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Prologue



In the year of
the Lord 1277, Martin, a friar of the Order of the Dominicans,
apostolic penitentiary and chronicler, worked on the third,
enlarged edition of his chronicle, which he had given the
title Chronicon pontificum et imperatorum. His two
earlier editions had been highly praised throughout Europe and had
often been copied. But he had not written the truth in all points
and therefore, Martin decided to correct this in his last edition.
He felt that his life would not last much longer. At the threshold
of death, old men often lose their fear of the world and only feel
obliged to divine judgement, so did Martin.



He now felt he
could write the truth of what he had learnt throughout his life.
For many years he had conducted research and travelled to numerous
monasteries. Martin had studied a copy of the old Liber
Pontificalis, among many other source texts of the past, in one of
the monastic libraries. This was the official collection of
biographies of popes, produced by the papal office in Rome. Of
course, it was only a copy, because the original had been lost at
some point. But this one copy was not only the oldest he had seen,
but also very well preserved, even though it had been in the
library for several hundred years.



What Martin
found in these monasteries astonished him, even though he had
worked as a chronicler through numerous political scandals of kings
and emperors in history. Something was suspicious at one specific
point in the book. The life of Pope Leo IV. had been broken off in
the middle of a word. The rest of the page was empty, as if the
copyist had been disturbed and got up - in the middle of the word -
and left without ever returning to his work.





Martin turned
the page of the precious parchment, what he found was even
stranger. The style, in which the following biography was written,
differed slightly from previous biographies. This was not unusual
in itself, often chronicles were continued a few years later by
someone else. At that point, Martin had scratched his bald forehead
and straightened the few hairs that were still there from his
tonsure. Martin recalled his thoughts at the time:



"Some monk who read this in the past has made corrections... He
had done it quite ruthlessly with red ink and different
handwriting. And then corrected himself."



At first, so it
seemed to Martin, he had written the name BENEDICTVS over the
biography, but then he had crossed out BENEDICTVS
and put
NICOLAVS over it...



"What was that supposed to mean?" Martin thought to himself.



"It is well known from other chronicles that Benedict succeeded
Leo..."



Irritated by
such ignorance and the brute force of the correction, Martin
continued to read. After a few sentences he understood: The pope in
this vita had conducted the funeral ceremony of Benedict III and
therefore could not be Benedict at all. Therefore, the former
reader had also corrected his first assumption. But Martin knew the
life and work of the later Pope Nicholas. He had been a power
politician and his politics had come into open conflict with
Emperor Ludwig. The two had detested each other.



"But there is talk of a dinner where the two..." Martin
refused to elaborate. The idea that the emperor and the pope were
engaged in an unnatural...



"Impossible, Emperor Ludwig was known to chase after women, and
the women all loved him..." Martin remembered.



He had left the
monastery library and immediately conducted further research when
he returned to his diocese. For centuries, a rumour had been
circulating within the monastery walls throughout Europe. A rumour
so bad that the Church had covered up this enormous secret. A
scandal that had shaken the very foundations of the Holy Mother
Church.



Now that
Martin’s passing seemed only a few years away, he decided to write
down the truth - or at least what he had discovered in his research
and considered to be the truth. - he began to supplement his
chronology accordingly.



Martin put his
pen on the desk and retired to prayer. He prayed for a long time,
asking God to show him the right way. He worked almost all night
and wrote down what he knew about this matter: the two years, six
months and four days that had not officially existed in the history
of the Popes of Rome, or the life of an extraordinary
person.



This is the
story:



The Procession



The papal mass
at Easter of the year 858 had gone well, considering the state of
health in which the Vicar of Christ was in. Now, only the
procession back to the Lateran Palace was left to survive. The pope
retreated to the sacristy to exchange the priestly vestments for
the ceremonial ones. Arriving in the sacristy, the Pontifex Maximus
thought to himself:



"How good that at the time of my election I had decided that I
would always dress myself alone in the sacristy and elsewhere - as
a sign of modesty."



The pope took
off the chasuble; it was richly embroidered with gold threads on
the back, representing Christ on the cross, which the pope had
shown to the faithful in the ritual for a long time. But then the
Vicar of Christ had turned around and the people of the Church had
seen the front of the chasuble as Jesus had risen from the grave.
The resurrection of the Lord as was depicted in the
embroidery.





The chasuble
was as heavy as armour and almost as stiff as a Carolingian scale
armour. The pope placed it on the table for the deacon, who would
clean and store it. The pope then removed the dalmatica, also made
of precious fabric, but was much lighter, since it was made of
precious woven fabrics that came from Constantinople. The patriarch
of the city had sent it to the Holy See as a gift. Now His Holiness
replaced the dalmatica and alb. The Pontifex Maximus decided to use
thicker clothes in the procession, also preciously worked, because
the weather was still quite fresh in March 858, the higher clergy
also wore a pluvial over the liturgical vestments.



But first, the
Vicar of Christ looks at himself in a mirror. Few people have been
given this privilege of being able to look at themselves in a
mirror. The reaching for the mirror brought a surprise:



"Is it all the lead white in the face powder or the facies
hippocratica, the sign of approaching death, that makes me appear
like dead?"





The reflection
was not ugly, but the last months had increasingly left their mark.
The pre-occupation with mirrors had become an obsession in the past
months.



"Why did I not at that time, a little more than two and a half
years ago, flatly refuse to ascend the throne as Christ's
representative? I was given no choice; the masses of people were so
enthusiastic and the vote was so clear that I could not
refuse." Images of the memories came to his mind's eye on that
fateful day. It has long been said that the day someone was elected
pope was the greatest change in a person's life. But who has been
elected pope - just about to flee from Rome? Together with Arnoldus
and Lucia, who had become a kind of daughter...



The pope
grabbed the gilded silver shepherd's crook and called in the
deacon, who brought the papal crown.



The deacon,
when he placed the crown on his head, said: "Receive the Camelaucum
and know that you are the father of princes and kings, the ruler of
the world and the vicar of Jesus Christ - our saviour on
earth".



"Easter Day in March has gone surprisingly well so far,"
thought the pope, a miracle, since the pope’s health was severely
affected. The repeated attacks of tiredness and slight confusion
had fortunately not been noticed and passed by.



For the return
journey from St. Peter's to the palace in Lateran, it was customary
for the pope and other important dignitaries to ride on
horseback. "How fortunate that I changed that custom and
showed myself to the people in a sedan chair."



The pope
stepped out of the sacristy.



"We will take
the procession in the open sedan," said the Vicar of Christ to the
assembled church leaders waiting outside the sacristy.



