


THE SPINNER







PREFACE

HIS book is the story of a journey througt
with the thoughts and memories w
journey suggests.

historical association, the ordinary details

book has become not so much an
buildings, as a picture of the .

as they were in the past, and
That it is a true picture I
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THE BRETONS AT HOME

e s . ou méme titre que la Normandie, la

etla Mm elle est plus et mieux encore: elle
te. Eh! om, si séparés que nous soyons, et

_ mmpre ﬁauémnspuéchangerdesoou-
es si -et,sinousmemyonsnoslandes
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s de mes ¢motions les plus cheres ¢
ques-unes de mcs plus nobles amitiés

;&cg,’..’ com_ment la Bretagne, a son tcmr, -._.-;.
Chaque ¢été les @.:":.-
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espice de pudeur farouche qui ne se fond que lentemen
aux rayons d'une chaude sympathie, comme la brume des
vallées armoricaines aux feux du soleil. Mais aussi, quz
ces apparences toutes superficielles se sont dissipces, q elle
- accueil dans les choses! Quelle confiance et

don chez les gens! Madame Gostling,—je le dis
| or louange,—n’a pas eu beaucoup d’efforts a '-a'—'f:-
~ pour sen apercevoir.  Elle estvenue & la Bretagne, le cc
‘mains tendues, et la Bretagne 'a presque tout
doptée: je veux dire que la Bretagne s'est do

§
&

surprendre “les Bretons chez eux.’
que ce ne sont pas les livres
dans la littérature ang
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Dans le religieux silence, les arbres

céliande ?

hlm&nt méditer ; par instant, nous croyions sentir sur nous
‘de leur pensée ; je vous demandai tout a coup:

' -*‘ Que vous disent les voix de la forét?”
.~ Ce qu'elles vous disaient, je le sais maintenant. 'E
Vos “Bretons chez eux” viennent de me l’apprend

¥ Ge n'étaient pas seulement les magiques murmures de
céliande, c'étaient toutes les musiques de la Bretagne qui

-

»
i

%,;-""‘fntawr‘ﬁ en vous, :
ANATOLE LE BRrAZ




A PAINTER OF SAINTS

THE BRETONS AT HOME

CHAPTER 1

Landing at Saint Malo—Dol—Story of Saint Samson— Mont Dol
—Combourg—La Chénaie—Dinan—Du Guesclin—Plancoét—Manor
of Guyomarais—Corseul—Montafilant,

“ CARNAC PLAGE

“15th August, 1906
"I WONDER what you will say! I have been invited
to a wedding, one of the huge Breton weddings, mh
as one scarcely ever meets with in our days; and I have
promised to go on condition that you two dear souls come

with me. Five hundred will sit down together ;
be sacrificed, and calves! There will be '
dancing! Cider will flow like a river, so tk
men will see visions, and the old men will ds
Ob, my friends, come, and of all things
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nally resolved itself into a whole glorious month of .
skies, am‘- autumn tints, and gold-flecked, dancmg the sun, and the sk
' - gets in Brittany. _ was |

o'clock in the morning when, having
m&.etwhwimailachoppyseaperm_ :
e went out on deck and found oursel
t Malo. The old grey town with
: 'bathedm a soft mist whlchfelI
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by the Christian symbol. A local legend says that a great
%h@k place in this same Champ Dolent, and that the
1 . was such that there was sufficient blood to turn a
_miﬂwaheelinthe neighbourhood. In the midst of the batt o
m brothers took one another by the throat, when the’
‘enormous stone rose up from the earth and separated them,
Tt is a fact that a great battle did take place here between

27y, Clotaire, king of the Franks, and his son Chramme. It

in ‘hard by, and being unwilling {
_ Has savage father had

‘about the year 560 AD, when this part of Britts "
pagan. Chramme was defeated ; he could have
by a@ht. but he had placed his wife and two

Hannah,presentedhimmtheChw‘eh. At
he was sent to that noted school for saints,
whemhehadfﬂ:eompaﬂionsmtﬁm
missionaries, who afterwards Christia
Surrounded by the sal‘emn Welsh
more solemn compan
to manhood, strong, bra.vq,. wise
his tastes guided by the greatest s
l:ved Saint Iltud. Samson had liﬁ‘eﬁi
had already been consecrated a bisho
call came to him to leave the land
the gospel to Northern B il
monks, he sailed across the
of Samt Brieue.
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- worship, he and his monks set up a group of solitary cells

i wmm” in those dzysmstitutcdaCelﬁc monast
- In the midst of the little encampment, probably over tt
'-' well, in order to secure it for the Christian Church, a cha,
~ Wwasnaised. In course of time this was replaced by a 1a
- church, then by a vast cathedral, which has been enri
~ and beautified by successive bishops, and around it

; : mile to the north of Dol, from the midst
s and swamps which have been alternatels
sea, and covered by forests, rises a granii
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boards at the gentle face of his old wife as she lay resting
after her many years of faithful love and patient toil? . , |
I never knew, for he had not seen me, and I could not
interrupt him in his prayers ; so, creeping to the door, I
too passed out into the night, and left the old mourner with
Saint Samson to comfort him,

. Next morning the mist had cleared away, and the
sky was radiant. Everywhere they had been cutting
sarrasin, and the crimson stalks, gathered in bundles tied
together at the top, stood like tiny tents, so that the
meadows seemed full of rose-pink fairy encampments, set
up on the carpet of russet brown that covered the floor of
every orchard. What a werld of colour it seemed after
grey-green England! Along the high banks bordering
the railway, brambles were running among the grass, like
newly lighted flames, and all the distance was full of a blue
haze, from which the straw thatch of cottages glimmered
faintly. :

- At Combourg an amazing carriage was waiting to take

~ usto carriage so old that Chateaubriand himself
15 ridden in it when he arrived unexpectedly to visit

PPy = 1 |




COMBOURG

set in a frame of poplars, grey-green against a s
distance, while from the village spirals of white smo
upwards to the pale autumnal sky. The castle a
out clear and distinct as it does in my memory,

memorial of feudal power and tyranny, help
than any amount of study to re lize the en
which in those days lay between the noble an
and the utterly slavish dependence of the p
l'iCh. AR
The present castle dates from th
and is said to have been built by i
Sieur de Combourg, who died in 1463. Bu
his days there was a strong s on the:
again and again in the histo
more than once by the En

We lunched at the ney

to forget the fa

0
we fo
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~ Comtesse de Chateaubriand and her husband. The g

" hall has been divided in the middle and now forms
less impressive, but decidedly more homely :
mm apartment described in the “Mémois

mmmmmwwww
mmm “a&er\tha
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.Aég'w-m:lanﬁwmmuuscmpofapp&eswi&

ﬂsmmuwm&rmusthatuderwuidbechmp-

- mext year, which was a good thing, since it was at present

“mpmbmdemtsenslabamuel” y

- He likewise found great solace in one of our Egyptian

- cigarettes, puffing away at it vigorously, and telling us he
* had never smoked one before.

At the little village of Saint Pierre we noticed an

| _,ddcaﬁ,mthﬁwlsgmd— |
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«ﬁ@mmwh:smeﬂsglmmhmm

rose. “Is it for you to eat first 2" he -'
_ place;; I am the eldest”
Wa&ﬂwmpofthctable,he
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Amammmmwm
spot. &Mmkamﬂmmmﬂ;a
-r_,mwpmﬂﬂwwhmhhmmdedthe -
X ma:&;&&ew@mmm strenuous

~ Theo 'Wﬂ;dmﬁdlo{pkcs,anda&ed .
s about the camera, the shining brasswork of w
d his admiration. Hemmmm-'
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mmmow moﬁ‘h MOﬂtﬂ.ﬁ]allt,aﬂ ATC]

ruined castle that lies some four or five miles b
e Chapel of Nazareth. The road mounted steeply

gg e, then, having reached the table-land, started strai

&;ﬁhgﬁt@hr-,andbegandmdmg‘ into a deep and
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Montafilant enjoys after the stormy days of its youth, for j
must have seen some exciting episodes. It was buyjlt for
such, with its wide, deep ditch, and five hugely thick
towers; and the cunningly contrived entrance, as hopeless
as that of Giant Despair’s Castle. Indeed, situated in the
deep intricate valley, hidden from, yet close to, the high-
road which in those days led from Rennes to the great
port Erqua, it must have been a convenient haunt for
robbers, and no doubt the former lords of Montafilant did
not fail to gather contributions from travellers passing
that way.

We lingered so long at the castle that we had some ado
to catch our train at Plancoét. On our arrival at the station
we found it crowded with priests, evidently on their way to
some_function or other. One, a red-faced young fellow,
had his bicycle with him, and, his soutane tucked up round
his waist, exhibited a very worldly pair of shepherd’s plaid
knickerbockers, of which I doubt whether his bishop would
have approved. He must have known that he ought not
to have been wearing them, for as he caught my eye he
pulled down his black cassock and looked rather sheepish.
We happened to get into a carriage labelled Chasseurs avec
Chiens, into which he and his friend also climbed.

- “Ou donc est votre chien ?” he inquired jocosely, and
seemed disposed to continue the joke when a womafl

entered with a baby, which was a much greater nuisancé
than any number of dogs could have been.
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CHAPTER 1II

Guingamp—Reminiscence of the Pardon—Legend of Notre Dame
de Bon Secours—Sainte Francoise d’Amboise at Guingamp—M¢énez
Bré—Guenc’hlan and Saint Hervé—The Fountain of Saint Hervé—
Bulat Pestivien—The Temple of Lanleft.

GUINGAMP, a quaint old name and a quaint old town.
~ Among the billowy folds of the green valley of the
winding Trieux, it lies like some ancient jewel, the glories
of its medizval church set in an intricate fillagree work of
winding streets, gabled houses, and battlemented walls.

It was raining when we reached the station, just a burst
of stormy tears, forgotten as soon as shed, that left the sky
full of glistening white clouds. The omnibus, with its grey
horses, was in waiting, and Victor the driver, a very old
friend of mine, after an enthusiastic greeting, took our
luggage tickets, and we were soon on our way to the Hoétel
de France.

Guingamp always fascinates me, it is so deliciously out
of date, so antiquated and inconsequent. I am sure the
goods in the dull shops can never have been renewed since
the time of Duchesse Anne, and only on market days do
Fhe streets awake from the lethargy into which they have
sunk. One is able, therefore, to give all one’s attention to
the history and antiquities of the town and neighbourhood,
a distinct ‘advantagé in so interesting a place as Guingamp.

. - 21 -
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&smpamdthechumh,l glanced into the north porch,
¢rowded as ever with country women paying their devotions
o the miraculous statue of Noétre Dame de Bon Secours,
ch, clad in gorgeous robes, stands high above the i mpef

aAr market-place was gmy and shiny w:t&'

far the glones of bygone d
courtyard of the hotel all
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she who giveth sight once more to eyes that long were blind,

cures eaf, and heals the lame, doth Madame Marie kmf
uishing are cured by her, thedumbmanleamstosm& -3

=-I.Wmsm1mshehercomfortbnng R

Mme de Bon Secours, let me remark

1V rg‘m of each parish has her spaa
of saints, her distinctive rank, a
ce among Virgms of otherpanshes. A
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ding gables, as in the days when some pa.gan
as carried in procession to light the Sacred'
imer fires in honour of the Sun-god.
as I made my way through the “Place” last
er, it was quiet and dull, and when I seated mys
¢ old church there were no wreaths of flowers to
strange triforium, Gothic on the north mde,l
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- the horse s and we found ourselves ;
3 -the broa.dgraﬁs-growrx roa.dthat still leay

seamed.to nsthat all the kmgdoms
hkeama.patourfeet.
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- birth; his statues always represent him being led by a guide
~ and by a wolf, which, after the manner of early
he had convinced of its evil ways, and pressed into
vice of the true Church. It is an innocent piece of
1g, no doubt, the triumph of the gospel,
by the saint, over the paganism that prevailed

- before his time. It is universally acknow-
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m&&m&aphh.wmuponano!dsq
 well. The stones edging it were so ancient, that th
MW&mmﬁ&emmfmmofthc
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wcdranktoher health, clinking our glasses in
fashion.
The conversation thén eantmmd
vivacity. After asce 5, to
were,whatmsourusualdmkmmﬂ_ .

d cupboards, set on the earthen floor.
~an old woman rose from a chair near
m and came forward, asking what we wanted, 1.
that she asked, but, as a matter of fact, I could onl
h&‘ meaning, for she spoke not a word of French.
It was a trying moment for all concerned. The |
‘woman regarded us suspiciously, as we glanced desp
ind in search of some one to help us out of our diffi
, "a shelf, 1 espled a loaf of bread, one of

H:ghly ﬂam:wd am. fwﬁ fi
with the good old_
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the centre. In the grave-yard is an ancient fountain, of
great repute among the young married women of the
neighbourhood, as it is said that the water, if taken wig
due formule and various incantations, is certain to ensyre
a large family.

We were looking at the worn steps leading down to the
sunken granite square, where rises the fountain, when 3
stout rosy-faced sister accosted us, and volunteered to show
us the church. As we picked our way among the grave-
stones, I inquired whether the fountain had not been there
long before the church.

“ But yes,” said she, “indeed, we owe the church itself to
the fountain.” And she told me the following story.

