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      It seems rather superfluous to write an introduction to a piece of pornography. Why not just get down to it?

      Many years ago I told the teacher in a French school where I was the English language assistant how I planned to start work with a new class. I would begin, I informed her, by introducing myself – but I mistakenly used the word ‘m’introduire’, which has a rather different sense in French: it sounded as if I were planning to ‘insert myself ’ into the pupils. She kindly pointed out that this would not get things off to the best start (‘That’s exactly the kind of thing that will make them giggle [rigoler]’).

      Why, here, should I ‘introduire’ (or even ‘présenter’, the correct word) a text that speaks for itself ? The reader is welcome to head straight for the cloisters; the tale needs no introduction. It’s the real thing (there is, after all, nothing more real than pornography).

      Still, by way of foreplay, here – in no particular order – are a few themes that the reader might like to ponder while turning the pages with one hand, and a few thoughts that occurred to me as I typed out my translation with the other.

      Authors

      Nobody knows for sure who wrote Venus in the Cloister, or when.

      One candidate is Jean Barrin (1640–1718). He translated Ovid into French, and so may well have had a liking for licentious writing in general.

      Another possible author of the work was François de Chavigny de La Bretonnière (1652–98). Born in Paris, he was forced into the Congrégation de Saint-Maur and took his vows as a Benedictine in 1671, at the age of nineteen. He was later at the Abbey of Saint-Germain-des-Prés, from which he fled having stolen 600 pistoles, and took up residence in Holland; we hear of him in 1682 in Amsterdam, the capital of European freethinking – though even here he was soon in trouble for publishing subversive pamphlets and short stories. Apparently, he could earn twenty-two livres per week for writing satirical sketches in the French-language newspapers of Amsterdam. But he went bankrupt and was constantly having run-ins with the law, though he just as constantly refused to attend the summonses which were issued. In 1684, he wrote a virulent satire against the Archbishop of Reims, Le cochon mitré (The Pig in a Mitre). He was arrested for this, denied having written it, and was released. In 1685, according to one account, there was a plan to accuse him of magical practices. His journalism attacked the expansionist and absolutist policies of Louis XIV, and showed sympathy for France’s beleaguered Protestants. He may well have been a friend of Gabriel de Ceinglen (the colleague and translator of Spinoza, whose meditations on man as part of Nature cast their bright shadow across the most advanced speculations of the next three centuries, and are echoed in certain passages of Venus in the Cloister). Eventually, Chavigny was lured into a trap and taken back to France, and interned temporarily in the Bastille before being handed back to his Benedictine superiors. These were obviously not inclined to treat their prodigal son with any indulgence: instead, they sent him to Mont Saint-Michel, which was not only an abbey but a prison as well. He was locked away in a narrow wooden cage, where he languished for thirteen years. (Others say he was given relative liberty.) By the time he was released, in 1698, he was mad. He died shortly afterwards.

      None of the preceding facts (especially the dates) are entirely secure.

      Several anonymous works are attributed to him, and he (or someone else) actually put his name to various others, whose general tenor can be seen from their titles: Sophia, or the Venetian Widow; The Hermaphrodite in Love; Octavia, or the Unfaithful Wife. He may also have written The Fake Abbess, or the Duped Suitor; The Artificial Mistress, or His Own Rival; and Conversations at the Grille, or the Monk in the Parlour. As these titles suggest, Chavigny’s interests covered both the erotic and the religious life, especially when they intersected. So – as many scholars have concluded – he is more than likely to have produced Venus in the Cloister.

      But the best solution is simply to say that the work was written by the Abbé du Prat. (‘Nice name he has,’ an Englishspeaking reader might remark.) Or, even more simply, that this tale of nuns was written by Anon.

      Dialogue

      Venus in the Cloister is a dialogue, and, like Plato’s dialogues, it raises profound philosophical questions. Also like Plato’s dialogues, it sometimes goes off at a tangent, includes short stories, indulges in banter, or flirtation, or private jokes, or alludes to matters that made better sense to a contemporary reader than to us. Admittedly, there is more kissing in Venus in the Cloister than in Plato (but just as much homoeroticism in Plato as in Venus in the Cloister). Readers of Venus in the Cloister will be able to follow trains of argument that touch on cultural and ethical relativism, patriarchy, the relationship between the true church and its corrupt institutions, the nature of the mystical, the allure of books, and the relation between the so-called private and public realms. They can ponder the way the apparent tranquillity of the cloisters (its poverty, chastity and obedience), seemingly so far removed from the hubbub of the world, actually mirrors, in magnified and inverted form, the world’s power and lust. Quicker than a nun can change her chemise, they will glimpse the mystery of transcendence: how the bodily at its most intensely profane seems indistinguishable from the sacred – unless, of course, this is an illusion created by the Devil.