Anastasius, the
abbot of Santa Maria in Trastevere and an important collaborator in
the papal administration, was there, as well as Nicholas, the
cardinal deacon, an important collaborator in the personal staff,
and Hadrian, a popular cardinal priest who had previously renounced
the election of the pope several times. The reason he had always
given his unworthiness for the office. Hadrian had been married to
a woman named Stephania in his youth and was still married when he
was ordained as a priest. He also had a daughter. Because both the
sacrament of marriage and the sacrament of priestly ordination were
holy, Hadrian had received a dispensation from Pope Sergius II and
was thus able to become a priest because of his pastoral
abilities.



Arnoldus was
also among the closest collaborators of the current pope. He was
the chamberlain to His Holiness.



"How fortunate that only Arnoldus knows of the dark secrets in
my past," the pope thought in secret. A brief feeling of
remorse arose: "Oh, if I had disclosed everything then, I would
have been spared the office and dignity of the papacy." But
suddenly, common sense kicked in: "My case could not have been
solved by dispensation. I had no choice but to remain silent.”
At least the chamberlain, who also acted as confessor to the Holy
Father, shared the secret. No wonder, since he had been actively
involved in it.





The procession
set off and crossed the bridge over the Tiber. Like a long
centipede, the procession of priests and guardsmen moved through
the crowd. In earlier years the pope had been actively involved,
blessing the crowd, laughing at everyone. But this time, the Vicar
of Christ found it increasingly difficult to engage with the people
of the Church.



"Somehow, I have the feeling that this is a final transition to
another world," the pope thought.



"I'm in my mid-thirties, and there's so much to do. The war of
Emperor Ludwig II against the Emir of Bari - the building of the
orphanage..." Thoughts drifted away from the procession.



"I must gather and concentrate on blessing the people!"
admonished the supreme Prince of the Church.



But shortly
afterwards, his thoughts turned to other matters again:
"I wonder what has become of my brother Johannes? Why am I so
absent-minded today?”



The procession
now moved south along the Tiber, passing in sight the Collegium
Angelorum, the English mission residence in the Holy City. "
Here I found hospitality on my first arrival in Rome, because of
my name, although I was born in the north of the Frankish
Empire..."



The thought was
interrupted by a stabbing pain in his abdomen. Unconsciously the
pontiff put his hand on the spot.



"Hopefully, I can make it to my private quarters to lie
down."



The procession
had already advanced quite close to the hill, towards the Lateran
Palace, the roads were narrow and so many people in the procession
made it difficult to move forward. The sedan swayed violently,
which increased the pain and the nausea. "Strange, I see
before me my old church of the Schola Graeca on the Tiber. Before
that day, I had never seen it during the earlier Easter
processions. Perhaps it's just my imagination.”



Again, thoughts
of remorse rose up: "If only I had escaped with Arnoldus,
my trusted chamberlain, as I did in the monastery in Fulda.”
This had been a wonderful time, the journey to Greece, the study of
Greek. "But did it not lead me to Rome and put me on the Holy
See? If I had not mastered Greek, another would have been pope.
Perhaps Anastasius, who always wanted to be pope, but was not
supported by the people?"



"All my hopes now rests on the physician who awaits me at the
Lateran Palace." The operation was already planned and
prepared...



Again,
dizziness and pain in the abdomen interrupted the thoughts. A
twitch went through the whole body. The Vicar of Christ hoped no
one would notice. A smile, a renewed gesture of blessing for the
rejoicing people.



The procession
now crossed the Roman Forum. Once it had been the political centre
of a world empire, but now sheep often grazed on the ruins of the
crumbling Roman Empire. But today, on the day of the Easter
procession, the glory of earlier triumphal processions returned for
a short period of time. The cross of the Lord had triumphed over
the eagles of the legions, but the price had been high. Despite
Christianization, the Roman Empire had fallen apart, and the
western part had perished. Much had been lost. "Here in
the Senate House, the orator Cicero had delivered speeches I had
considered..."



Strange
thoughts returned as the procession left the forum and moved
through the triumphal arch of Emperor Titus to the
Colosseum. "Did I really live the life I wanted? Have I
really been chosen by God to be His representative on earth?"



"If I am honest with myself, I have lived my life as I wanted -
until the day I was elected pope. I should have fled the city just
before the election, as I had done many times before - whenever
things became critical."



Now the papal
procession passed the ancient Colosseum, which was slowly
crumbling. Centuries ago, Christian executions and cruel animal
hunts had been banned. Now the site was a sanctuary, since
Christian martyrs had died for their faith there.



The abdominal
pain was getting stronger. Waves of pain were burning like a storm
tide on the coast, "Soon I will join the martyrs" thought the Vicar
of Christ.



"Only half an hour more, then I'll be at the Lateran
Palace..." The pope looked around in fear... The eyes were
looking for something, without knowing exactly what it was.



"Where's Arnoldus?" panic ensued.



In the crowd on
the road to the Lateran, the pope thought he saw a familiar face.
It was the face of an old, bearded man who radiated great goodness
and wisdom. " Isn't Benedict waiting for me there? His
benevolent face was unmistakable. But this could not be, since I
myself carried him to his grave."



The dizziness
and confusion reached new heights and the Holy Father believed
himself transported back to his childhood. The body reared up
instead of contracting from pain.



"All will end well!" it flashed like lightning through the
pope's mind.



The procession
was already swaying through the narrow street and was close to the
hill on which the Lateran Palace and the Church of St. John in
Lateran stood.



The swaying of
the sedan became unbearable, and with a gesture of the hand His
Holiness ordered the bearers to pause for a moment. Then it went
dark...



Anno Domini DCCCXXV



Even the Vicars
of Christ do not remember their birth – unless there would be a use
for such miracles - and so Johanna did not remember it
either.



Some
chroniclers later claimed that it was the village of Ingelheim, but
it was a small settlement in the vicinity of this imperial palace,
that her father Randulf had built his house. Actually, just a hut
without proper windows, like houses of all the people who lived
there. In the middle of the village he built a small church made of
wood with the help of the local people and held Sunday services
there.





In 814, the
great emperor Charles died and his son Ludwig the Pious inherited
the crown and the title of emperor. Pious he was, but a little less
talented as a ruler and slowly the empire of the Franks began to
fall apart. His children ruled, increasingly independently, in
their territories.



The problems of
rulers had no noticeable influence on life in the settlement near
Ingelheim.



After several
years of unsuccessful attempts, Johanna's mother Juliana finally
became pregnant and gave birth to a son in the year of the Lord
822. Randulf decided to call him Johannes. He would soon abbreviate
this name to John according to the custom of the English, just as
he often shortened the name of his wife Juliana to Julian.