A certain Lord of Pestivien (the little village we had
passed on our way up) having been married and childless for
some years, determined that his wife should take the waters
% ef Bulat systematically, vowing at the same time that if a son

~ were born to them he would build a church to Our Ladyof |
B ilat, the tutelary deity of the fountain. In due timethe
Id arrived, and there, beside the fountain, they raised |
lendid hmldmg that remains to-day a lastmg tribute
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'| holding his hands above his head to support the book.
: The whole, with its vivid colouring, looked most realistic,
and must have been an endless amusement to the children
during sermon time. It stood just outside a beautifully
carved low stone screen that closed in the choir. From
the south the church is entered by one of those p s
so common in Brittany, in which stand the Twelve Apostles ;
but the arch to the porch is unusual, and though Ilgi;r ﬁam
an architectural point of view, picturesque and g rap
But it is the mortuary chapel, added in the si
century by the Pestivien family, that is the most curi
and interesting thing about Bulat. It is of greal % and
beauty, elaborately carved and ornamented, : d e
outer wall are grotesque representations of
Death, some of which are particularly horrible.
stout friend had satisfied herseh' that we reall

CLHE SOUTH PORCH OF BULAT CHURCH
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af&is"ShepyHeﬁow”wchadegood-byetonur

p to Pontrieux is but an hour's i
bagatelle of a journey, which we made the
ning, taking up our quarters at the we]l-inten'
newhat fusty, Hotel de France. I cannot i
ozewrmg w any one to stay at Portneux,




%mmm symbohzmg the mg'ﬂs
‘ﬁamlape&mthmughwhmhtheﬁrstm
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superstitions and traditions which form a

cult, and lavish such intense affection an
lqmlsmm to whom they pray.

~ On the way to La Roche Derrien, where we werq

i ':hmh with the doctor, we stopped for ten minutes

anor of Kercabin, the scene of the exploits of a celebr:

named Margéot. He and his gang levied |

all travellers passing along the road from Pon

Itisa strange sensation, after readin ,

k dow  the magmﬁcent avenue of beech t

great part of
d devotion

of the blood of the ba
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the omnibus that brought the traveller from Ployee oo
to stop here for half an hour, and on winter evenings, ut .
the old nodding gables were bowed beneath 2 hﬂvy-'

ing of snow, it was easy to picture the shouting, f

mob, surging up and down the narrow winding Smh,g% a&

thronging the castle enclosure.

But to-day Roche Derrien has its railway-station‘
as we left the town lying in the sunshine, Charles and
melancholy history faded quickly away into the m
the past,

At some distance from La Roche, just after pase
Mantalot with its very curious church, lies the old }

~ of Coadélan, the scene of the short married life of |
- Fontenelle. I suppose every one knows the story ¢
Fonten lle, the outlaw, who ran away with the little h
lan, and after putting her in a convent till she
her, and lived in the great dark
- An avenue of oak trees leads

to the north of which, on the
- menhir. The gate

THE MANOR OF COADELAN
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lining the wall in two tiers, each with its red curtain sk
through the open carving of the shutters, and in the sunlight
that streamed in from the window behind the tall wooden
screen that guarded from the door, the group of white-capped
women and children, laughing as they listened to the pleasant
gossip of Anatole le Braz. |
From the other side of the entrance hall opened huge
rooms and galleries one within the other, furnished scantily
with old polished cupboards, chests, and spare beds. Up-
stairs it was the same, save that here part of the large
room that must have been the great hall of the castle
been walled off and made into a veritable fortress, defe £
by a stout timber partition, in which are loop-holes com-
manding the whole of the outer portion of the roo e 5
door leading to the chamber so formed is fit
inner side with enormous locks and bolts, an
barred gratings, to enable the occupant
one seeking admission. Within we saw ar
and other antique furniture, but who had ,
place, or the reason of its construction, I 1
I sometimes fancy it may have been m

his long-suffering household.
Coadélan is full of mysteries
the extreme south-e

the angle of the cha



over Brittany, ‘
spot to linger in. It was pleasanter to
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But she could not tell us who Monsieur Rouge was,
1 do not know to this day.

All T do know is, that the Manor of Coadélan is hay
by the phantoms of a handsome cavalier broken ‘-‘Pﬂl&
wheel, and beheaded for his many crimes, and of his w}
faced little lady of sixteen, who died of grief less
year afterwards.

There is a very curious oak tree close to the h
Its trunk seems to have divided into three in o
to clasp to its heart a large Druidical stone. Very
sign of life remains in the tree save at the ends of the
and stumpy branches, and what its age may be it i
possible to guess. But it is curiously suggestive to -
sacred stone and the sacred tree so closely a
Iﬁdead,‘ihe whole neighbourhood of Coadélan te
~ problems of all sorts.

2 ~ The road from Coadélan to Port Blanc took

) u; Roche, and here we changed the
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But in the morning what a radiant vision greeted ys,
A sea of sapphire, stained with emerald green, granite rocks
whose soft shell pink was half shrouded with golden-brown
and orange seaweed, and over all the turquoise sky of
September. In this enchanted world of light and colour we
wandered all day, scrambling over rocks in search of shells,
climbing the hill to the curious old chapel whose roof seems
sinking into the ground with the weight of its centuries of
age, loitering about the village and deep country lanes,
and visiting some of the old peasant women from whom
Anatole le Braz has gleaned his harvest of myth and
legend. §
The country between Port Blanc and Tréguier lies
high, forming a kind of table-land, rolling and somewhat F
bare. The trees are gnarled and bent with the wind, and
for miles and miles the eye wanders over breezy bare
country, with neither wood nor plantation to break the
monotony. Nevertheless there is a charm and freshness
about this district that invigorates the mind just as
strengthens the body. The road lies so high that one
seems to overlook the district as from the roof of a stage
coach, and long before reaching Tréguier the tall lace-lik" |
spire of its cathedral can be seen on the horizon. E
As we crossed the bridge that spans the river Gui ly,
the old city of Saint Yves towered above us, still pu
with the sunset. But before we had climbed the steep
that leads to the upper town the light faded, and the mark
square as we entered it was grey and mournful. ;
I have always loved Tréguier since a certain Decemt
day, now several years ago, when we went ‘there in
~ of photographs to illustrate the legend of Saint Yv
‘martin. 1 remember arriving in the old omnibus ¥




A
{
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PORT BLANC. (ANATOLE LE BRAZ COLLECTING FOLK LORE)

¢, -



followed we'gmw to
it. All day we wand




flushed here and there with rosy pink.

| Mmpmwaﬁkedbestthatwintermﬁw

itself, the quaint street scenes, the old Gothic cloisters,

ancient hospital ~which Yves of Kefmartin used to
day, the house where the great Renan was be







CHAPTER IV
~ The utomobrle—Lanmm—Remmmoe of a_Lannmn
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thick that everybody was coughing, and it was 1o Io
mmmthamdans,themmmpped,

the town.

“Where are they going 2” 1 asked the girl, who
found her way to our side

.w&fafdamupatthewrd‘om“ _
“But why do you nét dance altogether in the m
- M”Ihqukod,aaWMOﬂ‘mmrlmgdem
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wate_red, and i.n spite of the very modern and prosaic-
looking house, it is not so difficult as might be imagined to
picture Guineévere and Launcelot wandering hand in hand
beneath the trees, or sitting beside the broad and placid lake,

A few miles to the north-east of Ker-dluel is the pictu-
resque little port of Perros Guirec, with its charming plage
and curious Roman church, of which the carvings on the
south porch deserve special consideration. They belong to
the twelfth century, and the sculpture on the capital of the
west pillar represents Saint Efflam coming to the assist-
ance of King Arthur, who is fighting a dragon.

Going still further north we arrive at the chapel of Noétre
Dame de la Clarté. The chapel is old and very handsome,
especially the south porch, but it is not that which impresses
one most at La Clarté. No, it is a certain altar set up
against a pillar to the north-west of the chancel, a mysterious
and extremely ancient altar, which attracts one’s attention
immediately. Before it, on a stand, one or two candles are
always burning, but with this exception it is neglected and
apparently disused. On the other altars there are embroi-
deries, laces, flowers, statues, all the paraphernalia of a
Breton chapel. Here there is nothing. No covering has
it save the melted wax left by countless generations of
candles, no reredos but a burnt and blackened stone. Yet
it is undoubtedly the Holy of Holies of La Clart¢, the altar
dedicated from time immemorial to OUR LADY OF
LIGHT!

As to Our Lady of Light herself, I have read somewhere
that she is the elder cousin of Noétre Dame of Port Blanc,
~ and that when she goes to visit the latter on the day of her
‘pardon, it is very important that La Clarté should take
edence of her younger relative, otherwise there will be_ ;
le with the weather. I suppose that the meaning of

G ti"l
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OUR LADY OF LIGHT

the story is that the cult of the one chapel is e"-'
that of the other; but it may also refer to th
importance of the worship prevailing at La Clar
the introduction of Christianity.

For who was Our Lady of Light?
Isis, Our Lady of Flame, whose worship was
the Romans, and spread by them through tl
Was she by any chance the predecessor of
La Clarté? : |

It is but a few miles from La Cl
very ancient village of Plouman
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;e;f)orted to have made their journey across the Channel
some great stone oOf other, which was afterwards
closely associated with their special cult; and it seem
probable that the explanation may be that the stone wa:
one of those ancient sacred stones which used to be wor-
shipped in pagan times, and that the saint, finding it im-
possible to overthrow the worship of which it was the
object, found a place for it in the new religion he had come
to preach.

On the western side of the rocky promontory on which d
Perros and Ploumanac’h are situated is Trégastel, a mere |
wilderness of rocks, but with an old church, and a still older
calvary. The church has a fine ossuary, and in the church.
yard is an altar tomb with the inscription: “ To the bones ]
of our Fathers,” reminding one rather forcibly how much of
ancestor worship still lingers in some parts of Christendom. ]
At Trégastel, too, there is a very fine rocking stone, one of
those curious natural objects consulted as an oracle by the 4
early races which inhabited Brittany. g

Opposite Trégastel, at a short distance from the coast,
s the little island of Avalon, claimed by all Bretons to be 9
the burial place of King Arthur. =

We were looking across the water at it, when an old
sailor joined us, and began talking. R

«Is that Avalon?” 1 inquired.

« Aye,” said he, © that's Avalon.” E

«Where you Bretons say that King Arthur lies puried?”

He took his pipe from his mouth and stood looking
critically at the island which lay wrapped in 2 delicate g
mist. - ;
« Some people say that,” said he, at Jast, ¢ but no
5 folk round here. The fact is King Arthur wasn’t buried 2

- all. He never died.” W







“ Never died ? *
“No. Ill tell you how it happened. Do m .
Ker-dluel ? ” '

“Yes; I've just been there.”

“Well, I've heard it said that King Art
Knights lived there, and had a gay time huntin
forth. On that island over yonder dwelt a fair
Morgane, the sister of Merlin the wizard. She W
love with Arthur that she got jealous of every or
looked at him, and one day when he was t
by the sea, she wrapped him round in a clo
and took him over to Avalon ; and there t
since. She never lets him be seen by an
and if he wants to go out of the underg
she keeps him she turns him mh@ a ra

“ Have you ever seen him ¢ I a

The old fellow looked at me
eye. «'

¢ I’ve seen a raven sitt
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midst of the wild woodland scenery forms a wonderful and
The Viscounts of Tonquédec were extremely powerful
during the Middle Ages, and trusting to the -
.woithmrasﬁegaveagrmduldtmhhb
the reigning Dukes of Brittany. Duke John the Fourth
dismantled the fortress in 1395, but it was soon repaired,
aadﬁwiagtherdgnofﬂmryofﬂammmm_
one of the strongest places in France. Finally, in
the Thirteenth’s time it was destroyed, as far as any one ¢
mit,bymchalim
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Gradually, however, these figures have disappeared, for one. 1
can understand that it is scarcely a cult to be encouraged
by the authorities, and I believe that the Ankou of H
Ploumilliau is now the only one in existence. True,
there are the granite representations of Death on the
chapels of Bulat, Roche Maurice, and elsewhere ; but they
are not at all the same thing as the little GodofDmh-
who once held sway at the church of Ploumilliau. I say,
«who once held sway,” for he no longer does so, but '
been banished to the chamber over the south porch, w
he is kept under lock and key.

'_';fhe.sto;ynfh:smmovalhas been related in the

5 2 .
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pieces of oak carving I have seen in Brittany. Presently
the last woman rose and clattered out. We were alone.
Eagerly we made our way to the door. Locked!

“We shall have to ask the sacristan after all,” said I,
“and he will probably say he knows nothing about the
figure.” Which was exactly what did happen. The
sacristan’'s wife was at the wash-tub when we knocked at
her door, and in answer to our request to be allowed to
see the statue of Death in the room over the porch,
declared that there was no such thing there, never had
been so far as she knew. Here was a disappointment.

“ But,” said I, “ Monsieur Anatole le Braz told me. . . »

The woman stopped her angry rubbing. *“ Who did you
say ?” she inquired, looking up.

“ Monsieur le Braz,” I answered innocently. “He told |
me that the figure was there, said that he had seen it, in fact.” |

% Lommic,” cried the sacristan’s wife, hastily drying her
hands on her apron. “Come and take care of the baby.

