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The rock-hedged road near St. Placide that leada
to the famous Trappist MonasterY at Oka, between

Ottawa and Montreal.

Tramping
To Oka

The Story oj a Week's WoIk in Quebec

BY J. HARRY SMITH

RAMPING la bardly the word, to use in con-
nection with this trip, despite Its alliterative
cbarm. We were waiklng,. or more properly,
sauntering. Two of us, Ilke-minded In folly,

started fromn Ottawa. The electrie car took us over
the bridge to Hull. Parliamont Hil, the river and
the two cities lay under a blaze of hot morning Sun-
shine. At Hull no one knew the way to, the next
vllage on the map, which, we found to be -always the
case in Quebec. But baving journeyed two or three
bours along a soxnewhat unlnterestlng road we
arrivedl at Gatineau Point, and bere begani the con-
stant succession of dellghtful scenes that were ail
atout us until, a week or o later, we passed tbrougb
LachIne and into the grimier suburbe of Montreal.

Quebeecs scenery ls about as llke that of Ontario,
as the French-Canadian farmer or villager is lke
elther one of Ontarlo, and that's flot much. The
very' look of the trees, the billa and the cosy little
wayslde farme would convince you that you were in
a dIfferent country, even If the unfalling courtesy and
evident cheerfulness o! every man, woman and chlld
you met dld not.- Walklng through a country you
notice these thIngs as you nover can from. tbe wlndow
of a train.

F'arther along the route came Ange, a village of
afew cottages anda pretty church, where hospi-

tality even beyond the legal lmit was forced upon
us by a couple o! bunîy and klndly village dignltaries.
Perbaps this was the moat'typlcally French-Canadlan
village we saw. It iay scattered along botb aides of
a winding Street and boasted an Inn that ta con-
struction and management could be found nowhere
outalde of Quebec. An heur or so later, as the day
drew te a close, we crossed a turbulent river by
meana of an old-faabioned covered-ln bridge, and
found ourselves at Masson. A big cburcb, a long
row of ugly aqluare-fronted, mispatated or unpainted
two-storey sbacks frontlng a wlde, treeless field, and
behind that dosons o! little bouses huddled together
as tbougb hldlng behind their more pretentious and
uglier nelghburs.

Masson ls unloveîy to look upon. But ls cooking
la fair, and on the next day, Sunday, wo saw every
able-bodied human being going ta the big church.
Such costumes-such coloune; we do not see themn in
Ontarlo. Perhaps you think we do not want to, and
perhaps you are wrong. Those flashlng colours make
up mast what Masson needs ta be Picturesque. But
one must not forget the vivaclty, ftashing eyea and
comely featurea o! the Prenoh-Canadian girls, who
seemed to pour by the dozen out of every littie bouse.
StUl, Masson ineeds ail this to make it lnterestlng.
A mile away the river tumbles and dashes its way
thnougb rocky banks, and a!ter waiking te It yout are
sorry for Masson, s0 tigly near sncb beauty. Butl
Masson appears to bo very happy, ospeclally on Sun-
day a!ternoons.

T Erad to Papineauvlle was hot and dusty, and
we were glad to arrive at the tuwn, finding thore
mucb o! the old-world charm that bad im-

pressed us at Ange. Yen hear but lîttie English ta
thls part of the counltry, but yen meet with many
Scotch nomes. Wo came across a Macdonald and a
Maekay, both of tbem In appearanco and language
purely French, and one ef tbenm a deseant of

Papineau.
Another hot, dusty road, led on to Lachute. Wi

knew It was hotter and dustier than any o! the other
had been, because we saw it-from the windows o
a stuffy local train. There may be ihose who woulc
sileer and caîl this a train-assIsted walking tour
Not so-there were good reasons. I belleve it lookec
like ramn-i fact, I'm sure it did rata.

Lachute appeared invlting-to the eye, very prett3
indeed; but, of course, its hotel had notbing to dc
with that and we decided to, go on to East St
Andrews. Now, freely and wiihout shame, I confesi
I did not walk Vils eight or so miles.