Spring arrived
in the Franconian Empire and an important decision was made which
would one day fundamentally shape the lives of the children of
Randulf and Juliana. In May 824, Pope Paschalis I had died, and
Eugene II had become the new Holy Father. There had also been a new
emperor for some time: Lothar I had succeeded Ludwig the
Pious.





Lothar I and
Pope Eugene II wanted to continue the good old days of Charlemagne
and Leo III and concluded an agreement, which they called
Constitutio Romana. It regulated the relationship between
the Emperor and the Papal States, but also the election of the
future popes. The election of the pope by the clergy, nobility and
people in Rome henceforth required the consent of the Emperor of
the Franks, even before his consecration as new pope. The pope, in
his function as secular prince and bishop of Rome, also had to take
the oath of allegiance to the emperor. In return, the emperor
needed the pope's blessing as religious leader for the formal
recognition of his imperial title and was no longer allowed to
interfere in the spiritual affairs of the Church. Pope Eugene II
was a weak man, he had no ambitions for power or politics and as
pope he wanted to devote himself to a purely spiritual life.
Therefore, he was happy to cede part of the power to the emperor,
who was very happy to take on this increase in power. The
renunciation of the interference in the leadership of the church
was again not difficult for Lothar, because he did not understand
anything about religious affairs.





Like all rulers
of the Franks, Lothar I could hardly read and write. Nevertheless,
he opened a rhetoric school in the city of Pavia and decided that
his children should receive an education. Also, more and more
people from society should be able to read and write, his
grandfather Charles the Great, had already ordered this. One day
all the inhabitants of the empire would be able to read, except
perhaps the emperor and his fellow kings. For them it was
politically useful not to know what they had just signed with their
name monogram.



Lothar and his
brothers had deposed their father, Ludwig the Pious, and divided
the power. Lothar was the eldest to receive the title of emperor
and formal rule over the entire empire. Pope Paschalis I crowned
him Emperor of the Roman Empire in 823. The deposed former emperor
Ludwig had taken a new wife, Judith, the daughter of Count Welf,
and had fathered a son named Karl.



As a little
girl of 5 years, Johanna had asked her mother what it was like when
she was born. This is how she learned the story of her
birth:



It was in the
year 825, just before Christmas. Heavy snow gusts raged around the
hut of Randulf and Juliana in the small village. Although the
hearth fire had been burning continuously for over a month, it was
still very cold in the hut. The cold air penetrated through the
many cracks and the wind whistled through the room. At least the
air always fanned the fire. However, the smoke in the room was
almost unbearable. Randulf and little Johannes had placed
themselves as close as possible to the stove to avoid freezing. Two
steps behind them, Juliana was laying on a bed, more a heap of
straw with blankets. Her contractions had started a few days
earlier than expected and became more violent, they were also
coming closer and closer together.



Nervously,
Randulf looked at his wife. He was a man of God, not versed in
women's matters. The birth of Johannes had been in summer and
everything had gone according to plan.



This time it
seemed that God had other plans. The midwife had only been
appointed for the next year, but now Randulf had asked a neighbour
to hastily send for the old woman who was doing the work in the
village. Her knowledge of women's problems and her knowledge of
medicinal herbs made her suspicious of practicing the black arts,
but there was no doctor in the village and skills of quacks and
barbers were often just enough to make someone seriously ill after
treatment.



Fortunately,
the old woman made it to the house in time despite the bad weather.
She drummed violently at the door so as not to be drowned out by
the wind. With an expression of relief Randulf hurried to unlock
the barricaded door. He let the old woman in and greeted her.
Inside the house they could hear Juliana moaning.



"Can I come
in?" the old woman asks.



"Of course. We
await you with great hope." Randulf replied.



"You are aware
- as village priest - that my art is considered the work of the
devil by some in the church?"



"Yes, I am
aware of that." Randulf freely admitted.



"Then I will
help your wife, if I can." the old woman promised, and began to
unload her satchel on the small, rickety wooden table. She had
several bags with her, along with a pestle and a wooden
bowl.



But first she
approached Juliana's camp bed, talked to her, felt her forehead and
delicately touched her bulging belly.



"The birth is
imminent. I have come just in time - because the child doesn't seem
to be ready yet."



The midwife
began to prepare a medicine to support the birth.



"What food do
you have in stock? Do you have wine or cider?" the midwife
asked.



"I have some
sacramental wine and a large supply of cider," Randulf
replied.



"So, boil me
some cider, I'll put herbs in it and give it to the pregnant
woman."



Randulf did as
he was told and got a clay pot with a sealed lid and broke the
seal. Then he warmed a good sip on the fire. The midwife had taken
from her leather bag one bag each of rue, a medicinal plant and
also mint and began to finely rub the dried plants. She sprinkled
the powder into the slowly boiling broth.



The potion she
instilled into the heavily breathing Juliana. The alcohol and the
plants soon caused a relaxation and the birth progressed.



Finally, the
child was born. Even before the midwife had determined the sex of
the child and could tell the parents, Juliana groaned softly: "I'm
going to call her Johanna!"



"She is indeed
a girl," the old woman said.



Randulf was
slightly disappointed as he had hoped to have another son. He
wanted to send one of the sons to the monastery school, while the
other was to take over his office as village priest. But what use
was a daughter to him? If one day he were to give her to someone in
the village as a wife, a dowry would be due. Unless, of course, he
was to give her away as a kesbe, as a concubine with the legal
status of a serf. Randulf was quite happy with the choice of name:
Johannes and Johanna or as the English put it, John and
Joan...









Youth



It was late
spring, and Juliana sat with her children in front of the little
hut and started to talk about her past:



"We both came
from England at that time to follow our role model, the wandering
monk Wynfreth, who had moved from the Kingdom of Wessex in the
south of the island to the Frankish Empire."



"When was
that?" the little Johanna wanted to know.



"Long before
our life time, almost eighty years ago”. "Wynfreth took a new name
in the land of the Franks and called himself Bonifaz. It was in the
year of the Lord 755, that he fell into the hands of the pagan
Friesians who killed him. Later, other priests followed him and the
bones of Bonifaz were taken to the monastery in Fulda, where they
are venerated as a holy relic ever since."



"What are
relics?" Johannes wanted to know.



"They are the
mortal remains of saints and martyrs, and secondary also their
personal possessions and, as the lowest form of relic, objects that
have come into contact with the saints." Juliana tried to explain
to her two children.



"And what can
these relics do?" Johanna curiously asked.



"They are said
to heal the sick and perform miracles," Juliana said, although she
herself doubted their effectiveness.



"I myself
believe that medicinal herbs and common sense are even more
important. The Christianity that we brought with us from our Celtic
homeland is much more tolerant and closer to life than what we have
found here. That is why our interpretation of the message of Christ
has spread so widely."



