
		
			[image: 9781529003086_FC.jpg]
		

	
		
			
				[image: ]
			

		

		
		

	
		
			ebreak

			Helen Waddell

			PETER

			ABELARD

			A Novel

			With an introduction by

			KATE MOSSE

			[image: ]

		

	
		
			ebreak

		

	
		
			Contents

			INTRODUCTION

			BOOK I

			CHAPTER I

			CHAPTER II

			CHAPTER III

			CHAPTER IV

			CHAPTER V

			CHAPTER VI

			CHAPTER VII

			BOOK II

			CHAPTER I

			CHAPTER II

			CHAPTER III

			CHAPTER IV

			BOOK III

			CHAPTER I

			CHAPTER II

			CHAPTER III

			CHAPTER IV

			BOOK IV

			CHAPTER I

			CHAPTER II

			CHAPTER III 

		

	
		
			ebreak

		

	
		
			INTRODUCTION

			In Belfast’s Writer’s Square, an open space of grey stone and sharp angles, quotations from twenty-seven of Northern Ireland’s most celebrated writers are etched upon the ground. Familiar names some – Louis MacNeice, Seamus Heaney and C. S. Lewis – others are less so. Overlooked by the gentle facade of St Anne’s Cathedral, this square is home to the Cathedral Quarter Arts Festival and, sometimes, a Winter Circus; year-round it’s busy, and a popular shortcut between Donegall Street and North Street. But how many of those passing through stop to look down on the words carved beneath their feet? Or know that one of Ulster’s most brilliant novelists, classical scholars, academics, translators, publishers and poets – Helen Waddell – is also commemorated there?

			A literary celebrity in the 1920s and 30s, Waddell was one of the most successful, most honoured writers of the inter-war years. She mixed with prime ministers and royalty, philosophers and thinkers; she nurtured the careers of fellow writers and was admired by peers such as Virginia Woolf and George Bernard Shaw. Yet today, Waddell is barely remembered and her exceptional, single novel – Peter Abelard – has been allowed to slip out of print.

			I was thirteen when I first read Peter Abelard. Set in twelfth-century France – and inspired by the legendary real-life affair between Pierre Abelard, a priest, and his brilliant young student, Heloise d’Argenteuil – the novel has stayed with me ever since. Now a writer of historical fiction myself, I still marvel at Waddell’s ability to combine historical veracity with character; at her skill in bringing medieval Paris to life and making it seem familiar; at the way her profound and complicated reflections on faith, sexuality and grace never obscure the tenderness, then tragedy, of the love story she is telling. It is, simply, a magnificent piece of fiction that is both of its time and yet transcendent of it.

			So, who was Helen Waddell? And why is it that her dazzling, extraordinary, celebrated novel – one of the biggest-selling books of the 1930s – fell out of fashion?

			She was born in Japan in 1889, the youngest in a family of ten children. Her father, Hugh, was a missionary for the United Presbyterian Church of Scotland, but he was also a scholar who translated the Bible into Chinese, and was fluent in Japanese. He also encouraged his children to learn from, and engage with, the world around them rather than hold themselves outside of it. It’s easy to see how the qualities that, later, were to inform both Waddell’s choices and infuse her writing are recognisably Ulster-Scots’ values: a reverence for scholarship and education; an unflagging sense of duty and responsibility; a devotion to family; and perhaps most of all, an unassailable independent and pioneering spirit that meant she always chose her own path, no matter how difficult.

			After the liberty and rich intellectual variety of her early years, the death of Waddell’s mother when she was eleven saw the family exchange the gardens of Tokyo for the rainy streets of Belfast, where her father remarried. At her new school she was an outstanding student, and in 1908 was accepted to Queen’s College (soon to be Queen’s University Belfast). But having completed her BA, then an MA with great distinction in 1912 – and with the strong possibility of an academic career ahead of her – Waddell was obliged to give up her ambitions to care for her ill, increasingly demanding stepmother. Her older sister Meg was already married, so the responsibility fell solely on Helen’s shoulders. In letters to her beloved Meg she was later to refer to these as her ‘wilderness’ years. It was not until after Martha Waddell’s death in 1920 that Helen was free to take up the reins of her own life again.

			At the age of thirty-one, she was accepted into the English department of Somerville College, one of four women’s colleges at the University of Oxford, to read for a PhD. Increasingly, though, Waddell had fallen out of love with academia and in love with the idea of being a writer herself. A £200-per-year scholarship, awarded by another of the women’s colleges, Lady Margaret Hall, took her to Paris in 1923. These two years of study were to change the course of her life. Her subject was the Goliards, a group of young men (mainly clerics) of the twelfth and thirteenth century who specialized in a satirical form of Latin lyric poetry.