      (Aretino’s erotic works also mix the amorous and the philosophical in dialogue form: both his The Secret Life of Nuns and Venus in the Cloister are works of pornosophy.)

      Editions

      The first (1683) edition of Venus in the Cloister had just three dialogues; the second (1702) added two more; the third, in 1719, had a sixth dialogue with two new interlocutors. In fact, this is a gross simplification: the publishing history of the book is extremely vexed, as so often with libertin writings. The date and place of publication of subversive or licentious works was, especially in the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries, often falsely given so as to put censors and potential prosecutors off the trail. In particular, publication was frequently post-dated. There are editions of Vénus dans le Cloître dated 1683 and 1685, and others 1719, but some references in the text suggest that it was probably published in the early eighteenth century. The story of the man who disguises himself as a nun to gain access to the convent, found in the fifth dialogue, may be inspired by a story by La Fontaine (1674), though it is surely a much older theme than that. The first three dialogues seem to hang together, with the later two (or three) being additions, perhaps apocryphal. Dialogues always involve more than two people (Freud said the same about sex).

      Enlightenment

      Venus in the Cloister refers on several occasions to ‘light’, and once to ‘enlightenment’ (les lumières). It was written as one of the myriad underground texts – anti-clerical, anti-monarchist, often epicurean, materialistic or sceptical in philosophy, frequently pornographic – that circulated in Europe in increasing numbers from the end of the seventeenth century. They were part of the intellectual ferment that produced, among other things, the French Revolution. Venus in the Cloister is a short treatise on the policing of pleasures and the politics of desire.

      In his ‘Salon’ of 1765, Diderot enlivens his discussion of a contemporary painting – Greuze’s portrait of his wife, whom Diderot claims to have fancied – by staging a little imaginary dialogue between ‘himself ’ and ‘Mlle Babuti’, the woman who later became Mme Greuze. She ran a bookshop on the quai de Augustins in Paris. Diderot, he tells us, entered it one day and asked for the Tales of La Fontaine (not his Fables, but a much more licentious volume, filled with satirical portraits of boozy monks and wanton nuns), and the Satyricon of Petronius, an equally bawdy work. Then, hesitantly, he asked for what was obviously an even more risqué publication, one that he could barely bring himself to name: The Nun in her Chemise. ‘How dare you, Monsieur! Does anyone have... does anyone read that kind of filth?’ she replied. ‘Oh, er... I see, it’s filth is it? That I didn’t know...’

      A few days later he passed by the bookshop and she was smiling, and he smiled back.

      (He may or may not have actually read the work: many have seen its influence on his own more tragic story of cloistered and closeted sex, The Nun. But let’s leave that as a secret between him and Mlle Babuti.)

      Theology

      On 4 June 2012, the Vatican’s Congregation for the Doctrine of the Faith issued a statement severely criticising Sister Margaret A. Farley for her book Just Love: A Framework for Christian Sexual Ethics, published back in 2006. Farley, a member of the Sisters of Mercy of America, is a distinguished moral theologian who was Gilbert L. Stark Professor of Christian Ethics at Yale Divinity School. Her book suggested that same-sex unions ‘can [...] be important in transforming the hatred, rejection, and stigmatization of gays and lesbians’; that samesex relationships could be justified as much as their heterosexual equivalent; that divorce could be reasonable option for couples who have drifted irreparably apart; and that, in her words, female masturbation ‘usually does not raise any moral questions at all’. Many woman have found ‘great good in selfpleasuring – perhaps especially in the discovery of their own possibilities for pleasure – something many had not experienced or even known about in their ordinary sexual relations with husbands or lovers’. The Vatican’s response was a fairly standard re-statement of the teachings of the magisterium: homosexual acts are ‘acts of grave depravity’, ‘intrinsically disordered’ (i.e. not in harmony with God’s designs for an ordered world), and ‘contrary to the natural law’. Divorce could not be an option since marriage is a sacrament that, basically, cannot be dissolved. In short, ‘The deliberate use of the sexual faculty, for whatever reason, outside of marriage is essentially contrary to its purpose.’

      Venus in the Cloister begins with a scene of female masturbation and proceeds to explore same-sex relationships, specifically those between nuns. It does not mention divorce, still a barely conceivable option given that it depicts the world of late-seventeenth and early-eighteenth century France. But the acts on which it dwells all involve what the Vatican would recognize as ‘the deliberate use of the sexual faculty [...] outside marriage’.