Juliana did not
tell her children how far this went, because in England there were
monasteries where men and women lived together, served God and
abstinence in physical things was unknown.



Randulf, who
had taken his wife from his monastery in the south of England, had
noticed with joy in the rural areas in the north of the Frankish
Empire that practically all priests there also had a wife.
The Regula Benedicti, established by Benedict of
Nursia, was still far from being established and was usually only
followed in monasteries.





Randulf and
Juliana lived in the greatest empire, which had existed for a long
time. The huge empire of the Franks had incorporated all the
Germanic empires that had come into existence after the collapse of
the Western Roman Empire. Only the Visigoth empire in Spain had
fallen into the hands of the Muslims, who had established an
emirate there. The glorious King Charlemagne had fought them and
stopped their advance into his kingdom. Before that he had defeated
the pagan Saxons, destroyed their sacred oak and sent missionaries
into the area. He had then subjugated the Lombards in Italy and had
thus also become the patron of the pope, who resided in Rome.
Previously, the emperors in Constantinople had been the secular
overlords who had influenced the Holy Father's policies.



"Now I must
prepare dinner. I'll tell you later." Juliana ended the
story.



"To make the
soup we need firewood. Can you two go into the forest and collect
wood?"



It wasn't until
the next day that Juliana found the time to talk to her children,
while weaving a piece of cloth on a simple loom, she told them how
it happened that the pope crowned the King of the Franks as
emperor:



"It was many
years before your birth that Leo III was the Holy Father in Rome
and his situation was anything but comfortable just before the
fateful year 800. The Roman nobility had fought fiercely at that
time, when he was elected by the people, and he had been a
compromise, a candidate who did not suit anyone."



"What does the
pope actually do?" Johanna wanted to know.



"He is the
elected representative of Jesus Christ on earth, and also the
bishop of Rome," said Randulf, who had come to them. He had just
finished preparing his sermon for Sunday and had come out of the
hut to take a moment's rest. As a priest he was interested in the
story Juliana was telling.



Juliana
continued: "Many members of the nobility were also not satisfied
with the occupation of the Holy See and an attempt was finally made
to assassinate the Holy Father in 799”.



Juliana had
finished her work on the fabric for the day.



"Now I must see
to dinner. Why don't you tell the children how the pope fled?" she
said to her husband and went into the storeroom.



Randulf, who
knew the story as well as she did, continued:



"Very well.
Pope Leo III decided to be a hurried father instead of a Holy
Father and fled Rome: he travelled to Paderborn, where King Charles
maintained a palace. There he met the mighty King of the Franks,
who, despite his numerous marriages and inclination towards sensual
pleasures and feasts, still considered himself a good Christian.
Pope Leo III also liked the finer things in life and so the two
quickly came to an agreement. Leo III promised to consider the King
of the Franks as the new patron and not the distant Empire of
Constantinople and Charles would install him permanently in Rome
again. Charles went to Rome with soldiers, eliminated some of the
Roman nobles who had opposed the elected Prince of the Church and
reinstated Pope Leo III. The pope thanked him with the
translatio imperii, the transfer of the rule of the Roman
Empire to the Franks, in place of the distant Byzantines".





At the same
time that Juliana and Randulf were telling their children about the
past, another child was being educated. A few months before
Johanna's birth, in the summer of 825, a royal child had been born
in the Kaiserpfalz – one of the many traveling palaces of the
emperors. Irmengard of Tours, the wife of Emperor Lothar I, had
given birth to a son. Lothar called his first-born son Ludwig. One
day he would inherit the imperial title from him and rule over the
Franks as Ludwig II.



Only a little
older than Johanna, Ludwig was taught numerous subjects at the
imperial court by the best teachers, mostly from the clerical
class. Up until now, the Franks had practised refraining from
reading. But the increasing rivalry with the highly educated
emperors of Byzantium triggered a change of heart in Lothar. So, he
had his future successor carefully trained.



The teacher
taught Ludwig about the events in the Byzantine Empire:



"My prince, the
inhabitants of this empire in the east call themselves Ῥωμαῖοι,
meaning 'Romans', and their empire is called by them Βασιλεία τῶν
Ῥωμαίων, the empire of the Romans."



Ludwig took
some notes but did not know how to write the Greek words, because
his Greek lessons had not yet begun. So, he wrote down Romaion,
which the teacher found quite good.



"Today we want
to focus on the recent history of this empire, not on the language.
During the reign of Charlemagne, when he was King of the Franks,
there was an important development in the Roman Empire: A woman sat
on the throne in Constantinople at that time: Empress Irene, she is
also called Εἰρήνη ἡ Ἀθηναία (Irene of Athens) after her origin.
After the death of her husband Leo IV in 780, she had taken over
the reign for her underage son Constantine VI.".



Ludwig looked
intently at the priest's face, literally hanging on every word, he
was particularly interested in stories, as learning Latin was
rather difficult for him. His teacher continued:



"Empress Irene
had no easy task, as the priests argued about whether or not icons
could be venerated."



Ludwig
interrupted his teacher by asking what icons were.



The priest
enlightened him: "Icons are holy images of the churches in the
East, which are venerated as true representations of the divine.
But there are theologians who say that one should not create idols
for oneself that one worships in the manner of the pagans. That's
why the empire of Constantinople is in dispute with the
iconophiles."



"Did the
Empress act and for whom did she decide?" Ludwig asked.



"Irene had
taken the side of the icon worshippers and at a council in Nicaea
she at least managed to get it decided that one could venerate
icons, but not worship them as divine. More had not been possible
without risking civil war," the teacher explained. "Good politics
is based on what is feasible - not what you would like to
do."



Then he went
on: "In order to strengthen her position, Irene had contacted the
King of the Franks in 787 and sent messengers to negotiate the
possibility of marrying Rotrud, daughter of Charlemagne, to her own
son Constantine."



Ludwig was
astonished by these negotiations.



"However, it
did not come to this, since political unrest led to the death of
Constantine VI and an autocracy of Irene."



But Ludwig was
too young to imagine that his father would arrange a marriage for
him too, with a carefully chosen noble lady.



Johanna had
just turned five years old and winter was coming to an end in
February 830. Her brother Johannes was taught almost daily by
Randulf and had to practice reading from the Bible. It was the only
real book in the village, except for a few small textbooks written
by Randulf from his time in the monastery in England. There he had
made some copies, short extracts and summaries of spiritual
writings in the monastery library.



Johanna was
still too young to start reading, and her father also doubted the
usefulness of teaching his daughter. Women could read and write
only in exceptional cases. Only in the monasteries, as a nun, would
Johanna learn these skills. Otherwise, education was useless, even
dangerous for women, she could easily be considered a witch or at
least not find a husband.