I'm going to show this lady and gentleman the church.” |
Then as we made our way back to the porch she added, l
“1 do believe there may be an old statue up in that room;
I’d forgotten it for the moment.” o

The church seemed doubly dim and mysterious as we
re-entered it, and it was with something of a feeling of dread
that we climbed the ancient spiral staircase and found our-
selves before a heavy oak door which groaned dismallyas it
turned on its disused hinges. Across a floor velvety with
dust, into the light of a tiny loophole, and we stand in the
presence of the Ankou, the great and terrible Ankou, and
find the sightless orbits gazing up at us in mute appeal. It
was a strange sensation to find one’s self lifting the little
Wm‘ of its dark corner and placing it in the H_ght which .‘
streamed in through the unglazed window. It seemed to

THE STATUE OF DEATH, OR LANKOU, AT PLOUMILLIAU
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look out over the churchyard that had for so many hundred
years been its undisputed realm, with such a wistful gaze, it
was so long since it had looked at its own, so long since it
had been shut up there in the dark. e A
The sacristan’s wife was watching us in scared silence.
“« It seems strange to be photographing I’ Ankou, does it L

not?” T said as cheerfully as I could ; as a matter of fact, e

I felt a little uncomfortable about it, and should have been ‘

glad of some encouragement. RS
“Mon Dieu, oui!” she muttered, crossing herself; an SREC
turning her back on the unholy work, she moved to the
furthest corner of the room. %y g
Presently, however, seeing that nothing untoward
happened, she thawed a little, and told us how in
mother's time PAnkou had stood in the church, and
no one thought of visiting Ploumilliau without ps
devotions to the mysterious Ervoanik Plouillo, as it is
« Madame knows that it is Death?” she con
crossing herself again. And I remembered how i
the ancestors of these same Bretons, of
left a record, boasted of their descent
Death, Z/us, or as the Romans calle
in the strange figure before me I
of those survivals of which
coarsely carved feet so m
trembled, before whose
more direct means,
seemed to feel his

once more i
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ancient centre of Chnstmuty Coz Yaudet. The people
mﬁwyshadthe putation of being the roughest '
: inthepaunsula. Cambray found
mah:unéfedyws ago, and they still bear a doubt
character. It was therefore but natural that the dist
should have abounded with monstrous superstitions
heathen customs, symbolized by the fearful dragons
said to have infested the land. Almost every cleft
hillside or coombe running up from the coast
its particular species of monster. There
rekembling eroeodiles that must. oeztamly
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mughgmbskhm,chmhewdmthcsxdesandwaded_
shore. At their head was a very handsome young n
'humdfalrmﬂ:thedmamyblueeyesofthcmysuq
the manners of a prince. Seeing Arthur, surrounded b
his knights, he made his way toward him, saluting
pleasantly, and as an equal.
*IamEfﬂam"sazdhe,“orﬂysonoftheng
iﬁﬁand. Can you tell me, good sir, where I am ?” :
'I’!xenArthnrieapt&omhxshorse, ﬂingmgthem
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One red eye, and green scales wrapped his shoulders, and his
form was as that of a bull of two years old.

His twisted tail was like a great screw of iron ; his mouth stretched
from ear to ear,

And all its length was lined with great white tusks, sharp as those
of a wild boar.”

For three days they fought, neither being able to
vanquish other. At the end of that time, the dragon
having retired for awhile to his den, Arthur, completely
exhausted, came and flung himself down beside his cousin. -

“ A little water,” he gasped, “a drop of fresh water.” =
But his men looked one on another, for that was just what
there was not to be found in that place. They were sitting
at the western end of the Gréve, and the tide was rippling
up over the reaches of level sand that changed from pink to
purple, beneath the long rays of the setting sun. Opposite,
far off, they could see in a golden mist the Pointe de Séhar,
stretching out into the sea; and Arthur knew that some-
where behind it lurked that mysterious Isle of Avalon,
from whence had come his sword, Calibrus, and to which
some day, according to the prophecy of Merlin, he should
be carried to be healed of his grievous wound. Efflam had
fallen upon his knees, and was praying earnestly. At
length he rose, and making the sign of the cross, struck
three times on the green rock with his staff. “ With the

Blessed God, I will find you water,
the top 1




SAINT EFFLAM 79

humbled themselves, and as soon as morning had arisen
Efflam walked with a firm step to the mouth of the den,
commanding the dragon, in the name of the Lord, to come
forth. And the beast obeyed, rolling his dreadful eye,
uttering such an awful hissing noise, that the shore
resounded for miles. Vomiting blood as he went, he
mounted the black rock, Hyrglas, and with a last terrible
roar, flung himself into the sea, where he perished miserably
in the waters.

I have told the legend at some length, because, fanciful
as it is, it so well symbolizes the fight which the first Celtic
missionary to the Lieu-de-Greve waged with the horrors
and cruelties he found there, evils which others had been
vainly endeavouring to combat by force. Incidentally it
sives a picture of the great lonely bay, almost as solitary in
this twentieth century as it was in the days of Saint Efflam.

We stopped at the fountain at the western end, and as
we were looking at the old green stones, a peasant came up
and asked if we would like to see the chapel. A flight of
worn and mossy steps led up to it, but the building itself is
painfully new and uninteresting. Vet it marks the site of
the little cell where the young prince passed the remainder
of his short life. The custodian told us the story. “Sit
here,” said he, leading the way once more to the top of the
old flight of steps, and lighting a cigarette from my
husband’s case. |

: “I've told you how Saint Efflam conquered the dragon
with his prayers, when King Arthur and all his knights |
could do nothing. Well, after he'd said good-bye to the
king, the saint and his friends climbed the hill here, and
found a little rl.uned Chapel. It a ew,
can see for yourself, and the fountain was clos
So they built up the walls and mended
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each of them made himself a hut of branches, such a5 you
may see this day at any of the pardons, and settled down tq
begin theijr life as hermits. (&

“ Every day they went to Mass in the chapel, and on
Sundays, Tuesdays, Thursdays and Saturdays an ange]
brought them their dinners all hot and comfortable to the
cell of Saint Efflam ; the other days they fasted. S there
they were, settled with a monastery, chapel, refectory andad
kitchen without any trouble of theirs, and all they had to
do was to pray and heal the sick who came to them, b

“ Now, after,a time, the Princess Enora, who had been4
looking for her husband everywhere, poor thing, came to |
Brittany in search of him. There’s a song we sing that j
tells about it ;:—

. “‘The angels carried her, sleeping in their arms, and bearing |
over the great sea, laid her on the doorsill of her hus
hermitage.

When she awoke and found herself there, she knocked thre

times at the door, “ I am your sweetheart and your wife, whon

- God has brought hither.” | '

And he knew her voice and went quickly out, and with
godly words took her hand in his, "

Then he built her a little hut close to his own, there to the I

4 the fountain, shaded by green bushes it was, and shelt

~ And there they lived a long time till the news of thei

~spread through the land, and every day some,




SAINT GESTIN 81

with her radiance, while near her a little boy in white was

kneeling. 3
So the woman ran to tell the Blessed Efflam, but the door of his

hermitage was wide open, and he like his wife was lying dead
upon the ground.’ ¢

“ They buried him in his cell just where he died, and
built a chapel over him. But after awhile the place was
lost, and no one remembered where his tomb was. One
day the man who used to sweep the floor, like I and my
wife do now, noticed that there were some drops of blood
on the pavement, and as the same thing happened every
week, he told the Bishop of Tréguier, and they dug down
and found the body of Efflam, with all the papers explaining
who he was, and a lot of the history I've just been :
you. So they took him to Plestin and buried him in

- church there. You'll see his tomb if you're going | hat
i We were going that .way, and after tl

custodian, who gave us a very atio
the beginning of June (and
, winding its way with |

to the Pardon m

THE S;‘ATUE OF SAINT EFFLAM IN PLESTIN CHURCH
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of that curious mythical type we find in central and southern -

Brittany. But whatever he was, he was extremely polite,
or returning from a pilgrimage and finding Efflam and |

his party settled, he would not hear of their turning out,

but went further back into the great forest, and built a
new hermitage on the spot which is now called Plestin
Plou-Gestin, the place of Gestin. But vainly did we look
for any sign of the good old Armorican saint in the ¢
which is his by right. He seems to have been supplan
here, as he was at Toul-Efflam, by the popular and ha
some Celt, whose granite tomb lies conspicuously in
and his knowledge of the healing art, it was not diffic
e n to win his way into the affections of the peo 1

Ltron
s
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Mbvshcmtumedwithanug!yold witch calling
hmselfthcmstodian,whowithmuch muttering and
grumbling took us into the new and perfectly uninteresting
building that replaces the ancient church of Lanmeur. It

deplored, this craze for rebuilding
that possesses the Breton clergy. Every year one finds
some splendid old landmark of history and legend gam,\
Government takes matters into its
end to the barbarous practice, soon
worth seeing in the peninsula. !
e pulpit, on which the '

is a thing to be muc

and unless the French
‘own hands and puts an

there will be nothing left
* After we had glanced at th
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p-omon,b‘thélarhatlbeentxughttomakcthe:mgn@ﬂ:he
lus{oodbefommung,wstasyouseeanm
Bmtomdom-day,andthspomnbmmehamlmhm

the sacred symbol.
s Next, the wicked uncle conceived the idea of smanm:
assassinstomakeawaywiththehtﬂeboy He was
thtgwithhismoﬂmrstthetime,andwhmthe ffians
ﬁétmdhkn,andtoldh:mthesrmnd,msﬁeadof
. begged to be allowed to retire to his room
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clasped by encircling arms of purple cliffs, lies the ape;
church of Saint Jean, which no doubt replaces a sty =
ancient worshipping place dedicated to the sun.
At the little inn, overgrown by creepers, a crowd of 3
children gather to watch our arrival, and the lame land] o

Le S St A s A v i

8

Madame Vouaux, hastens out to welcome us, for this is by
no means our first visit to Saint Jean. As we enter, yo
turn for a moment, and look up at the rich archway that
leads into the cemetery where the fountain stands. Hoy
beautiful it is! Grey church, quiet graveyard, EOIden';
sunshine lighting the slate roofs of the white cottages;
and beyond, far away through a dip between the headlands,
a glimpse of something intensely blue and living that can
be nothing but the sea,
After lunch, while Le Velly, the chauffeur, is making
ready to start, we saunter across to the graveyard where b
are humming among the old-fashioned stocks and pett
The quaint mortuary chapel lies in the shade, its
window above the altar reminding one of that in
Temple of Lanleff. Adjoining the churchyard, too, is
old building erected by the Duchess Anne for the accom
‘modation of poor pilgrims. For it was by means .

H- b L 1] 1 ;
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the little salon as a study, and my son shall cook you all
his best dishes.”
The good souls! We smiled and waved our hands to
them as we climbed our way out of the deep valley, and
we can go back in spring there will be such a welcome
waiting for us as onlya Breton landlady knows how to give.
] Half an hour afterwards the sun was still shining when
we ran down the steep hill into Morlaix. At the Hoétel de
I'Europe every one was “ravished ” to see us. They had
guessed that we were coming, as there were letters from
England, and our room was ready, the room we always
have when we go to Morlaix, the big red corner room on
the first floor. \
« But, madame,” exclaimed the landlady, when
read our letters and were lounging in the hal
you so late this year? why have you not been beft
We replied that we had been to Greece. Ty
Her face clouded. “To Greece! Ah,

grown tired of Brittany ; you prefer
doubt?”

By no means, madame naturally
The hotels in Greece were

AT MOREAIX
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Thégonnec. The church itself, with the great
mortuary chapel, forms so extensive and ornate a
@hﬂ&ﬁngnthetthclitﬁegmcymd.appzmchedby'

‘marks a family grave, and in the centre rises a v
beautiful and graceful calvary. The whole forms a st
‘example of Renaissance architecture out of all propo
- isoften the case in Léon, where the people are so
- that it has been said of them that “A family c
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the music of the monks, and gain some instruction from
them. He would even sometimes sing in the service,
and when one day the Bishop of Dol, paying a visit to this
distant outpost of his diocese, heard the boy's sweet voice
soaring above the heavy chanting of the monks, he inquired
who he was, Tivisiau was brought forward and asked |
to sing alone. Again he sang and again, till the bishop,
who had lingered at the little out-of-the-way monastery
to enjoy the lovely music, was obliged at last to take his
departure, and feeling unable to part from the youth f
whom he had conceived a great affection, asked permissio
to take him to Dol. There, in that centre of learni
Tivisiau was educated, and his voice carefully trained.
bishop made him his suffragan ; abbot of Dol; and f
laying down the burden of his episcopate, recommend
his favourite as his successor. It is, as de la Bord
says, a curious example of the power exercised in
‘seventh century by a beautiful voice.
- ~ To return to Landivisiau. Down a side street
~ to the church are the lavoirs, and beside them the ancie
~ and very picturesque fountain of Saint Tivisiau. The
~ of it is formed of a number of panels carved in relief,
~ they do not seem to have any special _connection Wit

L " m e e ) - D!' .ﬁ_ a ]
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pathetic sight. Each had his name more or less visible
at his feet. There were Corentins, Guennolés, Elois, Rochs,
ecach with his special symbol, the totem he had replaced,
just as one sees the Hellenic gods represented. And now
to-day, in a miserable barn, stand these discarded relics
of the past, typifying the manner in which their Wor :
is being superseded by a vaguet, poss:bly purer cult. e
The town forms a pleasant centre from thch to ms
some of the less frequented shrines of the west. There
is Lampaul, curiously set on its high hill, the ﬁﬁ%
and ancient buildings well worth seeing. Then ;
Guimilliau with its superb calvary, inferior only
Plougastel and Pleyben. Here will be found the s
of the patron saint, Miliau, father of the little Saint :
whose story we found at Lanmeur. Mﬁg&u was
king of this part of Brittany, and two or t
are dedicated specially to him, which in its
suggestive of ancestor worship! |
Leaving Landivisiau, we made a
Maurice, whose ancient and pictur
‘gallant a part in the War
which has grown up a
quamt place, wit
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e
-

Le Folgoét, one of the finest Gothic buildings in ]3“%
abounding in that exquisite stone lacework in which the
Breton sculptors of the thirteenth and fourteenth centuries
excelled. This church was founded by Jean IV, Duke g
Brittany, as a thank-offering after his great vi
Auray, the battle at which his rival Charles of Blois
cconquered and killed.
Here, as elsewhere, we find the germ of the worshippi
place to have been a fountain. The legend tells h
certain idiot called Salaiin took up his abode besi
bathed in it, and in a tree which overhung it made
himself a sort of nest, where he lived. To-day the fount
rises from beneath the high altar of the magnificent ch
which has been raised to the memory of this same idiot,
ingitswayoutbyachannelmasquarebasmthath
below the great east window. How surprised the poor
would have been had he been told of the honou
wera to be lavished upon him. But he might not