			She threw herself into her research in the Bibliothèque Nationale, setting herself the task of reading everything that her ‘Wandering Scholars’ would have read. She familiarized herself, as she put it in one of her letters to her mentor George Saintsbury, with ‘the literary furniture of their minds’.

			Increasingly, Waddell was drawn to the leading Goliard, the philosopher and thinker Peter Abelard. He was considered one of the great thinkers of the twelfth century. Heloise, his lover, was one of the most well-educated women of her time. The record of their love affair, their forcible separation and what came after it is preserved in a series of letters they sent to one another. And it is this – their religious discourse and their literary debates on the nature of life and love and their doomed romance – that was to capture Waddell’s imagination.

			As Tristan and Isolde, and Romeo and Juliet, so the relationship between Heloise and Abelard is one of the great love stories of literature. Their remains, only reunited some hundreds of years after their deaths, are to be found in Paris’ iconic Père Lachaise Cemetery, not far from the graves of Edith Piaf, of writers Proust, Balzac and Oscar Wilde, and of the composer Chopin. At the entrance to the cemetery, Heloise and Abelard are simply described as amants légendaires – ‘legendary lovers’.

			But although the inspiration was there, it was a good few years before Waddell was to finish writing the novel. On returning to London from Paris in 1925, she was obliged to take a job in a publishing house – Constable & Company – to make ends meet. She spent her days correcting other writers’ grammar and punctuation.

			A significant step in Waddell’s determination to be a writer came in 1927, when the chairman of the company, Otto Kyllman, published the book that came out of her Paris research trip, The Wandering Scholars. It was warmly reviewed and well received. Encouraged by this success, letters to her sister Meg reveal Helen’s new sense of purpose. Little by little the characters, the story and the architecture of the novel begin to take shape. Finally, the novel takes centre stage in Waddell’s life. When Peter Abelard was published in 1933, it seemed her literary reputation was secure.

			It’s hard to work out exactly what happened next. Or, rather, why? There’s plenty of evidence in Waddell’s letters that she intended Peter Abelard to be only the first in a series of novels inspired by the Heloise and Abelard story. She continued to write and translate, to produce works of theology and scholarship, but she never returned to the world of medieval France. Of course, with the outbreak of war, her house in London’s Primrose Hill was filled with friends, students, soldiers – anyone in need of a roof over their heads – which meant there was little time for writing. And Waddell always put a great deal of energy into her relationships, not least of all with Otto Kyllman himself (with whom she was to continue a life-long, if platonic, affair) and her many nephews and nieces, particularly Meg and her family at Kilmacrew House in County Down.

			But, even so . . . I wonder if, in the end, Waddell felt she had said all she wanted to say in Peter Abelard? That those words stood for her?  Or simply that real, lived life got in the way. Or, is it possible that the cruel illness that was to rob her of the last twenty years was already showing its dark face? For the last two decades of her life, Waddell lived in a twilight world of Alzheimer’s, her brilliant mind deprived of memory, of scholarship, of the beauty of language, of the pleasures of friendships.

			On 5 March 1965, Waddell died in London with her niece Mollie at her side. She was taken home to Northern Ireland to be buried in Magherally Graveyard on the hills above her beloved Kilmacrew House, in the shadow of the ruins of the old church. The inscription on her headstone begins: ‘She lifted a veil from the past.’ The line, faded now in the stone and moss, is from one of her own translations of a Latin lament: ‘The light is on thy head.’

			Kate Mosse

			Chichester, West Sussex
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			BOOK I

			THE CLOISTER OF NOTRE DAME

			June 1116—May 1117

		

	
		
			CHAPTER I

			“Temps s’en va,

			Et rien n’ai fait” . . .

			Abelard raised his head. It was a pleasant voice, though a little drunken, and the words came clearly enough, a trifle blurred about the consonants, to the high window of the Maison du Poirier. The window was open, for the June night was hot, and there were few noises after ten o’clock in the Place du Parvis Notre Dame.

			“Time goes by,

			And naught do I.

			Time comes again,

			. . . Et ne fais rien!”

			Abelard’s smile broadened. “I am very sure, my friend,” said he, “that you do not.” But at any rate he had found a good tune. The listener’s ear was quick. He began noting it on the margin of his manuscript, while his brain busied itself fitting Latin words to the original: a pity to waste so good a tune and so profound a sentiment on a language that was the breath of a day.

			“Fugit hora,

			Absque mora,

			Nihil facio” . . .

			Not to that tune. The insinuating, if doomed, vernacular lilted again. Abelard realised that he was spoiling the margin of his Commentary on Ezekiel, and turned back resolutely.