One year later:
On Sunday afternoon, after Randulf had preached the sermon, he sat
with his children in front of the hut and finished telling the
story:



"Back then we
were wandering around as itinerant preachers until we decided to
settle down in the village," Randulf told.



"Near our
village is the town of Moguntia, which derives its name from the
Celtic deity Mogon. Mogon was once a sun god, who was also
responsible for medicine too. Moguntia means 'land of the Mogon'.
Since we are both descendants of the Celts, the name led me to
settle here."



That evening,
they were sitting outside the cabin by the fire. Johanna wanted to
know more about the Celts and so Randulf began to tell her a story
from the Celtic homeland:



"The story is a
poem called Preiddeu Annwfn - the Spoils of Annwfn."



Johanna made
big eyes and hung spellbound on her father's lips.



"The story came
to me just as we were leaving the island."



"Oh yes, I
remember..." Juliana raved.



"King Arthur,
whom I told you about before, travels to Annwfn with his companions
in this story. "It is a mysterious island from which they plan to
capture a magical cauldron. It is kept in a castle and nine virgins
heat it with their breath alone."



Golychaf wledic pendeuic gwlat ri.



I praise the
Lord, Prince of the realm, King.



ry ledas ypennaeth dros traeth mundi.



His dominion
has expanded all over the world.



bu kyweir karchar gweir ygkaer sidi...



Equipped was
the prison of Gweir at Mound Fortress...



For a long time
Randulf recited...





Johanna
listened eagerly to his words, but she understood only
fragmentarily what the plot was. When her father had finished and
everyone had applauded him, she asked her father what the story was
about.



"King Arthur
and his men sailed to the island, not only to capture the cauldron
but also to free Gweir, who was held captive there. But Annwfn lies
in the otherworld, and so he finally fails and returns with only
seven men."



Johanna now
asked, because her father had mentioned the Otherworld
before:



"Father, what
is the otherworld? And how do you get there?



"The otherworld
is the place where we all go when we have died. But you can only
very rarely get there in your lifetime. On one day a year, on
Beltaine, the fog is thinner than usual and then some people manage
to catch a glimpse of the otherworld..." explained Randulf.



"What does the
otherworld look like?" Johanna pushed in showing real
curiosity.



The legends in
our homeland tell us that they are islands, sometimes even visible,
but not accessible. If you sail off, you get caught in a fog and
can no longer find them. One of these islands is Ynys
Avallach... In Latin it is called insula avallonis,
Avalon. The name means isle of apples because holy apple trees are
said to grow there.



West of Ireland
it is said to be the island of Hy Brasil, but nobody
has yet set foot on it and has returned to talk about it. Celtic
monks are said to have discovered it and it is said to emerge from
the fog only one day every seven years.



"Oh, I would
like to go there too..." said Johanna.



"You will, but
only when you leave this world." her father assured her.



The village was
located near the imperial palace of Ingelheim, a day's journey from
Magontia (Mainz). Therefore, through villagers who delivered their
goods and food to Ingelheim and Magontia, news sometimes came from
the wider world. Thus, the family of the village priest learned
that the realm of the Franks fermented like an over-strong
beer.



King Pippin I
of Aquitaine and his brother, Ludwig the German, had revolted
against their father, Emperor Ludwig. He had returned to power and
had taken a new wife. From her he had another son, whom he called
Karl, and for whom he ignored the established sequence of the
division of power in his empire, thus snubbing his sons from his
first marriage. At the Imperial gathering at Worms, Emperor Ludwig
decreed that Charles was to receive the reign of Alemannia.
However, Ludwig the Pious, not the Wise, considered himself wise
and decreed that the Swabian land of the Alemannians should only be
a duchy and not a kingdom. Thus, the "Ordinatio
Imperii" remained formally in force. But with it he had taken
away an important part of his dominion from the fellow emperor and
eldest son Lothar I. Lothar was offended and broke with his father.
Ludwig the Pious was also offended and banished his son to Italy.
The co-regency was also taken away from Lothar...





At that time,
the former heartland of the Roman Empire was a marginal province at
the lower end of the Germanic Frankish Empire, where unwelcome
members of the imperial family could be banished to.



Pippin and
Ludwig the German also began to fear for their power base and
suspected that their father might also transfer territories from
their dominion to his youngest son Karl.



Likewise, the
Church feared for her power and so it was the clergymen, led by
Wala, the abbot of the powerful Corbie monastery and members of the
state chancellery, who used their conspiratorial skills to incite a
revolt.



In the village
near Ingelheim they learned that the army of the Franks refused to
obey Emperor Ludwig the Pious. Randulf began to expect the worst
for the near future.



The children
noticed that their father had been introverted for several days, as
if something weighed heavy on his soul. In fact, Randulf wrestled
with himself. On the one hand, he loved his children and wanted
them by his side, on the other hand, he loved them so much that he
wanted them to be safe. A security he could not guarantee in the
small settlement. Even if he was the village priest, a man of
authority in the small community of peasants, how little use would
it be to him if marauding and plundering troops of the Franks were
roaming the area?





So, he called
his wife and children to him a few days after he had learned from
neighbours what had happened in the empire.



"I have called
you here to tell you that the Frankish kingdom is on the brink of a
civil war."



He let his
words sink in for a while and then continued:



"Here in the
village, I can offer you little protection. But behind the walls of
the church, my children, you are safe.”



"Shall we both
become priests?" asked Johannes.



"As soon as I
have taught you enough knowledge, I can ask the cathedral school to
accept you as students. You'll be safe there for a few
years.



"What do we
have to learn?" Johanna asked.



"At the
cathedral school they expect the newcomers to already know some
reading and writing, and also some Latin." Randulf told his
children.



Johannes did
not seem to be overly enthusiastic about the idea of having to
learn Latin.





Randulf now
began to teach reading to Johanna as well as Johannes. He had only
few books for the lessons, but otherwise in the settlement there
were none at all. The other villagers all could not read and so
there was no need for books.



The little he
possessed was written in Latin. Latin was the only language,
besides Greek, worth writing on parchment. The Bible he kept was
incomplete. To be more precise, it had been put together from
various Bibles that had been broken. The Gospels and the letters of
the apostle Paul were complete, but the Old Testament had only been
preserved in parts.



Johanna did not
notice it for a long time, because her father was too proud to
admit that his Bible was incomplete.



She also did
not notice the different manuscript hands at first. But after a few
weeks she found out that one passage was present twice in the book
and looked very different.



She asked her
father why the same thing had been written down twice.



Her father
enlightened her: "It was written by two different writers, and
because every person is different, their handwriting is also
different. They carry in their handwriting the characteristics of
their nature, their passions, their weaknesses and
strengths."