.
it
),
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shrine of Nétre Dame du Folgoet, of Our Lady of the Fool’s

Wood, has been one of the greatest religious centres iy

Brittany, and on the eighth of September each year
on of the holy idiot

thousands of pilgrims flock to the Pard |
Salaiin. There is a legend recorded of a poor git] falsely 3
accused of murder, and about to be burned alive on the
space before the church of Le Folgoét, being saved and
justified by her father's appeal to Our Lady of the Fool’s

Wood. It forms one of the most dramatic poems: i »y
Villemarqué’s « Barzaz-Breiz.” L

Before one enters the church one is struck by the stran 2
carving over the tympanum. As is often the case, it repre- ;f;
sents the adoration of the Magi, but it is unusual to find the
Virgin lying in an elaborately draped bed, amdga #. (0
seated on the ground beside the pillow. iz g i 2

Within the portal all is dark and mystcgéuﬁ '
of soaring columns and dim arches. . . . Across |
stretches a delicate screen, carved in green
gives it the appearance of having been woven
Beneath it, on either side of the arched en |
and beyond, each a marvel of sculptu
Truly the idiot Salaiin has
fashion. S Shaly
Yet even he has to bow

the Virgin and Child s

al
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By tormenting me in this manner they are saving me from
ages of suffering in purgatory. Go on, good beasts, go
on!”
We traversed the northern road on our way back wl
Morlaix, passing through Plouzévédé, near which in &
hollow lies the tiny village, little more than a farm, of
Lambader. It is a sweet place, well repaying a visit on
account of the church, the carved screen of which is the
finest of its kind in the province. On an altar in the south
aisle is a very curious group of granite statues, represent
the flight into Egypt. They probably once formed
an elaborate calvary, for there are others in various parts
the church, all connected with the history of our Saviout
The most curious, however, are those already mentioned
which are grotesque and barbarous in the extreme. |
It was darkening toward evening as we made our wa
over the country road that leads from Plouzévédé
‘Morlaix. Onm,aswepassudamadsidemttagc
" darted out under the very wheels of the motor. It:
~  have lost several of its lives, but evidently escaped
“ _ for, as 1 looked anxiously back, I saw it
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road just in front of us, and as we slowed down, there lay 5

the poor old dame in the midst of all her purchases, the

cart overturned, one of its shafts broken short off, and the

horse careering away at its own sweet will. R
The first thing was to discover whether any bones were

broken, then, after reassuring the old lady on this point, to

cather together her heterogeneous collection of parcels, while

the chauffeur ran off to catch the horse. And all the time

the poor old dear sat on the ground, feeling her arms and

legs, and groaning in a high quavering voice— e v
« O, ma Doué, ma Doué!” A _'_rf[
« How did it happen ?” I asked. B il
But the old woman did not know. She had had along

day, and had possibly dropped asleep. She often did g@,

for Mogis was a quiet beast, never had she behaved like

this before. All she remembered was that sa;r_gn,kyf'_'f-"”*-"-'

was a crash, she found herself lying in the °t nd the

next thing she knew was that we were bending
Presently Le Velly returned leadmg the

as quiet as a sheep, and ev1 y

shaft still danghng at her sx;i:e. N

fully, “how cauld y.;
Mcmsxeur the Recter
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have known as much, seeing that we were townsfolk !
had heard of these monsters, that turn quiet horses i
mad devils. Mogis, by acting as she had done, had
her mistress’s life ; instead of blaming the poor beast,
ought to look upon her as a preserver. Nothing we
induce her to enter the car, the machine diabolique ; it
only fit for old Polik and his crew to ride in, not
baptized Christian, who went to Mass every Sunday.
‘Finding it quite hopeless to persuade her that
motor could have had nothing to do with her acciden
did not arrive on the spot till afterwards, we left he
round by her cottage to tell her son-in-law to

. and so on to Morlaix.
was engaged elsewhere for
as we had decided to vis
d for it to rejoin us
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As we reached the top of the long rise that leads
up from the station, the driver stopped to rest his ho %
and I drew a deep breath of delight as I looked arow
me. We were on the crest of the hill, and the steep ro
led down between banks of flaming brambles and pi
heather, to where far below, in the depths of a d
valley, shimmered the silvery waters of the Jnland
Away to the right the ground fell away in one of th
softly rounded, sudden valleys, formed by the action
underground water, and beyond rose the hills, am¢
‘which nestled Rumengol. All the landscape was b
in effulgent mist, it was as though we had step

from the melancholy beauty of autumn to




.MW Theyhad, however, gone buta"
to Lampaul near Landivisiau when some of the

- mer Faou came running after them, telling Pol
the Whadleftbuhmdnayoungbemt,

the Ile de Batz where he had his mo
_Miﬂﬁe e&xtreme._ _It'you have
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con e at Le F during the o
common evngh i L. T, duiog 0 Puren of | mpn ot e it

~ But now the street was empty; one could almost hear ﬂf‘b"“ﬁtdm

! &ewwofﬂlerwngu#againstthepxmoftheoldm

so still and sleepy was the town. On the

R “spot where the pilgrim had knelt and kissed the ea:ﬂt

' __WMW&peclung andablackpoodlewaswaum

.‘h -.\...
?ﬂﬂknwm:mthuthemisnmranym.
‘ is good, it always is '
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golden key of the great dyke, which kept the sea from over-
whelming her father’s town. There had been a banquet,
*Kmyamatwayseahnganddnnkmgandwastmg&g
‘people’s money,” ‘said the narrator vindictively, and Gralon
M&Mkmmnethaawasgoodforhm,sothat

: : -*inhispnrplcrobua.tthe mercyoflns

“these priests know which side their b
Just as the sea rushed in, and the old
mwgaaingabm:t.not knowing which
nself seized by the hand, placed
d swiftly - Wﬁo the abbey that




_ mmingaddedtothetmult,ntommdto 3
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so that his father wished to take him to court and make 5
soldier of him. But Guennolé wanted to be a monk -
he and his mother prayed constantly to God that He weo
further this praiseworthy design.

One day a fearful storm overtook Fracan when he y
out in the country. The rain fell in such torrents that
~ and his servants were nearly drowned, and when

: him, Lord ! " he cried. “Take him, and 1
ut Mmgmymhum myselfeven!"
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us to go up and see her mother, saying that as she was tog
old to go out it would give her such pleasure to see two
English people.

The little attic they inhabited at the top of the house
was as clean as soap and water could make it, but
and poverty stricken. A table, at which the daughter
been ironing, a cupboard bed in a corner, and by the op
window the merriest old woman in the world! She v
~ stone deaf and quite blind, but her daughter told us
- she was as happy as the day was long, and indeed
so. She felt my tweed dress, my cuffs an
huhzndswermy&mmdhud,and
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“ And do all the men round about here think as yoy
do?" I asked. 3
“Yes,” replied he ; “ but some of them are afraid to say
so. You see, the women don't like it.”
“ How do you manage with your wife ?"
“Oh, poor soul, she’s got ten children to think of,
doesn’t find much time to worry her head about rel
; “And yet” said I, “you go and pray to
~ Nicholas.”
ki *‘,&h,”mdthaman,"that's different. I don't
800 o like that, a prayer now and then as one g
ﬁsking,uapmtofamackereltothcpm

LE FAOU

changed but little, and the music and da
since the days when Guennolé the monk
mmmm@mﬁﬁ

mpinthethwg Imphtﬂad
mp,malwmtchingwe ance for t|
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towering in the air, and the horse curvetting about on his
hind legs. Later, however, he madeupfor:t,and HTO
an excellent and well-intentioned beast, trotting the v
distance uphill and down without a single reminder
the whip, only every time we stopped he refused to
till he had gone through his waltz.
‘On the outward journey we passed through Dao
&dmmﬁgktontoPhugastel,whmwelunched.
lougaste ianotedforthequaintcosmmeswm

WMammbmkofplaguem a
The architect was probably the sz
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Ty el et N g

visited the abbey, with its cloisters, fountain, and splendig 4
church. The present abbey was founded carly in the
twelfth century, but before then there was a religious house :

of some kind at Daoulas, established, it is said, by that Lorg

of Faou who so cruelly persecuted Saint Jaoua. He built

the abbey on his conversion to Christianity, in expiation of

the murder of two of Jaoua’s monks, and called it Daouglas,

the two murders. g

True, there are sceptics who say that the name is

derived simply from Dowlais, a place in Wales, or Douglas

in the Isle of Man, whence the abbey probably took its

but the story of the penitent pagan is so much more
romantic, that it is better to try and believe it.

The grounds of the old place are still very beautiful,

and as we wandered beneath the shadow of the cloiste:

did not require much imagination to picture them ¢
peopled by the Augustin monks who formerl;

at Daoulas. It was a lovely afternoon, and my mem

- the place is full of sunshine, and the rosy gleam of :
- for an orchard lies among the ruins, and here and th

ok

i

P

Faou we found that the «

L,
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RUMENGOL

picture of the village at the time of the great annual festival
in June. At other seasons, however, few persons visit
Rumengol, for it is merely a tiny cluster of cottages, in no
way remarkable, save for its ancient church, and the still
more ancient memories that gather round it. |
The church, as I have already said, was foundec by
Saint Guennolé on the spot where Gralon the first Eﬂgd
all Brittany is supposed to have died. As to the le 7
which claims Rumengol to have been alwsﬁl " eciall
sacred spot, where Druids and their predecessors ractisec
the rites of their religion, that is and
probably the reason why Saint Gnemolé M it
place on which to erect a Christian shrine. l‘om
the nature of the old worship, but there is m
mind that it was in some way specially associatec
song, in fact that Rumengol has M
Breton Eisteddfod. Like all Celts, the B ton peas:
extremely fond of music: I reme: <l
of this.
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our voice came floating down to us as we sat at the

smgs,whenshc is happy, like a bird,” remark




of grass, heather, andnahsqwﬁh

CHAPTER VIII

; Ymﬂu—m story of Job Ann Dréz—Corn-cam—Br:
: Poher—Chateauneuf du Faou—Spézet—M
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bmtdaumgatmy Ifltdoeswesh.um E‘wmt?m The _
lost !’ ““*- creature

“*Do not trouble yourself!” answered Job Ann Dréz,
m&cm&gbﬂymmhﬁm i
'_..'_:._._'Mjeb.mdlastofallthcdog -

7 went to a great dark mountain, much h
Ider than Ménez-Bré, and all a:onndthem
mmmmm,mmm
¢ *&mmammmm
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‘Weﬂ,’laaid,mﬂing,“thuemﬁdaadm_ ]
m.uhanmmha,butthcpoorofEngimdm
miserable than those of Brittany.” i

“Really,” said he. “But why ?” _

“Because they are more improvident. They do net
manage so well.”

“ How much does a labourer get in England ?” askec

“Oh, twenty francs a week, perhaps.”

; _Hcp!pedwithutmishmentmdenvy. -
enormous. I get only thirty sous a day. Oh, if n



130 THE BRETONS AT HOME
not

ody&e!mduldmwchaveﬂmdymﬁ
more terrible Lord of Faou. It was to ese

m&hmdpagmthatthepom]m
themomtamsathsputz. He i

.Mbhhma&hghmdcm
Mﬁeuﬂiﬂt such ardour and :
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between the rich man and the poor, one of the finest |
have seen. But it is for its calvary that Pleyben is chiefly
noted. In my opinion, it is certainly the finest in Brittan
as large as that of Plougastel, and much more delu:a.te.ly
- prﬂportloned The figures are admirably sculptured, and
not socrowded as is_often the case.
On leaving Pleyben we came at a good pace to
Chiteauneuf du Faou, and passing through, found our;
“selves approaching the bank of the Brest-Nantes Canal. "
This part of the country is one of the most beautiful to be
found in Brittany. For some ten miles we followed th@.
windings of the valley, till we came on the ancient
church of Cléden Poher, lying hidden away off the r
m ‘the midst of the half-dozen cottages that form i :
It was growing dusk as we entered the church, so dusk
M*we could barely make out the curious paintings of
and the strange old font. Several women were ki
elling their beads, and in one of the stalls sat the
hxs breviary. The stillness was intense, som
t be felt, and as we came out into thze
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CHATEAUNEUF DU FAOU w-f

above the horizon long enough to show us pretty Landeleau,
lying in its rich valley beside the water. < ek e
The inn at Chiteauneuf is clean and good, but rather
small, so that though we took our meals there we m
obliged to sleep in a cottage on the other side of the road.
After dinner we went for a stroll through the crooked
streets of the town, and were much interested with the old
market hall, which resembles that at Le Faouet. It was
Saturday night, and as we peeped in at the cottage wi dows
we saw many a pretty picture. Here, in a low-ce:
black-panelled room, a mother was putting two little b
to bed, while the eldest girl washed up the sc -1
and the father sat smoking and reading the pap
chimney. gar
There, in a bar parlour, some young men we:
listening to an old fellow, with long white
great brown pleated breeches of f :
singing one of those endless ballads so
the Celtic races. f
One room I remember in
with their shining cupboard
the open hearth. At a r
seated, sewing by k

S

bent for
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Mﬂummywhae.mdrtmendmmmu_
such intent interest could be excited by nothing less ¢
a particularly spicy piece of scandal relating to some pe

Next morning, I gradually became conscious of m
mmdeonﬁnginthemeetbebwmywmdw
m in groups, I could hear the same voices
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th-eir worship, It is impossible to understand these people
without in some degree participating in their stron
religious instincts. Religion is to them a prime necessitf
as it was to their ancestors before the coming of Chris:
tianity. Nowhere in the world will you find such evidences
of prehistoric worship as I shall show presently at Carnac,
and I venture to say that in no country to-day is life so
governed by religion as in this little western peninsula of
France. =
A short time ago I received a letter from a friend in
Switzerland to this effect— E
“When you have finished with those Pagan Bretons
come and visit us at Lucerne.”
Now I have nothing whatever to say against Lucetne,
but I felt inclined to reply that while my “ Pagan Bretons”
continued to be the kindest, most hospitable, and he
people on earth, I should respect their “ paganism” qu
- as much as some people’s free thought. _-
- For there are few better men than a religious Bre
~ (and they are all religious at heart, even if not in practic®)
'He lives up to what he professes, and which of us
nly he must have his faith to lean upon, af

and in their daily lives, one should as far as possible join in %
‘ g
§

see. But the priest has mounted the pulpit

and tne
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priest of Chateauneuf, a thin, tall, intense-looking man,
spoke in Breton, and grew very excited as he implored his
hearers to support the Church in this hour of its peril.

