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Medieval Diaries

Brother Atkins Cromwell by Matthew Tucker

Once again we begin at midnight with the bells sounding for the first service, while we were walking down the dark grassy paths next to the fields of crops that we have planted and harvested so many times over the years there was chatter, very small chatter since we are not supposed to be talking, but sometimes on occasions such as this there is a faint chatter, this chatter was talk of Good Friday, for at the time I write this Easter Sunday is only four days away, many of us monks have been busy, most not including myself, I have had some of the strangest luck and have somehow not had any duties relating to the preparation of Good Friday.

I still remember last year and our pilgrimage to the village church for Easter, it is a relatively long journey however as monks we are meant to, and most of us do, see the journey as worth our time.

Even though such an important event is only a few days away we still went through our basic day. This time I managed to get to sleep after the first service and so got through the day without too many worries.

After the second service we all proceed to the chapter house to discuss business, while most monks usually just ignore everything apart from what they are doing. I started listening in on a conversation between some knights from the village and our abbot. They spoke about the assassination of another abbot in another monastery far from here. If I heard them correctly, it was the king who had ordered the assassination of the abbot! This was a worrying thing to think about during the day, because according to what the knights were saying, this abbot was one of, if not the most powerful abbot in all of England. The reason this is a worrying thought is because if such an abbot can be killed and overthrown so easily, it means that the church may be losing its power and if the church collapses so do the lives of many monks, fryers and abbots, many of them being acquaintances or even friends of mine.

So after that we had time for our duties; I had the job of ploughing the fields which mainly just requires physical work, so I had time to think about what the knights said to our abbot. I hadn’t been able to hear the end of their conversation, because they had moved out of the chapter house to finish it. This makes the news even more unsettling because they may have been at the monastery to make a threat to our abbot, or even kill him then and there, luckily after the bell sounded I did see the abbot appear for the midday service so I wasn’t as paranoid afterwards.

The rest of the day proceeded just as normal, and after a while came dinner. For dinner we all take our seats at a huge table with bowls in the middle, and as a result of that whenever a monk has to sit at the end of the table he always has to rely on other monks passing along food. We are not supposed to talk while eating dinner but some of us do anyway. I like to just sit at my spot and count the number of monks that get caught talking at the table. I have never been caught myself but even so I have stopped talking at the table in recent years.

We then proceeded back to our rooms as usual to “sleep”, and by sleep I mean wait for the midnight service. I usually try to get more sleep during this time rather than after the midnight service because if you take time to think about it we actually get more hours to sleep before the midnight service compared to after it.


Sauf Visser by William Golding

I am Sauf Visser, born in Axel, studied in Bruges. I am travelling to Yorkshire to further my studies in agriculture.

Many days after I left Bruges, I had just arrived in a fishing village on the coast of Zeeland.

I was looking for a tavern called “Geen Tekst”. A place inhabited by unsavoury fellows, I presume. The tavern was a dingy, smoke-filled place. Thank goodness I did not have to stay long. I was looking for a person to take me across the channel. I found a fisherman who was willing to take me to the nearest island. He asked me my reasons. I told him “I wish to further my studies”. He nodded and said nothing.

A few days travelling were necessary to cross the channel. After starting my journey, hopping from island to island, day after day, at last I had arrived. I had landed in the small village of Pevensey, where noble Duke William had landed.

After wandering through the market for a bit, I found a horse for a good price, and went on my way. I passed through many towns and villages on my way to London, picturesque scenery indeed. I arrived in Yorkshire 17 days after starting my journey. A small town named [N/A] was my destination. The streets of this town are narrow, they curve through the town like a snake coiling on a tree. I eventually found my way to the market square.

I was searching for the church to leave a small offering to the lord, for his gratitude of giving me safe travel. Sadly, I had lost my map when I was in Chenaresburg, sampling the local cuisine. Many cheeses. Delicious!

A dirty little peasant was working on a plot of farmland, near to what I presumed was his house. “Hello peasant” I said. “‘Hello sir” he replied. "What is your name, peasant?” I asked. “James, sir” he replied. Several moments passed.

“James, would you happen to know the way to the church?” I asked. After giving me directions to the church, I thought it might be wise if I asked him if he knew the way to the monastery. He did. As a token of my gratitude, I gave him one of my unused notebooks, and went on my way.

At last, my chosen place of work, the Fountains Abbey, truly a place to behold. Vast ceilings, echoing rooms, pillars, plentiful gardens and a roof. What a glorious roof indeed. The monastery is perched upon a high hilltop which overlooks the town, with the hill peeking out of an ocean of land. The monks' farmlands are on the sides of the hill, making it hard to traverse the terrain, but fantastic for irrigation.

I went and asked a monk, one who was called Atkins Cromwell, roaming the halls in a white robe, whether I could stay a few weeks. “You can stay in the guest house traveller” he said. “Thank you.”

While it is not as grand as the main hall, my room is quite spacious, providing a place to put my luggage and books. The floor is wooden, the roof is there, thank goodness and my bed is quite comfortable.

As I write this, twilight is seeping through the slit windows in the wall, soon the sun will set. My room is spacious but cosy, I will enjoy my stay here.