			“Now, as Augustine says, our concern with any man is not with what eloquence he teaches, but with what evidence.” But the thread of his argument was broken: he got up and came over to the window. The singing had stopped, but he could see the tonsured head below him, glimmering like a mushroom in the dusk, while the legs tacked uncertainly across the broad pavement of the Parvis Notre Dame on their way to the cheerful squalors of the Petit Pont. Suddenly they halted: the moon had come out from a drifting haze, and the singer, pausing on the edge of a pool of light, peered at it anxiously, and then lifted up his eyes. The voice rose again, chastened, this time in the venerable cadences of the hymn for dawn:

			“Jam lucis orto sidere

			Statim oportet bibere.”

			“The blasphemous pup,” said Abelard. He leaned out, to hear the rest of it:

			“Now risen is the star of day.

			Let us arise and drink straightway.

			That we in peace this day may spend,

			Drink we and drink, nor make an end.”

			This was a better parody, because a simpler, than the one he had made upon it himself ten years ago, to illustrate for his students the difference between the accidents and the essential, the accidents being the words, the essential the tune. Lord, the Blessed Gosvin’s face when he began singing it! Doubtless he would be the Blessed Gosvin some day: so holy a youth could not fail of a sanctified old age. St. Gosvin perhaps: the youngster was Prior already at . . . he had forgotten where. The impudent, smooth-faced prig.

			Abelard’s mind was running down a channel it knew and did not like: the moment in the classroom at St. Geneviève, when Gosvin’s reedy treble had interrupted the resonant voice from the rostrum with those innocent questionings, answered contemptuously, the master’s eyes half averted and his mind less than half attentive, till the sudden horrid silence brought him to his senses and he realised that he was trapped, even as he had so often trapped that good old goat, William of Champeaux. He had recovered, magnificently; but for the moment he had felt the hounds at his throat. And the cheering had been too vehement: they knew. Somebody on the Ile de Cité that night made a song about David and Goliath, not a very good song, but the name had stuck to him since, though not many remembered the origin of it. A pity, all the same, that Gosvin took to the cloister. It would be very pleasant to have him lecturing to empty benches at St. Geneviève, while at Notre Dame the students wedged open the doors and stood thick on the stairs. Thanks to that one trick, the pup will go all his life thinking he has a better brain than Master Peter Abelard, and he will tell the story to his novices, how the Lord once aided him, and he but a lad, to defend the truth, and one of them will write his life after he is dead, and pretend that there would have been a greater philosopher than Peter Abelard, if God had not called the Blessed Gosvin to holiness.

			Oh, enough. The folly of it, to be in one’s thirty-seventh year and writhe like a worm in salt at a trifle that happened ten years ago. One forgot; and in a flash the agony came again, as if it were yesterday. Heaven knew there had been triumphs enough, before and since, to take that taste from his mouth. Poor William! William had driven him from Paris, and in the end he had driven William to the cloister, and now William was a bishop. Well, he had Abelard to thank for that, and his sermons might easily be better than his lectures. And old Anselm at Laon: sheep every one of them, with their meek faces, browsing over and over the old close-bitten pastures, with their “St. Augustine saith . . . St. Jerome saith . . . The Blessed Gregory saith . . .” As if one could not prove anything, and deny it, and prove it back again, out of St. Augustine alone. Some time he would do it, for a testimony unto them. Pit the Fathers one against the other. Smash the whole blind system of authority and substitute . . . Master Peter Abelard? said the mocking voice within him. He shook his head, suddenly humble. Not that. Not that. But a reasonable soul. The spirit of man is the candle of the Lord. Abelard shuddered and was still. It was about him again, the dark immensity, the pressure of some greatness from without upon his brain, and that within which struggled to break through to it. I said, Ye are gods.

			Behind him the room darkened. The flame of the candle sank, leaped and went out, and the abominable smell of a burnt-out wick reeked into the air. Abelard woke, cursed, and thrust the inkpot upon it. That dog, Guibert, where had he put the candles? The shiftless fool. But no bigger fool than himself, to keep the swine about the place.

			“Guibert! Guibert!”

