that it contained some of the ex-
cellent white wine which I was told the
Trappists made ; but when the liquor
came out the color of pea-soup, I recog-
nized Lhe religious beer which had al-
ready disappointed me. As I could get
nothing better, and the water being
distinctly bad, the most seusible thing
to do was to be reconciled to the beer,
and in this I succeeded very fairly.
Necessity is not the mother of in-
vention only. The wine, I afterwards
learned, is only drunk at the convent
in winter. A portion of it is sold to
priests for sncrumental use,

When I had taken the keen edge off
my hunger, I began to feel a fresh in-
terest in the postulant, Somehow, he
did not appear to me to be of the stuff
out of which monks, especially Trap-
pists, are made, although 1T know that
in all that relates to the ioterior work-
ings of a man there are no outward
signs to be relied upon. There is puz-
zle enough in our own contradictions to
discourage us from trying to find con-
sistency in others; but we (ry all the
same. We have a fine sense of pro-
‘portion and harmony when we analyze
our fellow beings, but noue whatever
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when we turn the faculty introspee-
tively. The sanctimonious undertone
in which this young man spoke struck
me as being false, for there was noth-
ing in him that I could discover which
linked him to the ascetic ideal of life.
But then the question arose, why was
he there ? He was strong and healthy ;
he had a deep color on his checks and a
humorous twinkle in his eye. He did
not look as if he had been crossed in
love, or had received any of the secars
of passion such as might account for
his wish to become a Trappist. He
had seen something of the world. Te
had been to Chili, among other coun-
tries, and the civil war there had
ruined his prospects, so he told me, I
concluded from what he said that om
his return to France he had sought a
temporary rvefuge wilth the Trappists,
and that he preferred to remain:under
the shelter that he had found théwe,
rather than run the risk of worse in
the struggle for life outside, Becom-
ing more confidential, he told me that
what was most difficult to be borne by
those in his position was the rule of
absolute submission and obedience.

I had not been at the table long
when this postulant glided out of the
room, saying, ** I will see if there is a
way of getting another bottle of beey,”
Presently le returned with a botlle
under his arm, and then I Jearnt that
the abbol had given orders that I was
Lo pass the night ** dans la chambre de
mounseigneur.” The prospect of sleep-
ing in the bishop'’s bed furnished,me
with a conscientious reason for«net
drawing the cork from the second bot-
tle of monastic barley-brew ; but my
companion, who was more or less in
religion, did not give me a chance of
refusing, for he drew it himself and
filled two glasses. ** Nous allons trin-
quer,” said he, We clinked glasses
and talked with greater freedom, al-
though the postulant still spoke under
his breath —it was a habit that he had
fallen into. We were interrupted by a
scuffling outside and by the opening of
the door. A couple of monks in brown
frocks were on the threshold. A smadl,
grey-bearded brother with a bent back
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‘held in one hand a pewter plate and in
the other a small basin of the same
metal. He was the frére cuisinier, who
‘had returned from salve, and he had
come to offer me some vegelable soup
and some more macarvoni, both of
which I declined. Not a word did
these Trappists say, but they carried
on with the postulant a conversation in
dumb show as to what my requirements
would be on the morrow. They stroked
their noses, rubbed  their lingers Lo-
‘gother, and grimaced so expressively
all on my account that I suffered agony
because I dared not laugh outright.
‘When they had left I took a stroll
outside, for as yet I felt no inclination
to go to bed, notwithstanding that a
bishop had slept upon the same mal-
Aress that was waiting for me. Keep-
ing within the convent bounds, where
no woman is allowed to set her foot —
that troublesome fool whose imprint
may be found on most of the paths
that lead to a Trappist monastery —
wandering beyond the buildings, but
still within the enclosure, I came to a
bit of waste land covered with heather
and gorse that overlooked the wooded
wilderness towards the wesl, as n head-
land bluff overlooks the sea. The sun
had set and the wild spirits of the
storm had drawn a translucent drapery
of vapor from the dark thundercloud
hovering overhead to where the fringe
of the forest broke the blood-stained
bar upon the horizon’s verge, and this
luminous, orange-colored curtain was
crossed every moment upwards and
downwards by silvery shafts of light-
ning. Such an effect of sunset com-
bined with storm was like a new
revelation of nature, and the sublimity
of the spectacle would have held me
fast to the patch of wild heath if the
rain had not begun to fall in splashes,
The long summer day was over, and
4he night came forth in trouble and
‘with gushing tears. The roar of the
thunder grew louder and the flash of
the lightning brightened every minute.
L veturned to the monastery and found
the postulant quite auxious to have
done with me and to put me iuto the
bishop’s room. ITe was slecpy —every-