At the Elevation, all the caps bend low, like a field of
white lilies levelled by the wind, and the delicate spirals
and tendrils with which they are adorned quiver and thafll ;' iy
with the emotion that stirs beneath the velvet braided
bodices. After service, the little girls gather tw& s
groups, talking gravely in whispers, while their substantial-
looking mothers gossip, and the men stand \mm
them.
Then carts are brought round, horses harnessed,
are good-byes, kisses, with many AMi y
addressed to the fat horses, and pres
goes indoors to enjoy its Sunday dinnex.

In the afternoon we started for Le Faouet 1
leading through Spézet, a road wjﬂgh as; as
expressed it, “Une jolie route, mais v '
mobile ! ”

Poor Mademoiselle l'Au mobile |
a vilaine route eershe ached her h

“But what v
%t i is that she«

.
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set forth, and chairs placed round about. Then the hearth
'swept, a great log, called the Log of the Dead, is laid on
fire, the head of the family repeats the evening pray
every one retires to bed, leaving the door wide open.
ﬁemiy down the street comes a melancholy sound of s ;
ItﬁtheSmgers of the Dead, come in the name of | : radually the 1d
o souls, to implore the prayers of the living. HHHRD SECRURG, §
a lugubrious dirge called the Soul's Lament.
- “My poor friends, be not astonished

That we come to the door-sill of your dwelling,
It is the Saviour who has sent us

To wake you if you be asleep.

the grey miss of winter are gatherl
hamlet, and the rain is falling.




140 THE BRETONS AT HOME

Motreff was feeling dull! Therehadngtbm
wedding for some time, and even baptisms were
‘The great Fire of Saint Jean, which is so strange a
of the little place, was of course long past. So our a,
- was hailed with especial delight, and the whole v
~ turned out to do us homage.

: ‘But when the camera appeared their enthusias:g.
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tombstone together with a little beauty in white sleeves,
who had been coquetting with the automobile. < XN

She was an ugly child was Philomeéne, and I really e 4
didn’t want to include her in the picture. But her e\m %

)

pleaded so hard, and she looked at me so reproz chfully

when I placed White Slecves in the motor and took her
portrait, that I knew I should not sleep if I disappointed ]
her. Poor little thing, her delight and pride are very
pleasant to look back upon. I wonder what she thought
of her ugly little self when she saw the picture a month
afterwards ! X U125
Well, at last we are off ! We have slipped easily do
the hill up which we toiled so painfully, and are m
our way down the valley toward Le Faouet.
It was a charming ride, and we were almost .
the more formal arrangement of trees and hed
that we were nearing the little town. Dusk
as we crossed the market-place, and already
of the Clef d’'Or were gleaming with a .
“There is a letter for madame ; it |
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was ravaging the country, after the horrible g
days, he came to the castle of Périou. 3 Lord Charles wasgreaﬂa?--.
” said he, “I should much hketom_ mm,buthesawmwsyoutoft;hjze
‘and see if we could not conquer it.” .;g,wnmwu;d sohemtfar_
lied the other knights ; wewillfolkar

the attack began, But the castle was stronm
- had imagined, and many were severely
were two brave knights, Sir Ji :
v Trelawney, who were carried
h the other wounded.
-hmingo{meﬁght,had _
- and ﬁndmg the lmlghts
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an ancient paved footpath, so steep that occasionally it i
little more than a rough stairway. The ledge on which
the chapel stands would be inaccessible save for the flight
of steps that connects it with the end of the footpath, and
which form one of the most remarkable features of the
group of buildings.

The legend of the foundation of this curious chapel

ot 5l o g ) 8*“

is 5
A Lord of Toulboudou, a place near Guéméné, while
hunting one day in the valley of the Ellé, was overtaken

by athunderstorm. In the wild forest land which in thoae
- days covered this district, such an experience was by no
 means pleasant. Unable to find even a charcoal burner's
".m in which to shelter, the poor gentleman and his

Ihst came an icy blast that left the pine trees
ing as ﬁed away into the depthsof the valley
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he would raise a chapel to her honour on that narrow shelf
of rock above. Scarcely had he quken than the storg
subsided. The lightning ceased playing around th.-;e regk,
the thunder growled away into the forest. The rain, it is
true, continued to fall in torrents over the valley, but above
the spot where the huntsmen stood the purple .cl_oud;s wggg |
breaking, and a long shaft of light fell straight upon & e
little fountain that bubbled beside the site of the future

chapel. | ..
In the old archives of Le Faouet we find that on

6th of July, 1489, Jean de Toulboudou bought of J
Boutteville, Lord of Faouet, a piece of ground on the fl:
of the Rohan-Marche-Bran, of the length of twe
feet, and the breadth of sixteen feet, on which to
a chapel to the honour of SaintgBarbe. There it
this day, crowning the steep rock like some e:
palace, and beside it, on a still sharper and L
is a tiny sanctuary to Saint Michel, Lord of I

Once a year, on the last Sunday of
come to hold the festival of Saint B
passes the belfry that stands beside
rope, sounding a note over the val|

to the iron rings that
ik of dlidaaiciiite
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from being struck by lightning. Lately, |
'@measmm&‘

hmbeentbedaughtcro{am
account of her beauty, shut her up in a high
""'mmtocomenea:hcr Shefnm‘
mun mﬁl Mmdﬂ'wm
'@rigmofAiexanthiaaskinghim,_. '
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~

him one thing, another another, the Lord of Rostrenen
promising as many trees from his forest as were necessary,
1t was a splendid gift, and Yves took an early opportunity
of going with his workmen to the estate, where they cut
down and marked a number of the largest trees. Butthe
courtiers of this same Lord of Rostrenen, being envious |
and ill-disposed persons, came to their chief and assured ',
him that he had been imposed upon, that the wily lawyer
priest, under pretence that he needed the timber for his
church, intended to sell it and put the money into his own
pocket. So when poor Yves came in his gracious wayto |
return thanks for the gift, he was very rudely received,
However, he soon found out what was the matter, and
going to the nobleman told him that he had only taken
the wood on behalf of a Lord who was quite rich and
powerful enough to pay for it ; and that, moreover, He w:
~ one who never failed to recompense those who helped
‘build His temples. Next morning after Mass the saint I¢
~ all the company out into the forest to view the trees which
 had been cut down ; when they found, oh, wondrous sigh

w =
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« She was charming !’ said he, his beautiful dark eyes
azing far away into the past, as though he still saw her.
g ding of one of my friends, and fell

« T met her at the wed : .
in love with her at first sight. Mon Dieu! she looked as

beautiful and innocent as an angel! No one could have

suspected ! She was dancing, and as she passed me our
eyes met. After that it was all over. I got introduced t@ ik
her, and she danced with no one else for the rest of that
evening. Ah yes, I could dance then, no one better! =

would have danced with Mademoiselle I’ Automobile herse. T

o

S

M

R,

self !
« Maman did not like her, neither did my ‘brother

Edouard. They said she had the Beauté du Diable, that
she was a coquette, not fitted for a good man’s wife!
made a little coldness between myself and them,
they were the only relations I had in the world, it
me. But not much, for I passed the time that I
spend with them in her company, and when man
Edouard went away to Morlaix I marri Vi o
“1I was often away from home, it i ate
chauffeur, so we lived with her
to make us happy. For a ti
two little girls, beautiful, I
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mlthmghtlwmﬂdgawg&
from whom 1 had not heard since




':_'Mezhﬂlﬂyﬂlla;geometT phir
mSmntTrémenr alwayampraeueﬂ‘




'"wmeﬁmnmhs,mda&u l
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husband rinsed his face in the crock of water
ready in the corner. —
“There isn't much left of it, I suppose 2" I inquireq,
“ Quite enough ! ” he answered, nodding his head
“ From all I can hear it wasn't comfortable to have m
a man as the count in the neighbourhood. There wasp
a girl safe for miles around. And when he'd had his
wicked will with them he murdered them.”
“Madam knows the legend ?” asked the wife, timidly,
“Ah!” said the barber, “no one knows the story of
Comorre as Jobic knows it—eh, Jobic?”
Apparently Jobic was the name of the last customer, .,'-
for thus apostrophized he moved his pipe further into the
corner of his mouth, and cleared his throat meditatively.
“If madam will allow me,” he said, with dignified
politeness, evidently conscious of the honour he was "
doing a foreigner— “if madam will allow me I shall my
show her the Castle of Comorre to-morrow. Itis
for Tryphina, and Lommic has his cow to mind,
- myself, I have business with the lock-kecper, and f
there it is but a pipe's distance to the castle.”
No one ventured to question this arrangement s

‘Lommic, who gave a sigh after his vanishing |
> forted in due course by my husband,




CHAPTER X

Castel Finans—The Legend of Comorre and Saint Tryphina— i i

Lunch at Saint Aignan. B W
-;'f__._.‘l o

p THERE is some one inquiring for madam!” o
A last mouthful of coffee, one look to see th i
there were plenty of plates in the camera-case, mﬂ m-' S
were outside the inn to find Jobic waiting in the sunshine.
\We had intended to run down as far as the cana
car, but the spectacle of a couple of fat pigs g
the dust round Jobic’s sabots put an end to t
and we set out on foot. ,
I think we went by a short cut, but i
attention to get the pigs along, and I ha
brance of the way, but it was lumpy a
no time to talk to any one s
he kept up a runmng Q:
them alternately wi n
s Tiou_ 'l‘. Tiou!” h




Mmﬁawmnofawm ;
St e ey, nd e
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forest to climb our way upward. The path t
and very slippery. Now we were crossing thgerelw

of the outer castle wall. No mortar had there ever been
between these great rough stones, but now and again we
fancied that we came upon one which had been shaped ang
fitted to hold some corner in place, and then the whole
took once more its former proportions, and we seemed to
see the frowning wooden fortress standing in its stockade
on the narrow rectangular top of the mountain in all jts
forbidding loneliness.

Poor little Tryphina, to be brought all the way from
her sunny, level, treeless home of Morbihan, by her fierce,
giant Lord Comorre, whose very caresses must have terrified
her, and whose frown sent her mad with fear. As we
looked from where the castle windows must once have been
over trees, trees, nothing but trees, and the silver glint of
the Blavet far down in the south, it was very easy to picture

-

e little lonely countess in her turret room, longing for ;'
M m wings of a dove to bear her home to her father.
For it was here in Castel Finans that Comorre left his
~ young wife, while he went to attend a meeting of the Stat

~ at Rennes. Travelling in Brittany was even slower
- th _;d.nya'tha.n now, for the whole centre of the peninst

.by trackle.ss forest, and it was ““”’ths §

¥
*
4
A
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- happy songs about the future that was comin,
mker, szgh Eip:ays in that minor key that is habitual to
lt' 1ot
the(g::e day as she sat in her chamber she heard the noise ,
of horses entering the courtyard, at the back of the castle.
There was a shout, « Comorre! Comorre!” and as she
raised her face with a smile of welcome her great lord
burst into the room. He was radiant as he stretched out
his arms towards her, when suddenly something caught his |
attention, and a murderous light came into his eyes—a
light that Tryphina had always seen in them glowing
through the mist of love. ‘
At this point Jobic's story became quite astounding,
completely overgrown by the lichens of fable. Ittoldofa
visit paid at midnight to the chapel ; of four pale, phantom 3
women, each holding the weapon which caused her dea h
the poison, the rope, the fire, the stick,—all in turn >
offered to Tryphina to assist in her flight from theit
“husband, for that she must fly away to her f
" once, they told her plainly. s E
“Oh,” cried Tryphina, flinging
in her e




o 4
'.-.\‘- Ea
 me ' RETONS A 5
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“And who is to guide me through the darkpec. '1_

ough the frightful darkness of the forest—who will g
f m asked Tryphina, shuddering with fear,
il \xm‘-ﬁwm which he kindled the fire to burn
d the fourth shadow ; “see, I give it you to
h the forest.”

thc strcngth of the current. hﬁt

sme ﬁxma@@

: gxp_lan_at;on was to be found in an
‘the effect that he should die at the b

which cause he killed his wives as
>ct of their becoming mothers.
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m*'ﬁ'ryphinalah,poorhtﬂe Tryph;mi" Then R t] Yrep

! -_ gnd stﬁrhad off once more, walking on, % ‘ﬁaid ik \ o ome dad tilie ward to
w5 ﬁwfﬁﬁhts along the great, white, gh.'!tenmg m W the car along to Saint Aigm ;
3 w& led in a straight ever-narrowing line, up hill and | get something to cat there.
' "“But there’s nowhere to eat!” uid’