			There was no answer. Abelard stumbled over a footstool, opened the door, and shouted down the stairs to the cupboard where Guibert slept when he was not employing his leisure in the Quartier. The door gaped open: the frowsy bed lay huddled as Guibert had that morning risen from it. Caterwauling again, said Abelard: though what the women see in him . . . Flatters them, I suppose, the way he does me, he thought ruefully. But there was something about him . . . that dog’s gaze of his, the tail at half-mast to go erect or clapped to its hindquarters, according to the look in your eye. And after all it was twenty years: twenty years since the pair of them had clattered down the stony track from Le Palais to go to Paris. What was it that Irishman wrote the other day? In those first days when youth in me was happy and life was swift in doing, and I wandering through the divers cities of sweet France for the love I had of learning, gave all my might to letters. They were good days. But no better, nor so good, as these. Abelard had come back to the window: it was too dark to read, and too early to sleep. He stood watching the jagged line of the roofs of St. Geneviève against the sky. They had driven him from Paris, and he had gone to St. Geneviève, and emptied the schools of Notre Dame. He had gone to Melun, and Paris had come to Melun. He had gone to Laon for theology—Gilles de Vannes had lifted his eyebrows at him and said, “Philosophy is my washpot: over Theology also will I cast out my shoe!”—and Paris had implored him to itself again. And now? He stood chewing the cud of old triumphs, anticipating fresh ones, omnipotence mounting higher in his heart. No need now to be a peripatetic philosopher: the world came to Paris, to him. Two Masters of Arts from Padua, a Doctor of Laws from Bologna, a handful of young men from Salamanca, a couple of Malachy’s men from Armagh, a rabble of English and Germans, and half the youngsters of France, from Bec to Montpellier and Toulouse. Yet some day he must see Rome. Plato said it would be well for that state whose king was a philosopher. What of Christendom, if a philosopher were Pope?

			The wave of power swept up: he swung on the crest of it, indifferent as a strong swimmer. And swaying there, his mind began challenging the enigma of that other scholar, that Gerbert who also became Pope, though for three years only, till he died. Necromancer, devil-aided, devil-destroyed, said the legend, and all, Thierry of Chartres used to say, because he had a head for mathematics, and had studied Arabic and geometry at the schools of the Saracens. It was hard to come at any truth about him: but there, Abelard had always felt, was a man with whom he would have been on terms. The stories of his learning and his devilry might be equally fabulous, but he had written his own memorial in one line of his epitaph for Boethius:

			“That intellect divine 

			Compels for thee the world’s imperium.”

			Not intellect only, perhaps. Chicane and intrigue, as well as sheer momentum of genius. There was that ugly story of the archbishopric of Rheims. Abelard moved impatiently, his mind twitching away from the thought of it, the whispering, the smooth-faced strategy, the whole corroding business of administration, the pygmy warfare of dean and chapter. He had seen enough of it already, since they made him Canon of Notre Dame. There was ordination too. Was it of Gerbert they told the story, how the pains of Hell took hold of him, saying his last Mass in the Jerusalem chapel at Rome, and the chalice slipped from his hands, and the wine fell like great gouts of blood, dripping from step to step of the altar stairs? He drew his mind away. Not yet. He could not yet set his hands about the Host.

			The wave of omnipotence was receding. Abelard dropped on the chest by the window, his head resting on the sill. He knew only that he was very tired. Denise in Brittany used to hold his head between her hands when he was like this. Odd that when one was tired it was the only thing that brought some ease. Was that why the dying go more easily if someone will hold their hands? He shook himself, and stood up, to go to bed. The moon was higher now, and the shadow of Notre Dame had moved, revealing something that had shown only as a blot of darkness against the wall of the Cloister. It stirred: the shadow became two shadows: for a moment the moon shone on a girl’s upturned face, blanched in its light. Then the other shadow stooped over it, and they were one shadow again. Abelard stood looking down, his mouth contemptuous. Yet there was a quality in the rigidity of those silent figures that held him. He could not reach them. Time was with him. Eternity flowed about those two.

			Twelve. At the first stroke the two shivered apart. The girl ran like a lapwing across the steps of Notre Dame, and towards the Rue Sainte Marine. The man came steadily enough across the Parvis, and under the projecting houses. A moment later, and Abelard heard his stealthy foot upon the stair. So it was Guibert who had inhabited eternity a moment since. With a hearty reaction of disgust, Abelard flung open the door, and an avalanche of malediction volleyed down the stair.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER II

			Gilles de Vannes, Canon of Notre Dame, sat sunk in his great chair asleep. His massive chin lay in creases on his chest: every line of him sagged downwards. On the table at his elbow stood a pasty, a surprisingly small segment of it cut: beside it, an empty flagon. Abelard, looking down upon him, wondered for the hundredth time how he could so love anything so gross. Yet there was an innocence about the Canon as he slept: the watcher’s heart softened. Almost he could forbear to waken him. But he was restless: he had come for conversation and he meant to have it. He turned to kick the log upon the fire, for the unwieldy bulk in the great chair took little exercise, and was chilly, even in June.

			“Not a pleasant sight,” agreed a rich voice behind him.

			Abelard started, and turned. The small, shrewd eyes twinkled up at him, pin-points of intelligence in the vast encompassing of the flesh.

			“Yet awake,” the husky voice went on, “the eyes do but increase the resemblance to the pig.”

			Abelard took it manfully. “I did not come here,” he said, “to hear my own thoughts repeated to me. I came for yours.”