      The Abbé du Prat brings his own insights to bear on this serious, contemporary, and political debate.

      Translation

      Some of the translators of the work have led interesting lives. Robert Samber (1682–1745) produced his version of Venus in the Cloister in 1724, though he was not named on the title page: the translation was simply ascribed to ‘a man of honour’. The printer, Edmund Curll, although also not named on the title page, was duly prosecuted for obscenity, and convicted. For publishing Venus in the Cloister and two other books that were deemed to ‘encourage vice and immorality’, he was fined seventy marks and pilloried for an hour at Charing Cross.

      French, the most erotic of languages (God’s own, some have said) does not lend itself to translation. This is especially true of a work like Venus in the Cloister, where the syntactic poise of the original tends to come across as starchy formality, and the sensual throb of the source language as coy and vulgar. The nuns speak quite a high, classical French, but occasionally dally with something a little more vernacular: my nuns, generally decorous even when aroused, sometimes drop into the language of a chick-flick, and mix archaic and modern registers, for Venus loves anachronisms and the translator needs his own bit of badinage. I am not, I must confess, swayed by the translation theorists who dwell on the erotics of translation, unless it is an erotics of longing, in other words, an erotics tout court – so perhaps they are right after all. But still... the sighs, the languor, the ahs and ohs, the tendresse, the ache of the flesh, mon cher coeur, tout en feu, je suis perdue... all is lost. Irrespective of the original language, you can’t translate pornography, where it’s really the words that are making love – or, to put it rather more sourly, there’s something a bit pornographic about all translation: it isn’t as good as the real thing, and is surely only ever meant to be a second-best, a way of getting you in the mood, a stage you’ll grow out of: in short (or long), a glass dildo (see p. 39 below).

      For real ‘ecstatic intromission’ (p. 38), the original text is avail-able in a cheap paperback (Paris: Librio, 2000), or in an excellent scholarly edition edited by Jean Sgard (La Religieuse en chemise et le Cochon mitré, Saint-Étienne, 2009 – it is from Sgard that I have derived almost all the historical details in this introduction). From Venus to Vénus: this is how the reader should progress – from a mere sex aid (a bit like a blow-up doll) to the real thing.

    

  


  
    
      TO MADAME D.L.R.

      Most worthy Abbess of Beaulieu

      

      Madame,

      As it would be difficult for me not to carry out what you have stated that you desire, I did not long deliberate over the prayer you uttered to me, urging me to put in written form as soon as possible the sweet conversations in which your community has so zestfully participated. I promised to perform this gallant enterprise too solemnly to wish to decline the request now, and to excuse myself from this task on the grounds that it is difficult to restore to voice and action the lovely fire that so animated them. I do not know whether I will have fulfilled my duty and your hopes; the exercise of two or three mornings will reveal the truth of the matter to you, and will show you that, if I do not have a great deal of eloquence, I at least have enough memory to relate faithfully the greater part of what happened. I so much held your satisfaction before my eyes while composing this work that I have passed over, with indifference, all the reasons that should have kept me from it; only the fear that it might fall into other hands than yours made me postpone sending it to you for a while, and I myself would bear it to you, if my current affairs permitted, rather than entrusting to the hazards of the post, or of a messenger, such an important parcel. For, in all good faith, what embarrassment would ensue, for you and for me, if such secret conversations were to be made public! And if actions that do not incur blame merely because nobody knows of them were to comprise a new object of criticism, and furnish weapons to all those who would like to attack us! What posture and what countenance could our lovely nun keep, if misfortune exposed her, in her chemise, to the gaze of all curious folk? What opprobrium, what shame, what confusion! All these considerations weigh heavily; but you expressed the desire to be obeyed, and you treated as flimsy and timid excuses what are in fact sure and solid reasons.

      Whatever happens, I wash my hands of it: and to leave seriousness aside for a moment, I can tell you that I have nothing to fear for Sister Agnès, even if an evil destiny were to put its hand to the business, since the depiction I give of her in my writings represents her only in the most exact conformity with all her own wishes. For, after all, beginning with poverty, can one be in a greater state of detachment from the good things of this world, than to strip oneself willingly of them, right down to one’s chemise? Can one, in one’s words and in one’s actions, show the beauty of chastity as glowing any more than it does when it takes as its rule nature most pure? Finally, if we wish to prove her total obedience, it will be acknowledged that she is more docile than any of your novices.