body gets sleepy in these country places
at about nine o’clock, irrespective of
canonical hours — whereas I grow live-
lier like a night bird as the dusk deep-
ens. All the monks must have been
in their cells snoring with the clear
conscience which is the gift of the day
that has been well filled up, when I
reluctantly entered the only room in
the place that had any pretension to
comfort, but which to me was like a
prison. 1 was making an effort to ac-
quire the virtue of resignation, when
the postulant spoilt the mood by speak-
ing again of beer. Had he picked up
in his wanderings the notion that an
Englishman could not live unless he
was kept well supplied with beer, or
had he formed an exaggerated idea of
the seductiveness of the strange but
innocent liquor that the Trappists
brewed ? Whalever his thoughts may
have been, he darted away in spite of
my endeavor to stop him, and presently
reappeared with another black bettle,
I knew that he had not obtained it
without diplomacy, and that he had
made my unquenchable thirst the ex-
cuse ; but by this time 1 had perceived
that his solicitude was not wholly un-
selfish. e mutlered something about
‘“charity ” as he filled a glass for me,
notwithstanding my refusal, then van-
ished with the bottle. He had promised
Lo wake me at two o'clock for matins.
When left alone I made an inspee-
tion of the bishop's room. It was spa-
cious enough for fifty people to dance
in, and the furniture would not have
been greatly in the way. The stones
which made the floor had no ecarpet,
not even the descente de lit, which in
France is considered indispensable
even when the floor is of wood. In
the corner was a low wooden bedstead
with dingy curtains suspended from a
rafter, and a paillesse of maize leaves
with a thin wool one above it ; coarse
hempen sheets and a colored coverlet
compleied the bedding. By the side
against the wall was a broad prie-
with a lithograph just above it of the
Holy Child bearing the cross. A plain
table in the centre without a cloth, a
secrétaire with high crucifix attached,

r



A Night with

another bare table with wushing-basin,
jug, and folded towel, with a few chairs
and several religious prints, made up
the furniture.

This room was on the ground foor
and looked out upon a long, covered
terrace, with the farmyard immediately
beyond. I opened the sashes —1I had
already prevailed upon the postulant
not to fasten the shutters —and, hav-
ing blown out the candle, I lit my pipe.
I suppose if I had had any sense of
propriety I should have refrained from
smoking in the bishop’s room; bul
what was I to do, a prisoner there at
nine o’clock in the evening and not a bit
sleepy ? 1If it had been a fine evening
I do not think I could have resisted the

temptation to jump out of the window |

and to stroll back to the patch of im-
prisoned moor.
greal dog came sneaking along, and I
tried to get on friendly terms with them
from the window, but they loo seemed
to have renounced the world with all
its pomps and vanities to conform to
the Trappist rule, for each of them
looked at me with pity and reproach
out of the corner of Lhe eye and de-
seribed a wide semicircle, atl the risk
of getting wet, iu order not to be
drawn into conversation. But the
storm at all events had not been
silenced ; the thunder growled and
groaned, and every hall minute the
lightning Jit up all the stones and pud-
dles of the great farmyard, beyond
which my vision was cut off by the
roofs of the out-buildings,
Notwithstanding the unpleasantiness
of being shut up, I felt that if the
management of the weather had been
left to me I could not have arranged
things better for my first night in a
Trappist monastery. Here 1 was in
the midst of the desolation of the
Double under the sume roof with men
who were driven into this shelter By
the desolation of their souls. Tem-
pest-tossed by the conflict of the spirit
and the flesh, wounded perhaps by
secret griefs and humiliations, strong
perchance in the eyes of others, while
never sure of themselves from one
hour to another, putting out upon the

First a cat and then a
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same sea again and again only to be
thrown back upon Lhe same desert
shore, they at length settled down
here, and they must have done so
with the ealm conviction that they had

found the medicine to suit their kind

of sickuess in a life of incessant pun-
ishment of self and labor for others.