			“You are an honester young man than when I first knew you,” said the Canon. “But you will never be as honest as myself. What did you come for? Your dinner?” He indicated the pasty.

			Abelard sat down, and pulled it towards him. “I was not hungry,” he began.

			“But you are now,” said the Canon. “Guibert had made you an omelette, and the grease stood on it in flakes, and it tasted of hen’s turds rather than of hen’s eggs.”

			“It is true,” said Abelard. “I do not know why all his food tastes so. I have seen him wash the platters, and even the pots. For a long time I thought it was that.”

			“But he does not wash the cloth that washes the pots,” said Gilles. “There is no flavour quite like it.”

			“There is no flavour like the flavour of this pasty,” said Abelard. He was eating ravenously.

			“It is a pleasure to feed you, Peter,” said Gilles. “Not only because you have the air of a hungry hawk, but because you have discrimination. A sensualist, like myself.”

			“God forbid,” said Abelard, his mouth full.

			“It is true,” said the Canon. “That you live on herrings’ tails with that scarecrow of yours across the way is but an accident.” He had risen with difficulty, lumbered over to the dresser, and was carefully filling a goblet for his guest. “Some day you will put your mind to good living. You have the palate, and the disposition for it. Everything but application. And opportunity.”

			“I do not know,” said Abelard, reaching for the cup, “why I visit you.”

			“To do you justice”—Gilles let himself down in his chair—“it is not only for the food. But you find in my conversation the same quality that you find in that pasty. It is high, but there is pimento in it. Also you see in me the satisfaction of your own desires. Vicariously, you savour in me the richness of living that your wits deny you.”

			“You have wits enough, yourself,” said Abelard.

			“Not for philosophy, young man. I took to the classics. For I am a sensualist in my mind as well as in my body. That is where we differ. Your mind snuffs up the east wind. That is why you are as lean as the kine of Pharaoh. But there is hope for you. I was once as lean as you, and fasted, I dare be sworn, a deal more often, till I was past grace.”

			“I have wondered sometimes,” said Abelard, “if you ever knew it.”

			“Grace?” said the Canon. “Aye. But—is it Jerome, or Ambrose? ‘The sirens have the faces of women, because nothing so estrangeth the heart from the love of God as the faces of women.’ Not Jerome. Too crude. The Blessed Gregory, perhaps. And after that, there was this.” He indicated the empty flagon with finger-tips of surprising delicacy. “Messer Gaster, we despise him in youth, but though the amorists will not have it, he is the master-organ of our pleasures. He is the first thought of our infancy, and I verily believe he will be the last of our age.”

			Abelard moved impatiently. “I do not believe it,” he said. “Anyhow, not of you. It is the movement of your wits you live by, that itching tongue, that rubs itself against the bark.”

			Gilles reflected. “It seems to me,” he said meditatively, “that I fill my mind even as I fill my belly: bonnes bouches: jelly of quinces and salted almonds . . .

			“Mere breath of flutes at eve,

			Mere seaweed on the shore.”

			The husky voice was suddenly resonant. Abelard sat motionless. This was the incantation for which he came.

			“A jar of the Albana, nine years old,

			Still a full amphora. And in the garden

			There’s parsley, Phyllis, for twining coronals,

			And trails of ivy

			To bind your shining hair.”

			There was a long silence. The Canon’s small eyes turned from the fire and rested, very kindly, on the man opposite him. The impatient hands were still, the nervous frown had gone from between the brows, but wistfulness still hovered. Thirty-seven? A schoolboy, thought Gilles, a schoolboy of thirteen. But to be humoured.

			“Your last lecture to-day?”

			“It was.” Abelard roused, awake.

			“I heard it,” said Gilles, “or rather, the effect of it. The like of the hubbub was a scandal. Is it true that they took you in your chair upon their shoulders?”

			“They may have thought,” said Abelard gravely, “of putting me in the Seine. But they set me on my own doorstep instead.”

			“And then you made them a speech?”

			Abelard flushed. “I did.”

			“I heard it,” said the Canon, chuckling gently. “Very pretty, my dear, very pretty. The human reason the habitation of God with men? John Scotus Erigena said something very like it, three hundred years ago: but with less grace. They killed him for it in the end, you know. Stabbed him to death with their pens. Like Hypatia. And that reminds me, what think you of our own?”

			“Our own?”

			“Hypatia. Heloise. And the lovelier name of the two, after all.”

			“Heloise? Fulbert’s niece? He was hours telling me how she was coming home from the convent. Tedious old man. Well, what of her? Priscian in petticoats?”

			Gilles was looking into the fire. When he spoke, it was as if to himself:

			“Mere breath of flutes at eve,

			Mere seaweed on the shore.”