      This, Madame, is a long letter for a small work, and a big door for a poor house. Never mind; I prefer to sin against a few rules than to feel hampered in writing to you. Pass on to your most intimate lady friends, and mine as well, what you judge it right for them to know. And believe that I am without reserve,

      Madame,

      Your most obedient and most affectionate Servant,

      THE ABBÉ DU PRAT

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            FIRST CONVERSATION

          

          SISTER AGNÈS, SISTER ANGÉLIQUE

        

      

    

    
      Agnès – Oh God! Sister Angélique, do not come into my room; I am not decent right now. Do you think anyone should be caught in my state? I really did think I had closed the door.

      Angélique – Ah, calm down, dear; why all the alarm? What a disaster – finding you in the middle of changing your chemise, or doing something better! When we girls are friends, we really should not have anything at all to hide from one another. Sit on your bed as you were, I will go and shut the door behind us.

      Agnès – I can assure you, Sister – I would die of shame if anyone else had caught me looking like this; but I am sure you have a great deal of affection for me, which is why I do not have any reason to be scared of you – whatever you might have seen.

      Angélique – You are quite right, my child; and even if I did not have for you all the tenderness that a heart can feel, your mind ought still to be at rest as far as that goes. I have been a nun for seven years; I entered the cloister at thirteen, and I can say that, so far, I have not made any enemies through bad behaviour. I have always loathed spiteful gossip, and I follow my heart’s inclination most when I am doing a favour to some fellow nuns. That is how I have won the affection of most of them, especially that of our Superior, which comes in quite useful from time to time.

      Agnès – I know: and I am often amazed at how you have even managed to handle nuns of different factions. One must doubtless have as much skill and wit as you to win over such persons. Personally, I have always given free rein to my affections, and have never bothered to make an effort to gain the friendship of those for whom I had no innate feelings. That is the weakness of my guiding spirit: an enemy of all constraint, and intent on acting with perfect freedom.

      Angélique – Yes, it is so sweet to allow ourselves to be led to the purity and innocence of nature by following only the inclinations that she bestows on us; but honour and ambition have come to disturb the repose of the cloisters, and they oblige the girls who enter here to share themselves around, so that they often do out of prudence what they cannot do out of inclination.

      Agnès – But that means that a countless number who think they are mistresses of your heart possess only its outward show, and that all your protestations of affection often assure them that they possess a treasure which in fact they do not. I have to confess that I would dread being one of that number, and falling victim to your schemes.

      Angélique – Ah, my dear, that is really rather insulting! Dissimulation has no part in friendships as strong as ours. I belong to you alone; and even if nature had ensured that I was born from the same blood as you, she would not have given me feelings any more tender than those which I feel. Come into my arms, so that our hearts may speak to each other in the midst of our kisses.

      Agnès – My God! How tightly you are hugging me! Had you not noticed that I am wearing nothing under this chemise? Oh, you are setting me on fire!

      Angélique – Ah, how flushed you look now! It makes your beauty shine even more brightly! Oh, that fire gleaming in your eyes – it makes you so adorable! How can such an accomplished girl as you live in such retirement? No, no, my child, I have decided to divulge to you my most secret habits, and give you a perfect idea of the way a wise nun will the friendship of those for whom I had no innate feelings. That is the weakness of my guiding spirit: an enemy of all constraint, and intent on acting with perfect freedom.

      Angélique – Yes, it is so sweet to allow ourselves to be led to the purity and innocence of nature by following only the inclinations that she bestows on us; but honour and ambition have come to disturb the repose of the cloisters, and they oblige the girls who enter here to share themselves around, so that they often do out of prudence what they cannot do out of inclination.
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      Angélique – Ah, my dear, that is really rather insulting! Dissimulation has no part in friendships as strong as ours. I belong to you alone; and even if nature had ensured that I was born from the same blood as you, she would not have given me feelings any more tender than those which I feel. Come into my arms, so that our hearts may speak to each other in the midst of our kisses.
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      behave. I do not mean the austere, over-punctilious wisdom whose only nourishment is fasting, and whose only clothing is prickly hair shirts; there is a less barbaric wisdom that all enlightened persons profess to follow, and which rather chimes in with your amorous propensities.

      Agnès – My amorous propensities? Well, my face must give a very misleading impression, or you do not really know how to read it. There is nothing that affects me less than the passion of love, and during the three years since I took the veil, it has not given me the least disquiet.