- feet were very sore by now, and she longed to
n among the trees of which she was so frighte
eater fear drove her onward, till suddenly
ﬁsﬁw her eyes wild w:th terror. Was it

'jabicshmkhishead. _
: Tbeydremd oneofmy_

the ﬂncket wh[qh bot

&ma of dust thatgm,



..:._bymymvablcohject
peasant during life. Hung from the

on the shelves that covered the walls,
rahﬂ,coﬁee-mlllsbundle.sof

_ 1 away in that tiny Shop!
nch itself was a pcr.f&t ondes;




A

did actually fall by the hand ¢

‘who, casting a handful of dust against |
it crumble and fall, and that Com l;nshful bays, a.nd lovers
1 the ruins.  But I am afraid we know fingers. And the.evemng i5)

us%hat Comorre, continuing in his wic
| he-"- pubhcly denounced and In




CHAPTER XI

" Guémené-sur-Scorff—Castenec—La Roche-sur- Blavet—-—Legend of [
‘ Saint Gildas and Saint Bleuzz—Samt Nicode¢me and its Pardon. ot |

ewan in Frmssart ! _
Yet the old wnter has much to say of this plctur

R _;_ n means The Castle in the Valley. |
- ’We have all read of the attacks on this Dmanf by
L ;_;;u of Spain, and later by Edward III. of England
s only fortified by a wooden palisade, and “the ¢
g on the river shot sowell,” says Frotssarl', i
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rival, Jean de Montfort, died in prison. But Jean ey i

widow and a young son, and it is the struggles and adven-
tures of this gallant woman on behalf of her child which "'W;
form the history of Brittany for many years. TR

To-day, as we pass through the little peaceful -t-awn_i,';‘_.; e

&

v

marking the quiet, prosperous life of the inhabitants, it is
difficult to imagine the horrors that prevailed in them five
hundred years ago. e
Guémené, for instance—upon what scenes has not the
old castle looked down! There was that day when the
inhabitants, finding themselves surrounded by the French,
under Lord Lewis of Spain, determined to B
spite of their brave governor, Sir Reginald de
who chose rather to die at the hands of the mob
the trust he had received from his lady, the
Montfort, or, as she was generally called, Jean
Standing beneath the nodding gable
the brave knight dragged through the

St

stained, his face cut and bruised.
the market-place, and once

W lling to surrender to th
- death was less fea
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© Montfort. Finding the town had changed sides, ang
~ holding out for the Blois party, he sat down before
~ commenced an attack. After four days, with the ajg
~ the noted English archers, the soldiers made such a

in the palisade which defended the town on the river si
EM\ﬁcywemi:bhﬂ:t:)p@,s.iur.t Ah, how the

1ené must have repented ofthexrunfalthfulnm
r former governor! Sir Peter Porteboeuf was br
the castle a prisoner, and all the mha.bitmh

4By making them jump with us,
ﬂ'];‘:e !:ym:r(;h‘.l.'--l‘ni‘vﬂaﬂﬂe is open,
angsahghted brand, =

~ ««Farewell, Trémintin!’
ol ¢ ;Ufmwemcctml
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round which the River Blavet makes its wa

formerly stood that granite figure, called the Venus of
Quinipily, which we will presently visit when we reach Baud.

This valley of the Blavet is the most beautiful coyp
in all Brittany, and there is no spot whence it is more
effectively seen than the height of Castenec.

For some time we have been travelling toward the
south-east, over high-lying land which gradually sinks 3
little in front of us, so that we can see the landscape toward
which we are hastening. Suddenly, on the left, the land
drops away prec1p1tously, and we look down over a W e{;_
stretch of the river. There in front is Saint Nicholas lying S 33
J :_;; A :ﬁm below us. As we are looking at it Le Velly calls ou;,; E

,l:‘.
b
b,

dge. ahnped prdmentory of high land that project's: i
broad, law-lymg river valley. Aswe proceed the wegy
apidly narrower, till we gaze down a steep cl
nd see the broad silver waters of t__he_

at ..--:-Wmt the road seems
ge ove “'-:-:;height, it tums to the
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-

years ago, when it was the favourite home of thﬁtm

LA ROCHE-SUR-BLAVET 185

when we found ourselves once more on the naek._m‘ hg&
along which we had so lately made our way. A tiny pntﬂ
led steeply down to the other side, where, beneath a sudﬁm
height overlooking the river, is an ancient rock shelm,mdt &
as served some prehistoric ancestor for a dwelling. It has .
peen walled up and formed into two little chapels, but the
rocky wall within is exactly as it was fourteen hundred

saint and historian Gildas the Wise, and his friend and
disciple Bieuzi. It was not the first place they settled in
upon reaching Brittany. After having been driven away
from England by the coming of the Saxons, these two
holy saints went to live on the savage little islan
off the coast of Morbihan, and always at intervals dut
his life Gildas returned there, no doubt as
for it was a bare rock, as it is to-day, and 1
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-.:imﬁzm&mh{ashewou o
Mmméthemhemmkwigdﬁthmmma e
.mlﬂlﬁ!h&ﬂa It stands there in the little :

MW the “bell” of Saint Gildas, a large ﬂath]ack
of about the size and shape of an ordinary Breton Jog

ma]_nwpedestal, and upon it are three flints -

pﬂg‘immndsanote. We struck the “b

% any one acquainted with

mmu of La Roche-sur-Blavet 1tt::.sa

med from his master, Saint __"_': n
mk,awchmthesméwi‘thhii.__
the lads watch eagerly, and as he ends
‘making a great dyke, which soon grows
»ﬂmtthemas unable to |

. . The sunny shore of the B river
reton
WemmtheoldBorderTowaref D



Mmsee poorGﬂdas gmng
'ahewafm_ﬂdeﬂngashes,mtwb

Mﬁs British ship comes sailing
W.W the gaunt ﬁgm )
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~ walking slowly up and down, before the door, iy
ﬁfﬁ those holy things that interested the saints of those
~ and then the shadows fall and I see them no more.
- Clangt Yu.mmethebcucﬂlscadum
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194 THE BRETONS AT HOME

was made, hymns sung, prayers repeated, and while the
congregation fell on their knees, or removed thejr 4
down the long cord from the church tower came the figure
of an angel, a lighted candle in his hand to light the fipe.
work discs which in turn set fire to the Tantad.
By this time every one had joined the crowd round the
fire, and as soon as all had risen from their knees and the
brushwood pile was fully blazing I made my way back to
the church. Attached to the north-west end of the nave,
with a window giving in to the church, was a stable, still
evidently used, in which sick animals might pass the mght,fi
and derive benefit from this close connection with the cylt
of the saints. Up to recent years the beasts took part in '
~ the procession, and were certainly at one time offered in
- sacrifice, burnt offerings to the god who preceded Sa
- Nicodemus at this shrine. Indeed, for some time
Ok ‘came they were made to pass through the fire, o
~ least to jump over the ashes. =
- But the chief connecting link between the a:

ee discs of fireworks by means of which t
l. They are a direct survival of su
ied by Frazer in the “Go

P2
11




PARDON OF SAINT NICODEMUS

been erected for the sale of sweetmeats, and sc
the Pardon, and here it is pleasant to sit and r
one’s self before setting out on the hot walk back to
Nicholas. For on the occasion of our assisting
Pardon of Saint Nicodemus we had no good aut
our service.
I wish I could show my readers one of those
booths. Imagine a lengthy tunnel made of willow
twined together at the top. Over this white sh
spread, so that the interior is lighted by
radiance like that of a leafy lane in summer
end to end runs a narrow trestle ta or
side by handsome bronze faces shaded v
hats, or snowy coifs. What costumes!
jaunty white cloth jackets
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see the Venus ? " he inquired with studied unconcern, whils
his friend took out his pipe, and sat open-mouthed t;:. hear
the answer.

“The Groach Houard,” I answered ; “yes, T want to
photograph her. Tell me, is she rcckoned as a saint by |
the people round here?"”

“Oh no, madame ! ” replied the tobacconist, evidently
shocked at the suggestion. “Does not madame then know
the meaning of the name she used ?” "

“Yes,” said I, “it means the Wicked Old Woman,
doesn’t it? But I have often found statues with very
strange names worshipped as saints.”

“ Pardon, madame, not the Groac’h Houard !”

“Why, what's the matter with the poor old Venus?" B
‘asked my husband. X,
. But with a reproving glance at me the tobacconist had
: urned away to his companion, and, noticing that his
_ _"_ gone out, pushed the tobacco jar toward him.

9‘! suppoae no one goes to visit her now?” I a




THE GROAC'H HOUARD W

(There is only one thing more we can do; we will visit
the Groac’h Houard |’ My brother was averse to the idea; %
but what will you when the saints turn a deaf ear and
refuse to listen? It was not the fault of my sister- h-hws
she had been everywhere, even to Sainte Anne de la
Palude in the Finisterre, and to Bulat Pestivien far away
in the arrondissement of Guingamp, of which some one had
told her. Poor thing! She had wom her feet bare wm |
her pilgrimages, for she is very devout.’ &7
« But I thought it was against the rules to pray to
Venus.”
«Oh, madame, she did not pray! My
would never think of praying save to the .
or to the saints. She is a very good ChM ‘
ce pas, Charles.” %
But his friend whom he thus apost
learned the reason of our coming, had Ik
conversation and was int@nt on his pi
grunted an assent 78
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Mhﬂﬁammm
B5. 3 ~ But the Old Woman of Castenec was not to be
fﬁ_; '“_WHM! No sooner had she disapn,

¢ wﬁm huwmym At last, in 1
with great trouble fished up, and laid on
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X mhﬂ the same old heathen soul that j
o, m Groach Houard when she was the great menhir.
m,@&ehﬂld Castenec.
~ As we were walking round her, the farmers
and it took but little persuasion on our
o pose beside the goddess. We had
oh of her father near the trough,

used as a chapel,

mpmwew&ﬁﬁdm_

on leaving QU
the mt:ancn to the

pas’c
mt runs S
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| he is much attached in spite of their differ
, is holding out for Lord Charles othi,
_miﬂik@iytogwcthe Bretons and

1]

' W 13005 the kmd of punishment that is met
',Mmmiatthel.ord]ean,andsoathg

have admitted me to the h
, and I have sworn fealty to you. I
an to sit down before Hennebont.
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know the poem, but I
i& bemnse of the fine picture

at woman who so bravely defended
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who asked whether we would like to
1s and the chambers over the entrance, ‘
led us from prison to prison, she told tk
ho had suffered and died there, till the
»nged with pale phantoms, and I s
-'l’he more she noticed our mhemt,‘







CHAPTER XIII

The Benediction of the Beasts—Mont Saint
Saint Cornély.
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~ survivals may still be found in the hamlets p
F mmmmm
‘!!&kekl,ﬁar instmce,wandmngthhhq—
gorse and heather, what is she but a des

dark, wiry people who lived here during
: Talktoher ifyou can. You will find h

a monkey As for intellect,
that the monkey has the advantage!



LG @en' mothers by fames hvmg in the dolmens, w’

.;,;I]
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Let us, therefore, not linger amon

] : g the st
Erdeven, weird and impressive as the oucs Al Y

Yy are, but set o
through the grey mist that is beginning to fall in § 3_

rain, toward one of the little groups of farm builds ne
away to the right, for there we shall find one of 2k

th ~g
of these temple tombs. ¢ finest

How can one give any sense of the extraotdinary
solitude of this country! Beneath the whole gre

of sky there is not a note of sound or colour, not ); :P@H
a sheep, a cow, still less a human being. Villages théfg- |
- are, built from the Stones themselves, but apparently the

whole district is deserted during the day, though in the night,
who knows what takes place! According to the leg
we are in the land of wicked gnomes and fairies, who
mad revels here by moonlight. The weird little
children one occasionally comes across will tel
Korrigan dances, and babies who have been stole
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At last, in one of the desertcd- villages, we IMﬁ&
solitary boy: who undertook to g_uxde us to the Dalm
of Crucuno. He was a morose child, no doubt one grows . -
silent dwelling in that phantom land. However, after a
d up and told us one or two stories of men
who had found treasure buried beneath the stones. He
caid that the best time to seel for it was on New Year's
Eve, for then the Stones leave their places to go ‘and
drink at the river, leaving the gold that lies beneath them
exposed. But the boy declared that it was dangerous W ork,
and not to be attempted save by one who carried a horse-
shoe, or a four-leafed trefoil. At the entrance to the villags otk
of Crucuno he stopped, and refused to
«You will find the dolmen,” said he
do not enter strangers’ villages.” And wil
ordinary statement he made off by the way
just as two little girls came forward to insj
‘The dolmen is magnificent, a
beneath the floor of wh \

while, he cheere
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- not. Fall not upon our warriors, nor upon our
~ stand separated from the dead. Between those
\ now dead we heap up stones, Let none p
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R mwmmmwmma '
hw of Carnac. What is this yast

ood has lived, laboured and drmﬁ,
hﬂhm that the Alignments represent




mh“mmhhﬂemgmm
absurd, ecstatic exclamations to each other
.mm&,mt@umﬁ'mw%m_
ma‘ﬂﬂmmmed

..mmmgoodmmg

; afthe Efeatpagm festlvala. BM'
xllaﬁm mmnemm.
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Th%pwpleofthisregionneverfo«gotﬁn
Mhmughhueforscpultute in the dim g

:
Bmhisblmalandtheadventof hristianit
of that Neolithic funeral underwent many '

growing in wonder and mystery as it was
_ ﬁnememraﬁontogenmuon. Ittold o!‘the
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Mh&emﬂ.&mmlekm “Hj
Wmmthﬂtofﬂ:coldc‘hmf and
NWMdﬁeskelemmofm '
~ Strange, is it not, to see above the
'."."::":‘ m My the statue of &Ie [utela
nac, supported on either side by one of |
%cioaeby,inthehandthe
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&MNMMWMO;M“
to-day ; mﬂﬁem:'emmedmm“
Mﬂdmm

“The books,” Iwggeatedtxmadiy,
mxmmmmmm
Mmbaoktokm

Mﬁewynpadukddm
&Bf,laﬂd Ofﬂﬂ'u'y and showe
: LWM&eymﬂw
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so about one o'clock we called for him at his hoyse , 1
foot of the Mont Saint Michel. It
“Shall we take a look at the €Xcavationg -

go?” he asked. “You have not seen them since
finished.”

oo A

No, last time we had entered that narrow, black o M,;
ing, the passage that Le Rouzic and his men were -.

through the heart of the tumulus was rough and i
shored up with bits of old wood, and I remember think
what terribly dangerous work it was upon which this.
was engaged, working away in the rubble heap whi
any moment might fall in and bury him alive. But
as we made our way to the chamber of the chief, we p
through neat stone galleries, in the walls of which o
to left and right round recesses which were the g
later members of the chief’s clan, At last, after pas:
chamber where the bulls had been found, we came t
entrance of the central dolmen. I had photograpl
some years before, and it was as well that I had,
been found necessary to build within it many
~ to support the great roof stone which was cra
broken by some earlier excavator. The
under of Carnac had been to all intents
l. But as we came out of the da




CHAPTER XIV

The Peninsula of Quiberon—the Dolmen of Rocenaud:

conquest of the Veneti—the Massacre of mem- Lotivy—

mearon——Locmanaquer-—Gavﬂ Innis.