			“And what,” said Abelard, unreasonably irritated, “precisely do you mean by that?”

			“The same texture,” said Gilles, still brooding. “It is not colour, it is not even line; it is the surface that is perfection. Though there is line: too straight at the moment, but she’s young. Seventeen, they say. Not much colour, and she does not yet amend it. I like a white-faced wench myself. The eyes show better, so. Why do fools say, black as night? There’s more colour in a night sky than ever there is at noonday. Stars, too.”

			Abelard rose to his feet. He was frowning.

			“You seem acquainted with this Phoenix,” he said drily.

			“Her uncle has brought her here,” said Gilles placidly. “She borrows my books. She has my Persius now. A strange taste in a woman. Difficult too. But not for her.”

			“She reads with you, then?”

			“Aye. And old Fulbert sits there, doting on her, till he sleeps.”

			“Hence your knowledge of the texture,” said Abelard.

			The Canon meditated, balancing two orders of thought. The impishness vanished from his eye.

			“Young man,” he said suddenly, “are there finger-marks in my books? Winestains, and the smudge of a greasy thumb?”

			“There are not. My own are a deal the dirtier of the two.”

			“I can imagine it,” said the Canon drily.

			Abelard came across the room to him. He was crimson.

			“Sir,” he said, “forgive me. It was unpardonable. I thought——”

			“The foulest pig of the Epicurean sty?” said the Canon gently. “In short, that I was I?” He dismissed it with a gesture of the finger-tips. “But look here, Master Peter. You say you find Fulbert tedious. You have said it, I think, of every one of our canons, barring, I believe, myself. And you are justified. But a man makes enemies so. And a philosopher can have as many enemies as the Prince of Darkness. He thrives on them. But bishops do not, nor the great ones.”

			“I believe,” said Abelard slowly, “that you have the Prince of Darkness himself to fetch and carry for you.”

			The Canon shook his head. “Not the Prince of Darkness. Original sin only. They are not to be confounded. So have a care. Moreover, it might be as well now and then to come to chapter. You miss some good things, else. This morning——” He chuckled ruefully. “Poor Evrard!”

			“He that married his housekeeper?”

			“Aye. The Bishop had written to Ivo of Chartres for his finding. You know Ivo?”

			“I have seen him.”

			“I was at the schools with him. That was a man. A face like a rock. I never knew the man could tell a bawdy story to Ivo of Chartres. But kind. There was a girl would not marry the man her parents chose, and they brought her to Ivo to force her. ‘That is not marriage,’ said he, ‘which is the coition of two bodies, but the union of two souls.’”

			“And which,” said Abelard blandly, “does he find the union of Evrard and his housekeeper?”

			Gilles’ eyelids flickered. “Our Bishop had not concerned himself with that aspect, but with the question of Evrard’s emoluments.”

			Well?”

			“Ivo says that the canon who marries loses his benefice.”

			“And privilege?”

			“Not privilege. They cannot take the tonsure from us for marriage. But the profit of it, yes. Ivo’s argument is that the faithful layman does not support us to live precisely as he does.”

			“I think,” said Abelard slowly, “that I am with Ivo.”

			“You would be,” said the Canon. “And so am I.” He met his friend’s astonishment with a tranquil eye. “What puzzles me,” he went on meditatively, “is his marrying her. That he should have found it necessary.”

		

	
		
			CHAPTER III

			“You may go your ways, Fulbert. You may go your ways. Not one foot will you get me from my chair this day.”

			“But consider——”

			Gilles de Vannes twinkled up at the little agitated figure through half-closed eyelids.

			“And do not wag your finger at me. What does the man look like? A wasp trying to convert a caterpillar.” He subsided into rumbling chuckles.

			“A wasp?” Fulbert stiffened, his face pink. He flushed easily, for he had the exquisite sensitive skin of the aged ecclesiastic.

			“There, there, Fulbert. Not a wasp: a bee. Man, it is the consecrated metaphor for the good ecclesiastic. Apis humilis, casta, indefatigabilis—but you must not sting, Fulbert. It does not matter for wasps: it is their function. But bees die of it. Lord, Lord, do you remember poor Evrard’s first letter, begging to be received? From Liége, I think. ‘Having, as an unworthy pup, licked up sufficient crumbs from under the table here, I would fain enter your lordship’s hive as an obedient bee.’”

			Fulbert received the pleasantry with an inclination. He had a little relaxed, but formality never left him. “I have never understood,” he said, “the circumstances in which Evrard became one of us. Whatever our faults, we were, I think, a body not without distinction.”