      Angélique – I very much doubt that – and I think that if you were to talk about it more sincerely, you would admit that everything I have said is quite true. Do you really think that a sixteen-year-old girl, with such a sharp mind and such an attractive physique as yours, is supposed to be frigid and insensible? No, that I cannot believe: all your most unselfconscious little actions have convinced me of the contrary, and that je ne sais quoi that I have spotted through your keyhole makes me sure that you are putting it all on.

      Agnès – Oh God! I am done for!

      Angélique – You are really not being very sensible. Go on, tell

      me what you have to fear from me, and if you have anything to worry about from a friend? I told you this only because I intend to tell you quite a few more secrets about me. Honestly, they are just silly little things! Even the most over-punctilious nuns indulge in them. In the language of the cloister, they are called: the amusement of the young, and the pastime of the old.

      Agnès – But... well, what exactly have you noticed?

      Angélique – Oh, stop putting on such an act! You know perfectly well that love banishes all fear, and that if we both want to live in the perfect intimacy that I desire, you must not conceal anything from me, and I must not have anything to hide from you. Kiss me, my sweetheart. In the state you are in, you could do with a good whipping to punish you for failing to reciprocate the friendship that people show to you. Oh God! What a plump little body! And a lovely shape to go with it! Allow me...

      Agnès – Oh, please! Leave me alone; I cannot get over my shock – tell me honestly: what have you seen?

      Angélique – You know perfectly well what I have seen, do you not, you stupid girl? I have seen you carrying out an activity in which I can help you myself, if you like – my hand will unhesitatingly perform the office that your hand was charitably performing for another part of your body. That is the great crime which I have discovered, which Mme the Abbess D.L.R. practises, as she says, in her most innocent pastimes, which the Prioress does not disdain, and which the Novice Mistress calls ecstatic intromission. You would never have believed that such holy souls were capable of performing such profane exercises. Their outward demeanour has deceived you; and that outward show of sanctity, which they know how to assume so opportunely, has led you to believe that they were living in their bodies as if they were composed of spirit alone. Ah, my child! I shall teach you so many things of which you are ignorant, if you will just trust me a little, and tell me what your state of mind and conscience is at present! After that, I want you to be my confessor; I will be your penitent, and I assure you that you will see my heart laid as bare as if you yourself could sense its subtlest movements.

      Agnès – After so many words, I do not think I can possibly doubt your sincerity; that is why, not only will I tell you all that you wish to know about me, but I will even pleasure myself by communicating to you my most secret thoughts and actions. It will be a general confession, and I know that you have no intention of taking advantage of it; rather, my confidential sharing of it with you will serve merely to unite us one to the other in the closest and most indissoluble bond.

      Angélique – There is no doubt about that, my dearest, and you will subsequently realise that there is nothing sweeter in this world than a real friend who can be the depositary of our secrets, of our thoughts, and even of our afflictions. Ah, what a relief it is to open one’s heart on such occasions! So tell me everything, my darling; I will sit on your bed beside you; you do not need to get dressed, the warm weather means you can stay just as you are; I think you look even lovelier, and that, as you approach the state in which nature gave birth to you, your charms and your beauty increase. Put your arms round me, my dear Agnès, before you begin, and with your kisses confirm the mutual protestations of eternal love that we have exchanged. Ah, how pure and innocent are these kisses! Ah, how filled with tenderness and sweetness! Ah, how they flood me with pleasure! Let us rest for a moment, my little heart, I am all aflame, and with your caresses you are bringing me to the last extremity. Oh God! How powerful is love! And whatever will happen to me, if mere kisses transport me and arouse me so intensely?

      Agnès – Ah, how difficult it is to keep within the limits of our duty, when we give rein even just a little to this passion! Would you believe it, Angélique? These sweet little caresses, which, basically, are nothing at all, have had the most wonderful effect on me! Ah! Ah! Ah! Give me time to breathe; I feel as if my heart were suffocating right now! Ah, these sighs are such a relief! I am starting to feel a new affection for you, more tender and more intense than before! I do not know why – can mere kisses throw a soul into such disarray? Admittedly, you are very skilful in your caresses, and your whole manner is extraordinarily alluring; you have so captivated me that I now belong more to you than to myself. I even feel that the excess of the satisfaction that I have enjoyed might have been due to a touch of something that ought to make me think of my conscience; and that would really annoy me, since, when I have to tell my confessor about this kind of thing, I die of shame and do not know where to start. Ah, God! How weak we are, and how vain our efforts to surmount the least sallies and most tentative attacks of a corrupt nature!





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/image-9781843919742.jpg
IN THE CLOISTER

ABBE DU PRAT






OEBPS/images/logo.jpg