Then Randulf
told them about the cathedral school: "In the cathedral school you
will both learn how to write the characters correctly. Although
they make sure that the scribes faithfully place the characters on
the precious parchment, it is still possible to tell who wrote
what...".



"But why are
there two same texts in the Bible?" Johanna still wanted to
know.



Randulf was
desperate, because now he had to admit that his Bible had been
tinkered with:



"Books are
unimaginably precious, my child, that is why damaged books are
repaired, and with Bibles that contain the same texts of Our Lord
Jesus of Nazareth, a whole Bible is built again from different
Bibles that are damaged - or at least as complete as possible. That
is why there are some double passages in my Bible."



"Are there some
parts of the Bible missing?" Johanna was thrilled, because she felt
she had discovered an important secret.



"The Old
Testament is only partly complete. Very little of the Gospels is
missing." Randulf admitted.



"In the
cathedral school you will then learn the whole Bible." her father
promised.



As soon as the
children were old enough, he could send them to the monastery,
after cathedral school. Life as a churchman and nun were often the
safest way of life in times of unrest and famine.



So Randulf
taught both children, naturally hoping that his son Johannes would
stand out. Girls were generally considered to be less capable of
education. Randulf was mistaken. Johanna learned to read much
faster and was soon able to write a little. Johannes was left far
behind, because he was not interested in this boring art at all. He
preferred to play with the other boys in the village and wanted to
become a warrior of the Franks.





Campus mendacii



Ludwig the
Pious was deposed at short notice, but he was able to appease
Ludwig the German and Pippin again by evenly expanding their
territories. In Nijmegen, the empire gathered again, and Lothar I
was summoned like a disobedient monastery student. The imperial
assembly was a disaster for him: Lothar lost the co-regency of the
entire Empire and was banished to Italy again. Like a punished
child he immediately left with a defiant expression on his face and
swore in his heart to take revenge on his relatives at the next
opportunity.



The people of
the empire had hoped that the princes of their realm would now calm
down. But Ludwig the Pious was such a weak emperor that in the year
of the Lord 833 there was another revolt. At the imperial assembly
of Colmar, which took place on 30 July on a field called Rotfeld,
Emperor Ludwig found out that he had lost all support from the
nobility. He was forced to abdicate again and banish his son Karl
and his second wife Judith to the monastery. So many lies were told
at this Reichstag that from then on Rotfeld was called campus
mendacii, "the field of lies". Now Lothar I was again emperor over
the whole empire.





The Byzantine
Empire was also seething, not because of a dispute over power, but
because of the interpretation of religion: in 832 Emperor
Theophilos had issued an edict condemning the cultic use of icons
in worship as pagan idolatry. Thus, he radically overturned the
decision of Empress Irene.



The joy over
the reign of Lothar I was short-lived, for his younger brothers
allied themselves with their deposed father and ensured that Ludwig
was once again solemnly installed in his imperial office. Lothar
had to flee to Burgundy and finally submit. Now his brothers and
his father banished him definitively to Italy, where he was to rule
from, but from then on only as a viceroy.



Such worries
and problems of the rich and powerful did not play a role in the
small village.





Finally, the
day of farewell from the village had come. A neighbour, who had
delivered grain to the cathedral school from time to time, was
present. He explained to the two children how they would get there.
Randulf had great reservations about sending them off alone.



"If you wait
another two weeks, I will make another delivery to the cathedral
school and the children can travel with me." the neighbour
promised, and their father seized the opportunity. A lot could
happen to two children travelling alone.



So, they left
later. Nevertheless, Johanna was glad that the neighbour had
described the route exactly.



"Who
knows, perhaps one day it will be of vital importance if I know the
way home…" she thought to herself.



Johannes and
Johanna arrived at the cathedral school in the summer. The school
accepted girls only in exceptional cases and then only if they were
from noble families. Johanna had to be accommodated outside the
cathedral school, while Johannes lived with the other boys in the
monastery itself. The priest there wondered at first why the
village priest Randulf had sent both children, but soon understood
why this village priest from England also wanted his daughter
educated. She proved to be more talented than all the other
students of the cathedral school.





Soon a year had
passed, and Johanna had passed her thirteenth year. She was so
talented in writing and reading that she was taught not only Latin
but also Greek. In the Franconian Empire this language was
certainly exotic and was only poorly mastered. Nevertheless, she
dealt with the few philosophical writings that were available in
the cathedral school. Now Johanna was also much closer to the
outside world, because here one learned more about what happened in
the empire.



In the north of
the Frankish Empire one soon learned of the decision of the Holy
Father in Rome, Pope Gregory IV, that he had decided to fix the
Feast of All Saints on November 1st.



Johanna, her
brother and the other children of the cathedral school were allowed
to take part in the newly created All Saints' Day celebration. It
was strange for them, since the feast had already been celebrated
in spring on the first Sunday after Pentecost.



Johanna learned
that the powerful people of the Church could intervene directly in
the lives of the people with their decisions. For the people, the
double feast was of course good news, as the Church once again
distributed donations to the needy and there was no need to work
that day.



Johanna also
already understood so much Latin that she could at least partially
follow the Mass and understood the readings from the Revelations
and the Beatitudes of the Sermon on the Mount.



She was also
able to understand the miraculous transformation of wine and bread
into the blood and body of Christ when the priest spoke the words
"Hoc est enim corpus meum" over the liturgical
instruments and the bread. For the other visitors to the Mass, the
words were incomprehensible, which in no way diminished the faith,
but even strengthened it. The priesthood was considered a group of
powerful magicians. Since Christianity had swept away the pagan
religions, many people first had to go to the purgatory to atone
for their sins. The priests now remembered those who had died and
prayed for their speedy redemption.



In England, the
former home of Randulf and Juliana, King Egbert of Wessex had died
and his son Æthelwulf succeeded him. But they did not learn of this
in the Frankish Empire, as the small kingdom in the south of the
island was far too insignificant for that. Johanna would one day
have the privilege to meet king Æthelwulf...





At about the
same time in the Palatinate of Lothar I in Pavia, Ludwig, the son
of Lothar, was called to his father. He had recently celebrated his
eighth birthday.



A servant took
him to the private rooms and with a hand gesture he indicated that
he would enter alone. Ludwig did as he was told, and he immediately
saw that his father was sitting on the private throne with a very
happy expression on his face.



"Come here, my
son Ludwig!" cried Lothar happily as his son entered the private
chambers.



"There is happy
news!"



"What gladdens
your royal heart so much, my father?" Ludwig replied politely. He
had not seen his father in good spirits for a long time. There had
hardly been any reason to be.