			Gilles’ eyes caressed him. It was a joy to see anyone derive so much innocent pleasure from his office. “His guilelessness,” he said briefly. “It was in Fulco’s time, you remember. And Fulco, may God assoil him, needed an animal of some kind in the chapter. Evrard was the only one of us who did what he was told. He has been like a lost dog since Fulco died. Nobody ever tells him anything. And so—— Poor Evrard!”

			“I confess,” said Fulbert, “that I have some difficulty in comprehending your position. You gave your vote with the rest of us in chapter, after the reading of the letter from Ivo of Chartres?”

			“I did.”

			“Yet you refuse to attend the chapter which deprives him.”

			“I think,” said Gilles thoughtfully, “that I have always preferred theory to practice.”

			“You do not then, in your heart, agree with Ivo of Chartres?”

			“With all my heart,” said Gilles fervently. “God forbid that the Cloitre Notre Dame should become a nursery of squalling brats.”

			“In that case——”

			“I tell you, Fulbert,” said Gilles, roused to brief energy, “I have no liking for executions of justice. Doubtless it is a bad conscience. For I am never the executioner or the spectator, but the wretch that is tied to the pillar.”

			“This is no question of the discipline,” said Fulbert stiffly. “Evrard is a canon, and not a choir-boy. And a simple act of ecclesiastical deprivation——”

			“I never liked,” said Gilles, “to see a man ashamed. Odd,” he continued, musing, “for I have never in my life been ashamed of myself. Except of course,” he added gravely, “on such occasions as the rubric demands it.”

			Fulbert nodded approvingly. He rose.

			“I am to make your excuses, then?”

			“You are a good fellow, Fulbert,” said Gilles gratefully. “Tell them it is a profound sciatica. It was the truth yesterday. Only yourself will know it is a bad conscience.” He sighed. “Not many of us, Fulbert, are like you, with a conscience as candid as your hair.”

			The sensitive face flushed to the silver ring of the tonsure.

			“There,” said Gilles tenderly, “I have embarrassed you with my praises.”

			“I shall be late,” said Fulbert piteously. He looked about him in distress. “Where did I—— Surely—— Heloise!”

			The girl reading at the further window laid down her book and came swiftly down the long room. Gilles sat watching her as she came. She wore green, girdled low; her hair fell on either side the oval of her face, and swung in long plaits to her knee.

			One of the dead queens, alive and young, the stone queens for the west portal of Chartres: one of them, the loveliest and saddest, wore her hair so. But here there was no sadness yet: the laughter that sprang in her at sight of these two together rippled in her face as light glances in water. Gilles glanced at Fulbert, and mentally absolved him. This radiant creature could never have been begotten by the spinsterish figure nervously fidgeting with its hood. She was beside him now, touching him with her light fingers, turning back his over-long sleeves, settling his collar: and the creature stood there happy and quiescent, blinking, thought Gilles savagely, like a tomcat on a sunny wall.

			“Thank you, my dear, thank you. You always know what I want. You will go straight home, sweetheart?”

			“Must she go, Fulbert?” said Gilles abruptly. “Leave her with me while you are in chapter. There is a fair draft of the inscription for the lapidaries to make, and gout in my thumb, and Heloise has the best clerk’s script in Paris.”

			“Surely, surely,” Fulbert babbled with pleasure. “You think the girl writes well, Gilles?”

			“If Adam does but copy in stone what she writes on vellum, it will be a rare marvel,” said Gilles.

			“I will come back for her,” said Fulbert, “when chapter is over. And then I can tell you, Gilles, tell you all about it.”

			“That was my hope,” said Gilles gravely. “But I had not liked to ask it of so busy a man. It would be a great kindness. And indeed, Fulbert,” he called, as the Canon fumbled with the latch, “I would come with you to the stoning of Stephen if I had the courage.”

			“Not Stephen,” corrected Fulbert kindly, “Evrard.”

			“I grow old. I grow old.” Gilles sank back despondent in his chair. His junior by five years beamed upon him, making deprecatory noises, and the door latched behind him. The two pairs of eyes met.

			“Heloise,” said Gilles de Vannes suddenly, “you are the only contemporary I have.”

			Heloise nodded. She drew a stool beside his feet, and sat looking into the fire.

			“I know,” she said after a pause. “And yet I feel it with a difference. It is as though you had all time behind you as well. So that I can ask you things.”

			“What things?”

			“I am always asking you things. But to-day——” She hesitated, her eyes on the white wood-ash.

			Gilles waited, content to look at her.

			“Gilles,” she spoke suddenly, “what will become of Evrard?”

			“I think,” he said slowly, “he will do very well. It so happens that there is a school of sorts at Sarzeau, and the priest has little of letters, and I have some influence there. It will not be much of a living, but better than going to feed hogs for the woman’s people. They are farmers. He had thought of that, God help him.”

			“He came to see you, then?”

