





Beginning in December, 2008, we were able to read Lyn
Priestley’s description of her ‘camino’ to Santiago de Com-
postella. Part 3 appeared in November 2009’'s MESSENGER,
completing Lyn’s journey from the Pyrenees in south-western
France to the Atlantic coast of Spain. Lyn recently submit-
ted the following article which highlights one step along the
Pilgrim’s Way, a visit to the monastery at Samos, best known
for being on one of the many pilgrim’s routes to Santiago de
Compostela cathedral. The monks still in residence at the
monastery continue to promote and live by the Benedictine
rules of the 6th century, committing themselves to both
manual and intellectual pursuits. These involve artisan, res-
toration, librarian and publication work, as well as gardening
and hospitality, the latter being extended to both pilgrims and
those wishing to follow or contemplate a religious life. So
it was as a pilgrim that Lyn encountered life in this ancient
place; here is her story.

Sunday at Samos

With about 130 kilo-
meters left before we
reached Santiago de
Compostella in Spain,
we set off from one of
the loveliest pilgrim hos-
tels I had been in. It was
in a 16th century farm
house, still a working
farm which also boasted

- : a vegetable garden one
could die for. The previous evening, | had asked the old grand-
father to explain to me who were the individuals pictured in the
photos on the wall as you came into the building. They were
the more recent(!) members of his family which, generation after
generation, had lived there for hundreds of years. Remarkably,
there were still four generations living in the house. They were
very generous hosts to us, the pilgrims.

We headed west to Samos on a lovely cart track that followed
the contours of the mountains as we headed down into the
valley. Small enclosed fields enclosed on each side of the track
which had ivy covered stone walls, heather and mountain ash
dripping in the heavy morning dew, not to forget the spiders’
webs that were like exotic jeweled necklaces. There were quite
a few derelict stone farm houses on the way which must have
been beautiful once. | mused to myself that anywhere else they
would have been snapped up and renovated into exclusive and
expensive holiday homes.

We passed one huge chestnut tree which displayed the sign:
“800 YEARS OLD, PEREMITO 8.5 METERS”! We had our pic-
nic lunch at the side of the footpath under these huge trees.
Twenty-four kilometers later we walked on through pretty water
meadows and suddenly, turning a corner, we looked down on
the huge monastery at Samos. The bells were ringing as we
walked on the bridge over the lovely river Ouribio that we had
followed most of the day, the water clear enough that you could
see the trout.

And so on to the massive doors to the monastery where we
had decided to finish our day. We had walked through beauti-
ful countryside — farm land, forests of huge chestnut and oak
trees, cart tracks and stone walled lanes. We now stood at the
top of a hill looking down at this huge building. It is massive,

Looking down from the footpth to te monastery.

with foundations going back to the 8th century. The Benedic-
tine monks were persecuted during the Muslim invasion and
during the French occupation the monastery was plundered.
Expulsions and fires were common and wreaked havoc, both
in 1533 and more recently in 1951. The monastery was actually
abandoned in 1818 after more expulsions but, in 1880, twelve
monks returned to Samos and the Order’s presence has been
continuous to this day. It is open all year for visitors in one stark
dormitory with ninety beds. We walked in through a huge door
and were welcomed by a volunteer who stamped our credentials
and set out to find our beds. The murals were fascinating, all
brightly painted and obviously telling the pilgrim story.
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The stark dormitory, no other facilities apart from washrooms. It was quite a busy
town so there were a few small bars and restaurants to choose from. We missed our
pilgrim supper though.

(continued overleaf)



We were told that Vespers would be
held at half past seven that evening, so |
decided to join some other pilgrims. Just
before 7.30 p.m. a rotund monk opened
enormous doors; what splendor! The
first impression was of white and light.
The floor and pews were made of wood,
the rest grey stone and white plaster. On
either side of the altar were two double
tiered flower holders overflowing with
white lilies and ivy, behind the altar were
two more enormous arrangements and
leading up to and on the altar were white
daisies and trailing ivy. | am ashamed to
say that my first thought was: “aren’t silk
flowers amazing!” Then the unmistakable
smell of lilies wafted towards me. We had
walked past ivy covered stone walls, so
maybe only the daisies were silk.