ONE of the strangest parts of the Morbﬂ:an @ :
narrow tongue of land stretching out in . ol
the Peninsula of Qulberon It is so
point, Fort Penthiévre, there is only ji
and the railway to pass.

It was a perfect afternoon, the wind in
slight breeze ruffling the surface of t
down the level road that leads along
found ourselves encompassed
_ of the Atlantic, the ‘worl
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old!” he one day told me simply. “ o
~ of Carnac, I can see the tribes coming, the
ﬁ%lmm&ml” '

5 eyes as he spoke, strange black that




CONQUEST OF THE

e and the two hundred and
Cosar's foct inhabited this |

Veneti, the people Who i
”mnme of the coming of the Romans.

240 THE BRETONS AT HOME

“Do ask her to knock !” I cried eagerly, as sooq
mysterious speech had been translated, '
There was a moment of hesitation on the pars < B
old woman, a half-franc shown in a care]s:]::aypm “ee the vessels come sailing into the
“ What wind would madam like to have 2" " 8ise gds of the Roman general—
“ South-west,” said I, looking at the cloudless sky. " The enemy’s vessels had
The old woman took up a flint, and went slowly % that they were 10t SO likely to get
dolmen. Without any pause for reflection she knock < mters (for much of the ﬁghtmﬁe
times in a particular depression, murmuring some ; gmb:ham) Their prows
should not have understood even had they been au jally constructed to res
- “Come,” observed our friend, “we have yet to
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all those advanced instruments of war which enabled |
Romans to attack at a safe distance. Thcy were
therefore, worsted by their foes, who burnt thejr
killed those who did not kill themselves, and _
cutting the throats of all the chief inhabitants of
district, sold the rest as slaves. '
Years passed ; the Roman domination ceased, ¢
ravaged the land, and the Britons arrived, bringing
tianity and peace with them. In this remote Pe

it, and it s 2 Land of the Dead

As at

. in their graves.
k ~ “They make me |




= when the news first came to her of her loss.

244 THE BRETONS AT HOME ?‘

husband. A good man, a very good man.
nothing as long as he lived.”

“How happy you must have been to see him safely back
after such a storm,” I remarked, looking at the
waves which were apparently swallowing the ship,

“Happy?” repeated the old woman dully, as though
she had forgotten the meaning of the word. “Ah, yes,
I was happy to have him back, my good Fanch, Byt I
soon lost him. He was drowned off Hirlande two years
after. Fifty years ago it was, fifty years ago to-day.”

The poor old creature had turned her eyes once more
to the picture and was regarding it with that dumb ex-
pression which in the peasant so often masks the deepest
feeling. 5

“I always come here,” she continued, “ on the thirteenth
of September, to say a prayer for him, and for the others.

. . . But my old legs are getting too weak for the journey;
it is a good step from Quiberon.”

“Do you live alone ?” I asked, looking at her wrink
face and wondering what it had been like fifty yeas

I Wanted for

mazmg

~ “Yes, madam, I live alone,” she answered
me children, my Jean, my Yves to comfort €
they are . f-;i_i':,gene, the sea tk tha @e aft%x no







QUIBERON m : :

a cart that was just starting for Quiberon, and ourselves
made our way also toward that port. |

It is a beautiful thing to sit at one of the res
on the quay in the late afternoon, and watch the
boats come sailing in. The little fleet of brown sails cro:
up to the harbour’s mouth, the boats fallmg into hn& _
following one another in orderly successu'm, as t
the white lighthouse that guards the entrance.
boat comes to its moorings, the nets—the fine-r
peacock-blue sardine nets—are hung up to ﬂm '
flutter and dry in graceful, diaphanous folds. 1
silver fish, counted into baskets, are carried w,
that lie beside the landing-stage, and a:ﬂ:@? t
and cleaned are put into wire baskets, |
oil, and hung up to dram. Later

down, are ready for exporta.twn. Lhe
of the factories is not their least inte
* » *

_,_ It seems to exercise some sub!
same -fascination one ﬁee«
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/
where we had appeinteda_fﬁé-__
we were going to thewdm

then the spell is upon us, and we find ourselves chain
the spot. Gradually we lose our taste for the coarser
more material effects of the world we have left, an
to appreciate the pure, delicate half-tones that ch
this Spirit Land. Here dwell the ghosts of those
colours we find elsewhere. Faint shades of pink, la
blue, green, amber, grow out of the pearl grey
which they lie shrouded. Colourless? No one ‘has
‘known what colour really is till he has been to Mo
“These fine opalescent transparencies are the very
the colours of the everyday world. To dwell
; like living in the heart of a rainbow, or the
silvery sea-shell. All strong effects
sed, even at noon the sun ¢
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summer week. All around are dolmens, m
~ finest to be found in Brittany, and there are islands-
charming old fishermen to take one sailing, children
with, dogs to console and feed. One can go o
if one is so disposed, or sit talking in his shadpwy
with Monsieur the Rector, who will tell you the sto
has picked up during the forty odd years he has
ariaquer. Yes, one can stay very pleasantly;
estaurant Lautram, as the clean little inn oppo:
h door of the church is modestly called,
e tide 1s'h1gh and the wmd serves, two
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The people of the Morbihes
e svty-fe

et diffcult to rech,

 the resting-place of the greab

tattooings which are sculptured all over jts
imagination ran away with me to the time when g
headed, artistic race came wandering across Europe,
out branches to north and to south, branches w h
the germs of civilization wherever they settled,
Greece they went, into Lombardy, Germany, Gaul,
strongest of them, the first to emigrate, the last
pushed their way far, far west to this land of Arm,
to our own Britain. The chiefs of the race
with the people among whom they settled, they
married with their own caste, as in India. But th
their religion and language among the

und settled in the lands they traversed ;
pointed out, they scattered E
s, and with memorials of

&
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I come back. Oh,” she adds,
horror, “they are never so happy
there. They play all kinds of games, and tel
stories about the fairies they see.”

No doubt they do. We should see fairies |
locked up in that ghostly tomb. Fairies? ¢
Korrigans who, if the tradition of the countr
built this wonderful place as a storehou
treasures. The children, even the grown-u
| these parts, will tell you that these fairies sop

- out of their underground homes and p




: '--"mblhan made the
sht most fiercely for th
~ Vannes, whose very

was probably their seat 0
_at the old men of the

CHAPTER XV

! 'Vannes—Samt Patern—Saint Tryphina—the S

= a.mt Glldas—Ca:sﬂe of Succinio.

“HE morning after our arrival in
Ewakened by a sound of smgmg m
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the chief sat to administer justice, and later, when o

advanced so far as to build himself a tower, he mwc! wme, and beauhﬁﬂ hﬁiﬁ. &

put it on the summit of the seigneurial
towers developed into the keeps of medi
standing as ever on the ancient mound, as |
Tower of Windsor stands to-day.

It was while she was dwelling in the old Chat:
‘Motte at Vannes that Comorre saw Tryphina,
-lave mt.h her. It was proba.bly also m the

¥
g2
5
§
T
3
5
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quickly overcome, loaded with three great chains,
on the floor.

Meanwhile at the door the Sire de Laval was
for his brother's life. His first glance at the Dy
shown him how serious the affair was, for the D
was as “green as a leaf.”

~ “Monseigneur ! ” cried Laval, in his old Fren
Dieu. . . . Merci. Que voulez vous faire? N
male voulente sur beau-frere le Conestable ! ”
~ But the Duke was inflexible. The gallant Be
wha ‘had done such good service in the Combat |
; in just then, and daring to protest,
r ta bear Sir Olivier company. °

| comfort has fled away from «

ur face again.”
see'lsfh?an he made a great lame

Zaﬂd ‘Vﬂrletg jﬂlﬂﬂd, .,'a.,::_a; 4
what they were weeping about.
come, Jean Bazvalen again fou

T “M}?]U ” he 533@, “.I
Jelieve T can assuage if




262 THE BRETONS AT HOME

speaks to the crowds that have gathered ¢
revival meeting. .
We may be sure that Jeanne de France, th
of Jean V., was one of his congregation, fo
time she called herself his spiritual daughter, ¢
who undertook the bringing up of that saintl
the fifteenth century, Francoise d’Amboise, w
Vannes to be educated with the family o
husband, Pierre de Guingamp. :
We met her in an earlier page of this book
i!i so ﬁﬂl of temembrances of her that Im

: ,eehérlnsuch
.w « Alas, madat
eand 311 the court enjciy




~ them, a rude string of roughly cut turquoise, was

o

- ! M“ ;
—) -‘

—in
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prince, both clothed in white damask to show the utt
purity in which they intended to dwell together, w 8
married before the high altar of the cathedral. e
Notwithstanding her humility she became Duchesg
Francois, the eldest son, died childless, some say from griéi.‘ |
at the horrible fate of his brother Gilles. For Gilles was 'J
seized in his castle of Guildo, near Plancoét, by emissariesof |
the King of France. Every one will remember the storyof \

how the brave, handsome young man was playing at‘tenn-is;_:_
when he heard that messengers had arrived from the king,
his uncle ; of how he let them into his castle and enter-
‘tained them, and was treacherously taken and starved to
- death. Francoise’s grief and indignation were very great,
' but she profited by the murder, for Pierre thus became heir
to the dukedom. L
- In the great market-place of Vannes is the muset
- well worth a visit on account of the splendid collecti
prehistoric remains it contains. Some of the neckl:
~superb, - I was told that at a ball some time ago

a very beautiful lady, and that the effect I

1acniiice







SAINT GILDAS

tive, stretching rigidly outward Bﬂ

form is sugges .
this vast right arm of Morbihan ever points

toward that great emblem of death and separatic
ocean, the left arm, the beautiful, soft arm of Rhu
curved tenderly inward, as though offering an e
shelter from the horrors without. £
It was a glorious afternoon when we left Va
as we reached Noyalo we saw, to the right, the ¢
like some great turquoise, inlaid with pearl
Far away, on the south-west horizon, the
seemed closed in by a bar of darker hue, as the
merged into the purple of the great Atlantic.
further, among fields and orchards, we .
birthplace of Le Sage, the author of ¢
after drew up in the old village of
Saint Gildas! What tho
the great Scotch saint? He

school, where he and his

princes and budding

famous in the hi
As we e
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heretical creature, Abelard, whose pathetic love story hag
been so often told settled in this remote monaste

he lived and dreamed of the delights he had known d
those early days when he had taught philosophy and , :
love to Heloise, the fair niece of the canon of the Cathedrai
of Paris.

These old stone walls have listened to the plotting of

Here

his monks, as they whispered together against him ; till at |

i

e i % iz

last, one night, Abelard discovered his danger, and cre eping
through a drain fled away to Thibault IV, Count of

Champagne, who protected him and gave him shelter.
Passing through the convent and its garden, we com
out upon the downs, over which an ancient grassy pat

to a fountain, the fountain of Saint Bieuzi. Here the
path ends, and we pause to allow our eyes to wanc
the expanse of scmtxllatmg water that 11es belc



N
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R e

gain ssession of his body, which was likely to prov & ¢
valuable addition to the church in which it found a resting- 3
void 5 I

lace.
E aBut Gildas the Wise had thought of that, and

that it was likely there would be trouble as to ti:e
his sepulture, the dying saint gave commandment that
corpse should be laid in his boat, and set floating
any one to guide it, to be carried whither the winds :
waves listed. 3

For three months nothing was heard of it.
monks had already returned to their onaste
day some of the Breton brethren, going
little oratory which Gildas had founded
found, in a tiny cove, a boat lying high ar
fresh as when they had laid it there tk
the body of their blessed master. .

The little boat has disappea
the cliff, and I turn to_make
‘ancient steps cut in the ro
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their shaven heads and white gowns glistening in the
glory that shone in the western sky.

In the church, behind the high altar, lies the ¢ on
Gildas, and over it a very beautiful modern statue ha
erected. The church itself is extremely ancient, d
the time of the refounding of the abbey in 1008.
the capitals of the columns are magnificent, superb e:
of Romanesque sculpture.