I was driven to S'ý. Andrews by one wbo looked
like a robber, talked English like a Toronto carter
and waa as French ta name and habit as a man
might be. Ho told me of a settiement "way back'
somewhere where neither French for Engllsh is
spoken, only pure Gaolic. A couple of miles o! soft
sand winding through a bush, thon a good rond
through such pastoral scenery as I neyer expected
to seo In Canada. On eliher bond a wide strelch
of undulatIng country that looked as If it had been
Illed for centuries. Beautiful bouses, big and littie,
of rough-cast and atone that had been lived In and
loved for generations; fine, fat cattle, and behind It
ail !orest-clad huis runnIng on mbt the blue. But
great, purpie clouds began to pile up bebind us and
wo dashed Into a lile Inn yard at St. Andrews as
the big drops f011.

M Y 'bold friend had started eut ln a determined
frame of mmnd, and, amongst other tings, a
shirt of virgin wbiteness, bis coat and knapsack

bavlng also been driven over. 1 feared for bis safety
In ihat tremendous storma, but he P9und refuge in a
farm-house o! seignorial appoarance and convensed
on certain scholarly maotters wltb a courteous French-
man of Scotch nams and courtly dignity until the
storm. was over.

We had again corne to the river, now a noble, broad
stream. From a bridge bere there ls a view for ail
the world lke a bit of the Engliah Thames.

Nexi morning Ib was on to Oka. A fine road, now
at the waber's edge 'and now between flelds llttered
wlbb countleas 'boulders and fences. At St. Placide
we met the only discourteous Frenchman on the
trip-the botel keeper, whom we roduced to servility

Scme cf thie Ayrshlr, and Frencli-Canadlan catti.,
front whlch the Monks at Oka make the. cel.brated

Oka chocs,.
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Nowhere else in Canada could be found such an
impreasive country funeral as thia Inhumation of

ane of the Monka at Oka.

by fiashlng before hlm a carefully "ýstuffed" roie of
bills. We spont an hour walting on St. Placide's
stone pier, whlch waç to take us fariher down the
river. We had the company of a habitant bridai
Party. The sprigbblineas of the lady's remarka coot
my friend many blushes and me some regrets for
an incomplete oducatIon. The boat bore us down
the river past village after village, eacb with ita
churcb spire, and on Into the Lake of Two Moun-
talns, where we drew up ai Vie Oka wharf.

Every street In Oka la lnteresting, but tbe mentas-
tory la five miles beyond and the day was getting on,
so we were drîven over In a shaky vebicle as novel
to our eyes as the youih!ul driver was taclturn. The
road ran atraight back in-to Vie hIlîs, tbrougb several
fine dalry farma, the excellent management o! wblch
ls sald to bu duo to the splendid. example o! the
Trappîst monka. Later Vie road entered a gaie and
dropped precipiîoualy Itta a ravine, glvlng us a fine
view of the monastery at Ita base. It was a large
building ef grey sane, lookIng lke -so many bundred
other religious buildings te be found tbroughout
Quebec. We passed througb a pretty garden and
drew Up at the gate boyond wbich few mon and
no womea may pass.

THE monks at Oka are o! the Ciatercian or Trap-iplat order. The fathers wear white and the
brothers brown. Nearly ail o! them are French,

albhough a fow are said tu, be Engllsb. We were
met ai the wickeb by a father who neceived In silence
our query as to whetber we iniglt stay the nlght
and thon disappeared. One aftor the other, several
monka of varytag dlgnity came to ask us questions,
and thon we learned that if we mlgbt atay ht weuld
bo a great favour, as the practice o! recelvIng guests
had been dlacontlnued as the resuit o! an orden from,
the chie! monastery In France. Our having waiked
had some weight. a plgnImage, one o! the monka
called It, and we becanie, probably, the lest gueste
to be so entertained. The guest-master, one o! the
fathera, thon conducted us to our rooms. The In-
tenior o! the building was like that o! most publie
buildinge-bare wails, high coilings, bard-wood floora
and 'ail spoîiessly dlean. 'In ten minutes the bell
rang for oun supper, and we went down to find the
guest-master waltIng to, belp us to a moal the aromta
of which wouid sharpen the dullest appetîto. Thot
dons, witb,-we had fifteen minutes' walt until even-
song Ia Vie chapel. Whon the bell rang we found
our way up several flghts o! ataira and Virough a
10w doorway Into a Iltile galleny, and before us lay
our firat neal vlew o! tbe monasic lfe.

Imagine a long. narrow chapel flnlshed. In grey,
(Continued on page 22.)

General view of the, mont rmarkable Monastery In Canada, bulIt by the Trappios, at Oka, near the Lake
of Two Mountains, In the Province of Quebec.