It was about eleven when I felt tired
enough to lie down, I had nol been in

| this position long when something bit

me. I thought I knew the enemy, but
I dared not whisper ils name even to
myself, for I was overcome by its con-
descension. From a bishop to me was
a fall in the social scale that ought to
have made the most voracious insect
tremble on the edge of the precipice.
Maybe it did tremble before it yielded
to temptation and forgot its dignity.
The storm continued all night with
intervals of ecalm. A little before Lwo
v'clock the bell was rung for matins.
The clang of the metal must have been
heard clear and shrill far over the
Double, even when the storm seemed
to be rending the black sails of the
clouds asunder. The postulant fetched
me, as he had promised, and he led me
through a labyrinth of passages to the
church. Although the building was
almost in darkness, I could see that it
was in the pointed style, and that it
was marked by a cold elegance befitting
its special purpose. The nave was
divided near the middle by a Gothic
screen of wood artistically carved,
although the ornamental motive had
been kept in subjection. The half
that adjoined the sancluary was some-
what higher than the other, and here
the Trappist fathers had their slalls —
the brothers’ slalls were in the lower
part. I was led to a place below Lhe
screen, The office had already com-
menced ; the monotonous plain-chant
by deep-toned voices had reached me
in the corridors, Perhaps it was half
an  hour later when the chanting
ceased. The lamps were darkened in
the stalls above the screen—in the
lower part there was but one very small
light suspended from the vault— then
the monks knelt each upon the narrow
piece of wood affixed to theijr stalls for
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this purpose, and for half an hour with
heads bent down they prayed in silence
while the thunder groaned outside and
the lightning flashed through the clere-
story windows. To the Trappists, who
day after day, year after year, at the
same hour had been going through the
same part of their unchanging disci-
pline, heedless whether the stars shone
overhead or the lightning glittered,
there was nothing in all this to draw
their minds from the circle of devo-
tional routine ; I alone fell as if I was
going down into my grave. The grey
light that was now making the ribs of
the vaulting dimly visible was like the
dawn of etlernily breaking through the
briefl night called death, which is not
perhaps so dark as it seems, At three
o’clock the chill and awful silence was
broken by the white-robed prior, who
rose from his low posture like a dead
man in his shroud, and began to chant
in another tone and measure from what
had gone before, and which had in it
the sadness of the wind that I heard
moaning in the pine-lops on the moor
before the storm broke. The voice
was strong and clear, but so solemn
that it was almost unearthly, and il
seemed in some strange way to mingle
with the purity of the cold dawn that
comes when all the passions of the
world are still, but which makes the
leaves tremble at the crime and trouble
of another day.

When the prior stood up the brothers
left to begin their manual labor, each
one in his allotted place, The fathers
remained in their stalls until after the
four o'clock mass, and then they too
fell to work until six o'clock — the hour
of prime. I soon followed the broth-
ers, although not so far as the fields,
the cheese rooms, and farm buildings.
I returned to my room ; bul, as I had
to pass on the upper side of the screen
on leaving the church, I Jooked at the
two rows of while figures standing in
their stalls, It may have been the
effect of the mingled daylight and
lamplight, or of my own imagination ;
whatever the reason, I thought during
those few seconds that I had never
Defore seen such a collection of strange
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and startling faces. They were not
those of weak men, but of sombre
men who had walked through Hell like
Dante, and who bore upon their calm
and corpse-like fealures Lhe deep-cut
traces of Lthe flame and horror.

I took up my old place by the win-
dow, and watched in the twilight of
morning an aged brother, with frock
hitched up above his naked ankles and
his feet in great sabots, fetch sack after
sack of what Isupposed (o be bran, and
carry it away on his shoulders. He
passed close to me, and looked at me
with an expression which I interpreted
to mean:* You must be a lunalic to
stare al me instead of going to bed —
you, who have monseigneur’s soft bed
and arc at liberly to sleep.” Bul no
word passed belween us. Atlength I
did go Lo bed again and slept.