Hither it was that Bieuzi came, followed by I
gregation, the sword with which he had been ¢
st eleft'skull, and here before the altar h

:eeiebrated character i

abandoned by their

ARTHUR OF

reen curtains of ivy,
igmpﬂf-mg and impregnable as
1260, first built this pleasure

Here in 1393 was bam to ﬁ%

Jeanne of Navarre, +

death of his father, A
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Gildas and his monks, flitting hither and thither
the deepening shadows ; ghosts of Abelard and his
memories of royal dukes, and their wives and chil
so that when at last we entered Vannes with its s
battlements, we were dazzled by the lighted
confused to find ourselves once more in the |
world of to-day. And a gay little world it
evening at the Hétel Dauphin.
: No sooner had I reached my room than t
gentle tap at the door. :
- “May I come in?” cried a well-known
ing out for you all the afternoon,
 what time you've had, you and th
. Was Sc . to meet




CHAPTER XVI

The Wedding at Locqueltas—A breakdown—Drive to Baud—

Josselin—The Forest of Brocelianda—Merlin’s Tomb—Fountain &
Baranton—Rennes.

EXT morning, as I lay snugly dreaming in my hig
comfortable bed, I was awakened by a trinity of t
announcing the fact that it was seven o’clock, and t
I intended to be in time for the wedding I must
haste.

- What a morning! As I threw open the windows

s_ta'-}n-_.i iine.  Birds were hop'ping about, ev‘ery. |
festive aspect, and the old town itself seem:
‘renewed 1ts youth True, the sky was







VANNES

adow would look with its five 1
g in anticipation the sight of th
d embroidered costumes ; wh
oads leading into the “ place”
toning a prayer. Nearer it s
and nearer, till from the shadow of the high I
emerged into the brilliant sunshine a sight whi
brought back the remembrance that this w

that land where the brightest joys are ev
SOITOW. I

It was a very humble, baby's funeral. In

but four persons to form the procession. In

a choir boy with a candle, then th
cassock and surplice, and behind him
hearse in one, for the man carried th
one arm, while he supported his

pow the great me
guests, and enjoyin
ing snowy €aps an
one of the narrow
monotonous voice in

don’t know why, pe
festive anticipations which
o= S, =3
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The: country to the north of Vann
high, bare moorland, covered in spr
expanse of golden gorse, from which,
rise great blazing flames of genista,
the upland, September had spread o
of ashen green, and purple, with he
of dying gold.

We found the little village lying in a dip of this
country, separated by many miles from any town or hamlet,

Nevertheless, guests had already begun to atrive in large
numbers, and our car caused great excitement among the
smart young farmers who were tethering their horses
wherever they could find standing room. We found our
friends already arrived, and the brother of the bride, a
-young Dominican friar with a pleasant, merry face, waiting
in his white woollen robe to welcome us, and take us to the
little convent opposite the church, where we dusted our-

f:s consists mostly of
Ing with a glowin

as summer advances,
But when we reached
ver all a thick carpet
re and there 3 spark

young woman, whose soft cambric-covered m_\
more suitable for pillowing a baby’s head than the
~ black crucifix that nestled there, gave me a chari
~little history er
~ the neighbouri



g

‘turned slowly round and round to
after kissing us all, and .

LOCQUELTAS

ad filled in with lace and gold
Her cap, the tiny shawl, and inne _
the coquettish little collar that finished the
were of fine old lace, and on her head, set -
itself, was a crown of orange blossoms.
lories was her apron! a magni

neck, 2

pink velvet, embroidered with m

over it fell long trails of orange bloor
Round this vision of splend

futtered with childish exclamations
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slowly along, the crowd fall in behind, and all make
way to the church, the white inner walls of which
been decorated with flowers, and festooned with p
blue ribbons. Facing the southern end of the
are two chairs, before which are immense de
candles, jewelled with bits of coloured glass. Hen
couple seat themselves, and the service begins,
very simple, very homely, very impressive and b
The white-robed brother officiates, his cowl drawn
head, and preaches a very excellent little sermo
j sweet voice. And when all is finished,
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with her chanting, she gradually assumed to my
form of some old pagan priestess, utterin i %the
g an incantation

addressed to the first of all gods, the spirit of the ancestor
of the clan. Gradually the meadow seemed to fill wigp
silent forms, the air to thicken with phantoms, as though
the long-since dead were gathering from the Land of |
Shadows to take part in the solemn ceremony. |

At last her voice sank into silence, and she rose from |
her knees. The spell was broken, and the wedded couple
went off to the lower end of the meadow to lead the dance, |
And what a dance! It began with only the immediate
relatives of the bride, some six or eight couples, who, formed
into a ring, moved round and round the musicians who were -
seated on two chairs in the midst. Moment by mon
the ring grew larger, the “biniou” and the “bom
played louder and quicker. Now every one was da
keeping the measure by tapping the ground with the I
and raising and dropping the clasped hands. It
frenzy, a delirium of waving aprons, tossing hat ‘
rine white caps, red perspiring faces. e
feelin a pagan festival mingling in thes
es, just as there is with those of modern

the wild notes of the bagp

=
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me impulse, conscious or instinctive, -.
far deeper than that of mere pleasure, as they circle round
and round to the ancient measure of La Ronde, B
Every one is dancing save the woman with the cake-
basket, followed by her crowd of little satellites, and the
beggars who are feasting beneath the hedges. e
For a Breton wedding is like one of those great feasts
of which we read in the Bible. All are welcome, and not
least the halt, the maimed, and the blind. At news of 5
marriage they assemble from far and near, and the s e
a1l these destitute creatures taking part in the good
with the more wealthy guests, is the crowning ¢
entertainment. : oo
And now we approach to say farewell to
The dance stops for a moment, and she turns

ring is moved by so

heartily on both cheeks. iy
«You will be tired before the day is

laughing. s A
“Oh no,-"" says she, “« I

besides, it would be of no
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automobile back to Vannes, Suddenly a bright ¢

“1s it very far to Baud ?” she asked. “Is it m
of your way?”

Now, we had been to Baud, as I have told pi
and we wanted to get as far as Josselin that night.
we would have gone to the moon, had there been
able road, to please the dear lady, and so I

“No, it is quite near. Do you want to go t

) T want to see the Venus of Quinipili!”
 burst of longing. “I have been wanting to

y years. If it is really not troubling you,
1 should like so well.” .

GRAND CH

We skimmed gaily along ov
form so large a part of this ¢
8 populated are th
which, chopped very fine,
Breton horse.  The country
and the view as we
upon miles of undu
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malady from which she is suffering. It will be hours be
1 can induce her to walk again. . . . And what -
to do out here on the Landes?”

Well, of course it was very aggravating. For som
we sat in the ditch listening to the chauffeur’s
which fortunately we could only partially comprehend,
last, when all the cigarettes were finished, and Le Ve
stock of adjectives appeared to be waning, seeing
twilight was falling, my husband and he started to
fmahomandcatttotakeustoBand,sﬂllmy

wickedness.”
«You are not from this
« A Dieu ne plaise! I
I am a foreigner that 1 am p
He went on to tell us |

'

distant.

: Tkwmgpne.sometime.andweweae
1d and lonely, and beginning to think that they
lves in that desert of gorse, when they
mgmﬁthaman.:whnw
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Of Julien he had heard, and we talked of the b
young boy and his sad fate. _,

It will be remembered that he had been imprisone,
suspicion, and that hearing that his powerful
intended to rescue him, the authorities had him
‘Hennebont, en route for Lorient. On the road,
waylaid by a band of would-be rescuers, and y
waiting a moment, shot Julien, and left him lying
‘a ditch. Here he was found by some young girls,
mmMgnmhgpphf days. Theybomhxmﬁa
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“and each one has come knocking at our door asking ' knew we went and had a
go to Saint Anne d’Auray to have a Mass said for Anﬂe?my' and he walked
repose of his soul. And that at midday, mark y

“g oreat saint

e s 1 . She is a great s o

It was evident that he spoke seriously. His eyes a '

turned them towards me were so full of fear that
made me shudder.

“Did you see the ghost yourself 2" I asked grz

“ No, it is my wife who sees /" he answered simply.

people of Plancoét are not like that, as madame kno

she comes from the north, does she not? But here,

 onesees! One day last week my wife and her

 looking from the window, when they saw rising

 forest two forms of young girls. They floated

them, and they disappeared.
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spend a day in Auray, it will do you good, and give
change of scene. Onlybesumthatcmymkm
the poison!’
“ Ah, madame, it was a fine charm ! Smthm,'
had no trouble about the butter.” '
“ Have you many cows?"” asked Mrs, Murrey,
been listening eagerly to the conversation,
“Only six at present. The drought has n
so dear that I cannot keep more this year. A
even the poor beasts themselves are not safe, ]
‘men here who would eat and drink with you, ;

-.:memymngtheywﬂ MI

IN M

gave me at the same time
Tglungthe&aﬂofm
twist it, commending the
Meriadec, and La Mere
out of your hand you
one hour, or at the m:

"Andw.'hot.mlewm%~




 and she declared herself ready to set off once ¢
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b

before starting on his long homeward way, but we had the |
greatest difficulty in inducing him to take anything for th.
use of his cart. "

“1 do not need it, madame,” he protested ; “I could
not see you in such difficulty, and not offer to help yoy
when I had my horse at hand.” -,

But I suspect that the real reason of his hesitation was
the fear of being robbed on his way through the forest, % 5l

Next morning, as we were preparing to hire a carriage
to visit the Venus, we were startled by a familiar toau!‘,,),
toot! coming down the road, and there, lo and behola;* i
was Le Velly and his mademoiselle, bright and gay
ever. It appeared that she must have been ailing for sc
time, but with truly feminine perversity had put off letti
us know tjll she found herself in that wilderness of gors
Then suddenly she refused to go another step. But
Velly knew her little ways, and after sitting up all n
with her, oiling, cleaning, filing, coaxing, the crisis I




peautiful road that lies
KI could see that Le Velly
| : ing for any sound that n

~ tion of her origmﬁl :
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connected. The well-known device tells gen
history of their race with its superb, “Je suis
prince, je suis de Rohan!” And the objects that
cases of the museum add details to the picture of
race and ancient pride which ever characterized
But after a glance at the treasures, one finds
turning away to the window, the circular turret
from whence there is a view over the river
~ beyond. How often did the great Clisson, t
- in the morning, cast his eagle eye over this
~ scape! For this was his room, the Constable’s.
- It was here that he was lying early one mo

@a Y

«Ha!" cried he, “
continue to live you




to haunt the neighbourhood. Years went past, i
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One day the women were washing down by the fiyer
no doubt just where they wash to-day, when Mary, vu;
ragged and footsore, asked them for alms. She looked
like a tramp, and her little Son was naked and miserable,
wrapped only in a corner of His mother's wretched shawl,
So the women, who must certainly have been very unlike
the good charitable Bretons of to-day, drove them away
with cruel and insulting words. Then Mary turned,
her eyes blazing with anger, righteous anger, for, as with
the Greeks, want of hospitality has always been reckoned
among the Bretons as one of the worst of crimes. She |
cursed them, and threw over them this spell, that for all
time the women of Josselin should be subject to a strange
malady, for which there was no cure, a malady which
forced them to bark like dogs. . . . .

Scarcely had she spoken than a horrible yapping
howling began, and the terrified people of Josselin
their first experience of that complaint said, even

a"*lvli d Jom]jn continued tO 1 ba'l'k,” mmh t@_;
own chagrir -




pefore her shrine,

Lady of the Brambles, and after do

My Breton friend who told
two or three years ago, being ir
the annual Pardon, he saw
procession, with a lighted
informed that she had just
disease.

As we walk through |
town we may possibly ¢
duchess, for she lives
and has a gracious
to any English students
her historic and b
But lunch




o I m

296 THE BRETONS AT HOME

How the purple pine trunks stand out against g
fadedtoapalcblncatth:sthemdofsum
road begins to be bordered by bracken and tufts of
\ heather, and the green undergrowth is full of }
shadows, while the road is mottled and speckled
shine. And then the scent of it all! At the
long descent lies the Low Forest, spread out like
ﬁorgowmdxum.anduwgﬁdedmthevm
more and more real, and little forgotten u
villages that have been lying asleep since

~ That pathway to the right, near the lit
' lenda.byanoldwate»mil], '
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you to the best she has to give, her husband
stories and chant long ballads which will

to-day.
But it is a strange and sombre place, this

There is, for instance, this old Abbey of Pain
founded by the monkish king, Judica¢l, he of whom it
told, that at the call of his country he left his cell, b
king, married, founded a race of sovereigns, and
returned to his humble cloister to end his days. In th
treasury lies his arm in a curious antique silver
together with a splendid ivory crucifix carved b %_1
monk of the same abbey.

Then, too, the forsaken castles! The beautiful 0
: .Munda’l‘mon,thhitsgatehouseand



day in his gig, and tell ;
smoking in the great chimney

though there is much to _' 53

postponed till another time.

shall we look at. .
1t is that of an old, 014

windows, and curious carvit

As we stand watching i k

a young man in ar

before the door, and ric
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'such a land we may say with Solomon : Of mak;
‘books there is no end!” 3
And so, dear friends, dear readers, 1 w
rood-bye! but use the more hopeful French
au revoir!
Au revoir! au revoir! fellow travellers,
on the St. Malo steamboat, bound on an
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of Lanmeur, 85
Cup Marks, 232, 239

Daoulas, 129

Edward III., rSo, 181, 281
Fimad g
Erdeven, 31;'

odl, 4
Houat, Tsland of, 188
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Is, Destruction of, 109
Island of Houat, 188
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- Bieuzi, Death of, 268 St. Jean du Doigt,
g ke g ol
s Cado, 188 » M—_’-Chelg Mont, 226
4y Corentin, 112 » Nicholas des Eaux, 183
» Comnély, 193, 226 5 » Pierre, 243 ;
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