"Emperor
Ludwig, called the pious, has left us and has visited the kingdom
of heaven." Lothar announced.



Ludwig was
confused for a moment, why his father was so happy about his
grandfather's death. Then he understood. Lothar had increasingly
hated his father and now the imperial crown had fallen upon him,
since he inherited the title as the eldest son, according to the
custom of the Franks. Inside Ludwig was torn apart by his feelings.
He had loved his grandfather and he also loved his father. But he
suppressed his feelings and asked without giving in to an
impulse:



"Are you now
emperor and ruler of the whole empire?"



"Yes, because
my father did not and could not enforce it against the nobles."
Lothar proclaimed, with a statesmanlike speech and underlined it
with dramatic gestures of an emperor.



Lothar played
through the coming weeks in his mind.



"We will travel
north with a large entourage. And then..." he made an elaborate
pause while he punched with his fist into the other hand, "... and
then I will demand submission from Karl and Ludwig the
German!"



Before leaving,
the Carolingian court received important news from Constantinople:
Empress Theodora had given birth to a son. In a few years, a child
named Μιχαήλ Γ' (Michael III) would be placed on the throne. A
child Emperor Michael under the reign of his mother and his elder
sister Thekla would probably be a weak puppet ruler, Lothar was
convinced of this. Thus, the danger of a conquest of Italy by
Byzantium had become small. Lothar and his son Ludwig could
therefore travel north without danger and claim their rights from
the other Frankish rulers.



Monastery



In the spring
of 841 Randulf decided to take his son Johannes from the cathedral
school and send him to the monastery of Fulda. Therefore, he had
written to the abbot of the monastery, the venerable Rabanus
Maurus, that a young man of 17 years with blond hair would soon
arrive at their doors to enter the monastery as a monk.



The two
children learned about their father's plans at the cathedral school
and were anything but enthusiastic. Johannes had been tired of
learning for a long time, his abilities were mediocre anyway and in
him the desire had matured to become a warrior instead of a monk
and to enter the service of Ludwig the German. For the area in
which they lived belonged to the reign of Ludwig. They prepared for
war against Emperor Lothar and Johannes wanted to be part of
it.





In the message
to the cathedral school the father also wrote about the future of
Johanna. The son of a neighbour in her parents' small settlement
was willing to marry her in Munt-marriage and a large dowry was not
expected either. She could not, in father's opinion, expect more in
these times.



Of course, the
idea of becoming the property of a neighbour, of running the
household in a hut without daylight and of bringing up as many
children as possible, tied Johanna's throat. Not to forget that she
would then also have to look after her old parents.



She loved her
parents, but a life without education, without books, without
higher knowledge, she felt would be like being in hell even during
her lifetime.



The week that
remained to her turned into an emotional nightmare for Johanna. If
she went back to the small settlement, her life and dreams were
destroyed. If she ran away, she would also abandon her parents. She
felt powerless, for things simply took their course without her
being able to influence them. Only if she ran away, then she would
be the mistress of her destiny again. An uncertain and dangerous
fate...





The very next
week, their school days were abruptly over, and they were sent away
from school, equipped with a bundle of travel utensils, a coat and
food for a few days. Johanna suggested to her brother that she
accompany him to Fulda. She would return home soon enough. Secretly
she thought about an escape, but where would she go?



On the road to
Fulda, the two of them met soldiers of Ludwig the German, who were
recruiting soldiers in the villages for the fight against Lothar.
Johannes saw his chance to escape the unwanted life in the
monastery. Johanna wanted to know who should enter the
monastery.



And Johannes
answered in joyful spirit: "Why don't you go to the monastery in my
place! There you can give free rein to your joy in Latin and
handwriting - and father's wish will be respected."



For a moment
Johanna was perplexed: "But it is a monastery for men."



"Pretend to be
me, and father will be pleased to hear that his son Johannes is
studying at the monastery."



Johanna saw how
the door of the monastery opened for her and how she was spared the
unwanted life of being a wife. This was the perfect escape plan,
and both had what they desired. Johanna would simply not return
home, as if she were lost in a time of war.



A little unsure
of the consequences of her actions, she asked her brother: "Will
you help me turn myself into you?"



"First you must
cut off your hair," said Johannes, reaching into his travel bundle
and pulling out the small knife they had been given for the
journey. He began to cut off his sister's hair until she had a
mushroom-headed hairdo like his. It was the predominant hairstyle
of men in the Frankish Empire.



Then he
continued: "In the monastery they will cut the tonsure into your
hair, so that you will be considered a monk".



Then he did
something unexpected and began to scrape Johanna's cheeks with a
knife. His sister's fair skin began to turn red. "So now it looks
as if you've shaved. Even in the convent you should do it
regularly."



Now Johanna
understood the idea, and completed the thought: "Fortunately, all
men of the church do not wear beards." Johannes took the knife
again and cut off the lower hem of Johanna's tunic by more than two
hand-breadths, and then divided the strip into more slender
strips.



"These will be
your leg wraps, and your clothes will look like the men's."



They didn't
have a mirror - but they had heard about the strange thing that
depicted the person, like looking into clear water. Since there was
a small stream nearby, the two ran there and finally found a place
where the water flowed quietly.



They looked at
their reflection in the water. Johanna and Johannes had both grown
almost equally tall, the brother was only stronger built. The
similarity of the two could not be overlooked.



With the short
hairstyle and the shortened tunic, Johanna could pass for a young
man.



"When you
arrive in Fulda, wait until dusk before asking to enter the
monastery. They will see you for the first time only in dim light
and by candlelight."



Johanna asks,
sounding a little worried, "And in the days after that?"



"They have
already accepted you as a young man and you get the cotta with long
sleeves and hood. You only take it off to bathe - and monks bathe
alone so as not to develop unnatural inclinations towards their
fellow monks."



Johanna nodded:
"That's what our teacher said, but I don't know what he
meant..."



"Neither do
I... but the rules at the monastery are helpful for you."



Then the moment
of tearful farewell arrived. They had to part here at the river and
Johannes went alone to the soldiers camped nearby - otherwise they
would probably have recruited Johanna as another soldier.



"I will write
to you..." Johannes promised his sister, but she had her doubts.
For one thing, he had never been very talented at it, and for
another, where would he, as a warrior in the army, get writing
materials from anyway?



"Better not,
you could betray me," she said softly, fighting against the rising
tears. She suspected that it would be a farewell forever.



"If you are in
the area again, come and see me at the monastery," she now
suggested.



"I will."
promised Johannes.



Then they
separated, once Johannes became a warrior, the other Johannes a
monk in the monastery.



After the
separation Johanna found herself alone in the forest and was forced
to spend the night there. She crept to the edge of the forest, as
it was safer there, and wrapped herself in her cloak.