1 was awakeved by a noise in my
room, and on opening my eyes I saw a
long figure in while two or three yards
from me, aud I realized that a Trappist
father was watching me. Then, when
he perceived that I was awake, he
glided from the room without saying a
word, Iad I spoken, he would have
replied and explained what he wanted
but I had not recovered sufficiently
from my surprise to remember the rule
unlil he was gone. 1 now called to
mind that the postulant had told me
over-night that a certain [ather would
show me round the monastery afler
prime. This, then, was he, and I was
doubtless keeping him waiting, for it
was seven o'clock. A few inutes
later he returned. I was then at my
ablutions.

Now, although 1 have grown prelty
well accustomed to go through this
daily duty with the aid of salad-bowls
and slop-basins while living in the
French provinces, I think it good for
the mind to keep up the illusion of a
thorough wash even when this is prac-
tically impossible. When, therefore,
the Trappist stalked again into my
room without giving me warning, his
costume, primilive as it was, was sur-
passed by the simplicity of mine. I
told him that I would be with him in
two or three minutes, and lLe retired




my conjectlure.
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with a slow and stately nod. I tried
very hard to keep my word, for I ex-
pected every moment to see the door
open again. When I opened it myself,
I found the father pacing slowly in the
passage., Kunowing that there is nol
much to be had in a Trappist monas-
tery without asking, I opened the con-
versation by making some delicate
allusions to breakfast. The truth is
that the bread-and-cheese supper was
nothing to me now but an unsatisfac-
tory recollection, and, with the sense
of vacnum that distressed me, I was
unwilling to follow the monk upon the
promised round lest I should die of
inanition on the way. He asked me
what I would like to eat, and I said,
** Anything that is mnear at hand."
Had I suggested that a chop or a steak
would be suitable after so light a din-
ner, I should not have had it; but 1
should have received a large measure
of silent reprobation for my bad taste
in asking for it, and also for having
reminded a Trappist of such vanities of
the past.

The father—he was becoming fa-
therly indeed —went to a cupboard of
the salle @ manger already described,
and brought out what I had left of the
bread and cheese set before me the
previous evening. Having placed this
on the table, together with a bottle of
beer —the postulant had led me to
hope for coffee and milk, but there was
evidently no escape from malt liquor
here —he withdrew to a little office
close by where he was wont to perform
the daily duty of keeping the cheese
accounts of the monastery. I felt sure
that when lhe had reckoned up a few
figures he would be coming round to
tear me away from the bread and
cheese, so 1 endeavored to hasten the
consumption with as much speed as I
could decently put on, I was right in
I had not been seated
five minutes when he came back and

wandered half round the table,

¢ Jaurai fini dans un petit moment,
mon pére," said I, as I cut off another
By the by, nobody
should call a Trappist * monsieur,” be-
cause the monk has ceased to have

 with a face that was an enigma,
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even a name of his own other than his
religious one, and has become a father
or brother to everybody. He returned
to his accounts; but he had not gone
very deeply into them when he saw me
standing at the door of lis little den.
He left his books at once, and we
walked side by side where he chose to
lead me. He was a rather tall man,
The
features were so like those of the late
Mr. Charles Bradlaugh, that if the
English freethinker had disappeared
mysteriously I might have strongly
suspected him of having turned Trap-
pist, for if the members of Lhe order
had written their history one would not
be surprised to find anybody in it.

This father volunteered no informa-
tion whatever ; it had all o be drawn
out of him. He spoke in a low voice,
and, as it appeared to me, with some-
thiug of the hesitation of n wan who is
recalling his mother tongue after many
years of disuse. IHis face was large
and heavy ; but there was a keen light

|in his eyes which at times was that of

gaiety well kept under. He soon let
me see that even a Trappist may give
out an occasional flash of humor. I
was questioning him respecting the
help that the monastery gave to the
poor, and he told me that in addition
to thirty or forty persons living in the
loeality who received regular assistance
every day, about the same number of
wanderers stopped at the gate and
waited for the bread and cheese which
was never refused them,

“ Men looking for work 2 I asked
innocently.

