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AN IDYL OF SAN ENCINO’S
MAKING # By THE BUILDER

DONE IN THE ESCRITORIUM
OF THE HOSPICE AT THE TIME
OF HALLOWMAS UNDER THE
BENIGN SWAY OF ALL SAINTS
AND IN THE YEAR OF THE
CLOISTER THE TWENTY-FIRST

ABBEY HANDSET PRESS AND BINDERY
GARVANZA OLDTOWN ¢ LOS ANGELES
ANNO DOMINI MCMXXIX
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Lay off what cloak of

bauteur may be thine

On thy devoir at San
Encino’s shrine

X

ofFT gray walls half hid

beneath the hill, be-

hind the frosted olive

eucalypti, mark the

Abbey manse. There

it lies, drowsy in the

summer trades, stolid

in the wintry storms,

swept by seasons and

years, mossyand lich-

enedfromthe passing

dews, hoar with sepulchral dusts of time,

San Encino’s olden Abbey, hardby the
arroyo ford upon the King’s Highway.

‘Time was the builder sat upon the hill-

top and saw the slope and plain all littered

with sage and ca¢ti, with rubble and the

waste of passersby, with demon chilicote

and ghostly weeds of yesteryear, and in his

fancy grew the high-domed tower, cloister

and hall, flags of the court, the broad-tiled

roofs, and hand-forged grills, and o’er it

hung the cloying, vibrant lull of brazen

throats in the massy campanile, and as he

dreamed his dreams the ways of workers

burgeoned and burst into bloom within

his fantasy and he wotted again of the

craftsmen he had marked in other lands,




ere dusky folk had trodden adobe beds,
gl}cl)ulded an}c71 dried ladrillosand burnedthe
tiles of roofs and court, and he knew that
he could do what others could.

The builder dreamed on as the seasons
waned, dreamed and labored, biding the
time till he could see the stones rise one
by one in martial ranks upon the outer
walls. He dreamed and planned until he
felt that with an age-long decade’s passing
he could stand within his cloistered manse
and say, < The task is done.”’

And so he started in to cull the country-
side. Stones of sable, or and vert he bore
from far and away, pied and mottled of
every hue he garnered in. Bricks from the
mission’s fallen walls, from fort, pueblo
and hacienda sites, and stones from desert
wastes and canyons dim he brpught and
added to the growing pile until it mounted
high, and moulded he the clays upon the
place where he would build, tt}rned them
and dried them and laid them in a rugged
pyre, burning them till they rang belike
a bell with ruddy hardness, ready for arch
and wall. )

The hill itself was rich in stone and sand

nd gravelings, the puddled mass the peaks
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disgorged when the world was young, and
this was sorted o’er and found its place in
wall and fill, making the plane whereon
the Abbey stands.

Far afield the builder rode in quest of
weathered lumber for doors and frames,
wood that was checked and rounded by
the elements and clothed in the patina of
the years, and ne’er a falling homestead
nor broken cabin could he pass without a
scrutiny lest it hold that which he sought.

HE Abbey holds the lanthorns of old

ships; fragments of old world city

walls; cathedral glass from smitten
Belgic fanes and town halls of the Franks;
bricks from England’s abbey walls; organ
pipes that long dead Teutons voiced ; altar
rail marble culled from Italy; bricks from
villas on the Appian Way; iron from a
Spanish palace gate; lead from St. Martin’s
roof at Tours; bits from the tomb of Queen
Luitgardeand from the dungeons beneath
old London Tower; Roman nails; spawls
from Florentine and Roman baths; a sad-
voiced temple bell from Cathay; crosses
from the Mount of Olives and the hogans
of Pimeria; fetish from the cienegas of




the Aztec cults and burial jugs from the
mounds of the Incas; debris and flotsom
from many lands and climes.

uNGENT eucalypti reared within the
P gate grew tall and strong; planted

when the foundation first was laid;
these were ready ere the walls were up and
many a stout hewn timber they supplied,
and rafter poles, and shears by which the
bells were hoist. Of those so planted now
afew remain, fringed aboutasylvan court,
and passersby can view the Abbey walls
but through their boles and branches, and
¢’er the westing sun looks throughand the
forest elves wave eerie hands that cast dim
shadow pictures on the Abbey’s front.