The night had
been long and the sleep short. The soldiers and probably her
brother had already moved on. She listened for a moment, the forest
was quiet, apart from the usual noises. Sometimes, some wood
cracked, a rustling of leaves, far away a small stream rippled. But
no sign of people nearby. She started walking towards Fulda and
arrived there in the late afternoon.



The town was
situated on the upper banks of a river, whose name she didn't know,
in a depression of the landscape. Although it was already spring,
Johanna had the feeling that it was still winter. She had learned
about the town at cathedral school. The monastery had been granted
the status of an imperial monastery by Charlemagne in 774, partly
because St. Boniface had been buried here.



From far away
she could already see the basilica, which was named after Abbot
Ratgar. It was said to be the largest church north of the
Alps.



The monastery
she was looking for was the Abbatia Fuldensis (the imperial abbey
of Fulda) which was run by the Benedictine order. The rules of the
Benedictine order were particularly strict here. The first abbot of
Fulda, Sturmius, had even travelled to Montecassino to get to know
the authentic life of the Benedictines. Boniface even succeeded in
obtaining from the then Pope Zacharias the privilege of placing the
monastery directly under the Holy See.



This would give
Johanna the security that her father had wished for her
brother.



Unfortunately,
this special status did not protect the monastery from the pagan
Saxons, who took revenge on Christians during the Saxon campaign of
772, when they attacked various monasteries. The Fulda monastery
was threatened but survived the Saxon wars. After peace was
restored, the new Abbot Ratgar began to rebuild the basilica
according to the Roman model into a church never seen before. But
Ragnar's ambition and the financial costs, which exceeded the
monastery's possibilities, had led to a dispute in the monastery.
Some monks had even fled the monastery and Emperor Ludwig the Pious
had thereupon deposed Ratgar as abbot. He was succeeded by Abbot
Eigil and finally by Abbot Rabanus Maurus. Thanks to imperial
support they could continue the building projects, but the hermitic
ascetic life was over in Fulda. Instead, the monastic community now
devoted itself primarily to the production of manuscripts and to
the sciences.



As evening
approached and the sun was red on the western horizon, Johanna went
to the monastery and sought the entrance for the monks. It was a
small side door. There she knocked and asked to be let in. The monk
in charge of the gate only just asked, "What are you doing here,
boy?"



Johanna was
relieved, as she believed the deception could actually work.



"My father has
written to the Abbot that he wants to send his son Johannes to the
monastery." She had not even presented a lie. The monk seemed to be
informed about this, as he nodded, let her in and spoke in a low
voice: "The abbot and the other brothers are at evening prayer.
When it's over, I'll take you to Abbot Rabanus." He led Johanna to
a building that seemed to be the monastery's kitchen. "Have you
eaten yet?"



Johanna adapted
almost instinctively to the custom of the monastery of giving only
short answers or using only gestures, shaking her head without
saying anything. Her father Randulf had told her about this in one
of his lessons.



"Then follow me
to the monastery kitchen."



Some monks were
finishing dinner. In a large pot, a deliciously tasting lentil soup
was cooking.



The main course
was a fish in an herb batter and fresh bread.



The dessert,
the porter explained, would be a pear pudding. One of the monks put
the pear pieces in a pot with white wine and butter in front of the
girl's eyes and began to cook them. Johanna thought the smell was
lovely, but she did not know what a dessert was. So, she asked the
monk.



He explained to
her that it was another small meal, usually of sweet taste, to
round off the dinner.



In the
meantime, the monk had boiled the pears soft, pressed them through
a coarse sieve and refined them with cinnamon and honey. He added
some cream and put the mixture back into the pot. Now he added some
egg yolks and let the pudding thicken to a mass before he poured it
into bowls.



The porter
explained: "While the monks eat the soup and the main course, this
pudding will cool down and then be served. Since you are not yet
admitted as a novice, you cannot eat with the monks, but you can
eat here in the kitchen," he said, and fetched a large bowl of
lentil soup, which he placed in Johanna's hands. Then he brought a
jug of water and a cup.



Johanna could
hardly believe it. Never in her life had she seen so much food, not
even at school. Life in a monastery would be paradise on
earth.



"We live very
modestly here in the monastery," said the monk succinctly, "We are
a contemplative order of work and not an imperial palace."



The novice
“Johannes” was able to stuff his belly for the first time. She
began to spoon the lentil soup hungrily, then fish in a herb
coating and bread was brought to her.



In the
meantime, the monks and the abbot had come from the evening prayer
into the dining room and started consume on the soup and water.
Johanna did not see monks in the dining room, but the room had to
be close to the kitchen, as she could hear the sounds of chairs
scrapping on the floor and footsteps. In addition, someone began to
read theological texts.



"I am bringing
you this bowl of the pear pudding, even if it is not yet completely
cold. It tastes wonderful, and we have to go to the wardrobe as
soon as you've finished eating."



For the first
time in her life Johanna was able to enjoy a dessert. She found it
delicious, for the first time she ate a pear, which was no longer
recognizable as a fruit, but as a pulp, but which tasted like a
pear, together with the taste of honey and other ingredients she
could not guess.



"How much more can life in a monastery offer! I will learn
something completely new..." she thought to herself.



Then the time
for eating was over and the doorman led them from the kitchen
across the courtyard into a large building where monks had their
cells. On the ground floor there was a large chamber where clothes
were stored, made or repaired. The monk gave Johanna a cotta made
of black wool, which according to the season was only of
medium-thick fabric, and a rope. He showed her how she could slip
into this robe from below. "And my tunic, must I take it off?"
Johanna asked.



"As soon as I
leave the room you will take off your woollen tunic, you can still
wear the linen tunic underneath. From now on, the monks' cotta will
be your outer garment. You will put the hood over your head when
you go to church or to the abbot. After his explanation, he left
the room and Johanna was able to dress again. She stuffed the leg
wraps into the belted linen tunic. This would allow her to bind her
slowly growing breasts. If anyone saw her, she could refer to the
scars on her back. Like all children, she was regularly beaten with
a rod by her parents and teachers. Her curiosity, which was
considered unnatural for a woman, had earned her numerous beatings
and humiliations in the cathedral school.



The porter led
the novice to a building where the abbot had his rooms. It was
already dark and so Johanna was brought to Rabanus Maurus by the
light of a torch. The abbot sat in a small room behind a desk
filled with books and scrolls. Only a few candles and an oil lamp
gave off light. The torch flickered slightly as the monk and
Johanna entered. The objects and silhouette of the abbot cast
grotesque shadows on the wall. Because she had been so gifted, the
teachers of the cathedral school had taught her Greek and basic
philosophy.
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