“Yes,” replied the monk, without
moving a muscle of his stolid face ;
*and who pray to God that he will not
give them any.”

It was evident that no sentimental
illusions respecting the begging class
were entertained by the community.
The monk confirmed what people in
the country had alveady told me of the
help afforded by the Trappists to peas-
ant agriculturists in difficulties. The
sick were moreover supplied with medi-
cines gratuitously from the small phar-
macy attached to the monastery. Idid
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not ask the question, but I concluded
that at least one of the fathers had a
medical diploma. The medicine that
was chiefly wanted in the Double when
the Trappists settled there was uinine ;
the demand upon it was very heavy
years ago, but by removing to a great
extent the cause of the fever-breeding
miasma, the monks have been able to
economize the druyg.

Talking about these matters, we
reached the refectory. A great cold
room with whitewashed walls and five
long, narrow tables with benches on
each side, stretching from end to end,
was the place where the monks took
their very frugal meals. The tables
were laid for the first meal. There
were no cloths, and it is almost need-
less to add that there were no napkins,
although these are considered so essen-
tial in France that even in the most
wretched auberge one is usually laid
before the guest. Trappisis, however,
have little need of them. At each
place were a wooden spoon and fork, a
plate, a jug of water, and another jug
— i smaller one — of beer, and a por-
ringer for soup, which is the chief of
the Trappists’ diet, Very thin soup
it is; the i dients being water,
chopped vegetables, bread, and a little
oil or butter. Until a few years ago no
oily matter, whether vegetable or ani-
mal, was allowed in the soup, nor was
it permissible, except in case of sick-
ness, Lo have more than one meal a
day ; but the necessity of relaxing the
rule a little was realized. Now, during
the six summer months of the year,
there are two meals a day, namely, at
eleven and six; but in winter there is
still only one that is called a meal, and
this is at four. There is, however, a
goiiter — just something to keep the
stomach from collapsing — at ten in Lthe
morning. No flesh, nor fish, nor ani-
mal product, except cheese aud butter,
is eaten by these Trappists unless they
fall ill, and then they have meat or
anything else that they may need to
make them well. There is, however,
-very little sickness amongst them. The
living of each Trappist probably costs
no more than sixpence a day to the

- T—
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commuuity. Assuming that the money
brought into the common fund by
those who have a private fortune —
the fathers as a rule are men of some
independent means —covers the estab-
lishment expenses and (he taxation
imposed by the Slate, there must re-
main a considerable profit on the work
of each individual, whether he labors
in the fields or in the dairy and cheese
rooms, or concerns himself with the
sales and the accounts, or, like the
porter at the gate, tests with an instru-
ment the richness of the milk that is
brought in by the peasants, lest they
who have been befriended by the monks
in sickness and penury should steal
from them in return. To devote this
surplus oblained by a life of sacrifice,
compared Lo which the material misery
of the beggars whom they relieve is
luxury, to the lessening of human suf-
fering, to the encouragement of the
family, offering the hand of charity to
the worthy and the unworthy, expect-
ing no honor from all this, and not even
gratitude, is a life that makes that of
the theoretical philanthropists and hu-
manitarian philosophers look rather bar-
ren. Let every man who lives up to
an unsclfish ideal have full eredit for
it, whether he be a Trappist or a
Buddhist.

At one end of the refectory, below
the line of tables, was a small wooden
bench for a single person,. The monk
pointed Lo it with half a smile upon his
face. ““Whatis it? ™ I asked. *'The
stool of penitence,’ he replied. Hero a
monk, who had brought upon himself
some disciplinary correction, sat by
order of the abbot in view of everybody,
and had the extra mortification of
watching the others eat, while he, the
penitent, had nothing to put between
his teeth. I wondered if my cicerone
had ever been perched there, but I was
not on such terms of familiarity with
him that I could ask the question.

From the refectory we went to the
dormilory, an oblong room with a
sage down the middle, and cells on each
side — about fifty altogether. They
were very narrow, and were separated
by lath and plaster partitions, only car-