Along the southern expanse buttresses
lean, their sturdy shoulders holding up the
high-mottled rubble wall. Between them
narrow windows filter in the southern sun
in myriad harvest tones, pendant grapes in
purple clusters shining through autumnal
leaves and writhing whorls.

Elsewhere windows heavily barred look
out through jambsand lintels of darkening
granite sombering with the lagging feet
of time; windows leaded and illumined.

A colorful rose window lights the work-
room’s front, the motif a cowled and ton-
sured monk scanning o’er a fresh-struck
sheet, while at the archaic press an Indian
is giving of his brawn to make the heavy
impression the screw imparts. This is an
inspiration to those who work beneath its
benign influence the whole year through,
and at night it smiles its message to the
nonchalant world.

ITHIN the outer cloister the great

hewn portal gate swings on massive

hinges of iron, and the castle lock
shoots a great bolt into the timber jamb,
the selfsame style of lock, hand-wrought,
that has held secure the oaken doors of
Austrian strongholds since the days of the
Crusades, when Richard languished in a
donjon keep while all Albion waited and
mourned and prayed.

The outer door of the chapel is guarded
by a heavy lock of forged and decorated
iron, to which the two keys of St. Peter
are fitted, one the golden key to the joys
of the land of the blest, the other the dark
and forge-burnt key to the gate of the lost.

The chapel door to the cloister, through




whence come the bridal trains, is heavy-
locked, iron-bound and sombre, but for
the panel light depi¢ting Brother Ambrose
at the organ, ‘the light that never burned
on land or sea” in his shining face and the
calm of a thousand cloistered years beyond
him, and around about are fragments of
Belgian cathedral windows broken out by
the shell fire of the World War.

Within the chapel rear the golden organ
pipes and the carven console, and thereon
are the legends; < Here Dwelleth Harmonie,”’
“ Golden Notes from Leaden Throats,” and
““Sing Thou With Me.”” Atthe front of the
chapel is the fireplace, over which a chased
and aged apron of copper hangs with the
legend, ¢ Where Embers Limn Dim Turrets,
Buttressed Walls, and Moated Keeps, and
Arm-Hung Tap’stried Halls.”’

Over and back of the great fireplace is the
minstrel gallery belike where bards of eld
acclaimed the mailed knights with sagas of
mighty deedsand songs of feats of chivalry.

Beside the fireplace nook a narrow door
leads to armory and tower, where ancient
arms and ancestral portraits grace the dim
closet, and where the runged ladder leads
to the brazen chime in the domed tower.
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Beneath the floor of the chapel dungeons
lurk, arched and pilastered, and steel-
doored cells of solitude reek with molds of
age, where all the world is far away and
no sound comes to break the sepulchral
stillness of the gloom.

the walls of the olden Abbey of San
~—— Encino, but that which is builded
in its warp and woof, which is of the mind
and not the hand, is that which the soul
feels more than that which the eye sees:
itis the peace that dwells among the stones
and bricks of its halls and cloisters.

Gay bridal parties, redolent of flowers,
a-thrill with life’s greatestadventure, come
and go; flocks of birds dart into the patio
thankful for the far-strewn rice and bathe
in the limped fount when all is still again.

_ Fraternities and sororities with mystic
ritualswhisper in the shadows of the arches
as they pledge quaking neophytes in all
solemnity.

Visitors come and go and the days wear
on in the printery by the cloister, one be-
like another; as the printer folk arrange
the types for many messages to the great

’ I \nuisthen isthe tale of that whichisin




Of this edition two bundred copies
bave been printed from handset
Caslons, after which the types
were distributed, this being

No. -,85_\
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and lesser in the outer world, the droning
organ pulsesand thrills with pastoral pipes,
with reeds of heaven’s own voice, with the
thunder of storms and lilt of the joys of
springtime, with croons of berceuse and
fantasies of the traumerie, with paens of
life and dirges of death; and the shadows
fall, and nightsoars by onswarthy pinions,
silent and chill, and a pale moon mounts
and hangs above the tower, silvering the
tiles of the roof and filling the court with
shadows.

CLYDE BROWNE PRINTED THIS
IN HIS VERY BEST MANNER AT
THE ABBEY HANDSET PRESS
AT SAN ENCINO’S OLDEN HOSPICE
GARVANZA TOWN, LOS ANGELES
NiNETEEN TWENTY AND NINE