Seven Benedictine monks processed in
with the priest and two assistants and the
service began. | followed what everyone
else did and had to smile when, getting up
from kneeling on the hard wood kneelers,
we all rubbed our knees! On either side
of the steps leading up to the altar were
two statues of Knights Templar wearing
crowns, swirling capes and each a swish-
ing sword. Each Knight had his foot on a
severed head, a Saracen, | presumed. The
host holder above the altar had a cross
of Celtic design seemingly suspended
in the air since one could barely see the
wires. The service was conducted by the
priest with responses from his assistants,
who then proceeded to swing the incense
holder round the altar, clouds rising to the
windowed cupola way above us. Mass
was to follow but we made the decision
to leave at that point, the demands of our
day dictating that we find the physical rest
of our dormitory.

Lyn Priestley

When Lyn sent this article to the MES-
SENGER, it ended at the word “leave” in
the last sentence. | added the balance of
the paragraph and sent it to Lyn for ap-
proval, explaining that it sounded rather
as if they were not welcome at the Mass!
This was her reply.

“To tell you the truth, | didn’t feel very wel-
come. These services seem to be about
the priest and his assistants, between
you and me | don’t think he even knew he
had a small congregation. It was not the
language. | felt the same in Roncesvalles
and left half way. The Vespers Service
in Rabanal was different, a tiny packed

In memoriam © Eleanor Woodburn

When Christ shall come, with shout of acclamation,
And take me home, what joy shall fill my heart!
Then I shall bow, in humble adoration,

And then proclaim:"My God, how great Thou art!”

If you are a regular attendee at St. J. the B., you must
have noticed the handsome lady who customarily, Sun-
day by Sunday, occupied her regular place at the rear of
the church. On those occasions when she was absent,
her ‘spot’ was ‘guarded’ by her personal Prayer Book in the kneeler. Of course,
if you weren’t on familiar enough terms to feel you could start a conversation,
chances are Eleanor could be relied on to break the ice and take the time to
have a word or two.

Eleanor Mary Young Bemister was born in St Jacques, Newfoundland, Au-
gust 6th, 1921, the first child to Jack and Henrietta Bemister. She was raised
in Newfoundland in a loving home until she left for nursing school at the Royal
Victoria Hospital in Montreal, Quebec. After graduating, when World War Il broke
out, her nursing skills were put to good use when she joined the Royal Navy
as a Lieutenant. She was stationed in Halifax, Nova Scotia when a handsome,
young army Private named James John Campbell Woodburn (Jim) was brought
in among the wounded. When Jim was transferred to the Veteran’s Hospital in
Montreal, Eleanor soon joined him taking a nursing position there. They were
married in Newfoundland on July 20th, 1950 and then moved permanently to
Montreal. As their children grew up, got married and moved away, Jim and
Eleanor traveled quite often and soon became grandparents to four grandchil-
dren that they adored.

On Father’s Day in June of 1987, Jim passed away. With the love of her life gone
Eleanor kept on her busy life. She became a volunteer in the Women'’s Auxiliary
at the Lakeshore General Hospital. With her children and grandchildren living
in the West, Eleanor was ‘adopted’ by her best friend Francis Lalonde’s family,
where she was known as Aunt Wood.

Afew years ago, Eleanor moved to the Wellesley in Pointe Claire. She made many
new wonderful friends there and became active in their special restaurant outings,
wreath laying ceremonies on Remembrance Day and even won first prize three
times in their “best Halloween costume contest”, this last year as “Little Bow
Peep”! In January, she organized a fund-raiser at the Wellesley for Haiti bring-
ing in $3500 for the cause. Obviously, Eleanor remained very independent and
mentally fit. Sadly, she tripped in her apartment, injuring her head, on February
2nd. and this led very quickly to her death. She will be missed.

The Woodburn family / DLP
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aware of each other, as was the Pilgrim
Mass in Santiago.”

Saturday, April 10th from 9.00 a.m. until noon.

Parishioners can bring books starting March 21st to be put in boxes provided in hallway.

David L. Paterson, Editor Baking can be brought in during the morning of April 9th or early 10th.

Editor : dipater@videotron.ca