			“I went to see him,” said Gilles reluctantly.

			Heloise turned her eyes on the motionless bulk in the great chair, a caress of tenderness so profound that now, thought Gilles, it is I who blink like a cat. Then her face hardened.

			“Gilles, was he wrong to marry?”

			“Canonically, yes.”

			“Then is marriage a sin?”

			“Not a sin. Only a mistake.” She was looking at him, and the delighted irony in her eyes met the irony in his. “That,” he continued, “is why the canonists regard it so gravely. For one can repent and be absolved of a sin, but there is no canonical repentance for a mistake. Unless indeed in the sense wherein St. Paul said: ‘Such shall have trouble in the flesh: but I spare you.’”

			The light danced in her face, and suddenly went out. “But Evrard—it was such a good face, and she—I saw her this morning at her door, all sodden with crying and frightened. And the Archdeacon—my uncle says it was he who first denounced him in chapter—the Archdeacon——” She stopped.

			“Has strange bedfellows,” agreed Gilles smoothly.

			Heloise had risen, her hands clenched in sudden fury. “Then why? And yet you, you, voted against Evrard.”

			“And should vote again to-morrow.” The indulgence had gone from Gilles’ voice and left it cold.

			It had its effect. The girl sat down again, as if suddenly spent, gazing into the changing heart of the fire as if she followed there the tortuous working of men’s minds. Gilles reached out his hand and turned the hour-glass.

			“Say it, Heloise. Say what you are thinking me.”

			She shook her head. “I do not want to say it, because I know it is not true.”

			“What is not true?”

			“That you are a hypocrite.”

			“I am,” said Gilles. “Officially, I am a canon of Notre Dame, and I have the morals, and, what is worse, the appearance, of Silenus.”

			Heloise shook her head. “It is not that. You make no pretence at goodness. Not like the Archdeacon. But—you condemned Evrard.”

			“Canon law condemned him. So also would it condemn the Archdeacon, if the charges against him were first brought, and then proved. And it is easier to prove marriage than . . . other forms of depravity.”

			“And the Church says marriage is a sacrament.”

			“And I believe,” said Gilles steadily, “in the Holy Catholic Church.”

			Heloise drew a long breath of bewilderment. “Gilles,” she said suddenly, shaking the canonical riddle from her shoulders, “tell me. What do you, yourself, think of marriage?”

			Gilles turned from fingering the hour-glass and gazed steadily into the eyes confronting him. His heavy jaw set.

			“Marriage, to me, is a compromise with the flesh. The Church in its great wisdom has given its blessing to that compromise, considering it, moreover, as an indulgence that brings its own chastening, and speaking also, as did Ivo of Chartres, of a certain spiritual union, of which I have seen little, and have, I confess, desired less. But the very root of marriage, to me, is the satisfying of a lust of the flesh: and the Church itself declares that the ascetic has chosen the more excellent way. I am no ascetic, but my satisfactions have never had the blessing of the Church upon them. Which is perhaps illogical,” his voice was lightening, “since I have never eaten without a Benedicat.”

			“Then is love lust?”

			“Its root is lust.”

			For a while neither spoke.

			“You find that horrible?”

			“I do.” Her voice was almost inaudible.

			“But the rose is lovelier than its root, Heloise. And by your leave, madam, a rose grows better in a dunghill than in a quarry of white Carrara marble. And dies . . .”—he hesitated, and the words came grating—“and dies less soon.”

			Heloise turned upon him, her mouth quivering.

			“Dies?”

			Gilles shook his head. “This also will pass. And marriage—marriage seems to me the effort to make that permanent which is in its nature transient. Nequidquam, nequidquam, in vain, in vain.”

			His face had sunk into its heaviest lines of disillusionment.

			“Hunger and thirst appeased, there’s profit in’t.

			The body’s richer for it: but from this,

			All human beauty and the face of men,

			Naught but the ghosts of unfulfilled desire

			Drifting on every wind.”

			The husky voice grating through the heavy Lucretian hexameters had strengthened, till the whole plangent resonance of desire rang in it like a violin. Heloise sat motionless, her eyes unfathomable with pain, fixed on the dreamer’s face. Another listener, unseen in the doorway, the arras clutched in his hand, stood halted, holding his breath.

			“Never yet

			Hath he possessed her wholly, never yet

			Have twain been one.”

			Nequidquam, nequidquam. The voice stumbled on the sullen consonants and ceased. Gilles sat forward, his head sunk on his breast, his hands hanging from his knees. With a long sigh Heloise stirred and woke, to meet the eyes of Abelard, still rigid in the shadow of the door.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER IV

			It was long after sunset, but the crescent moon above Notre Dame was still no more than a glimmering sickle in the harvest glow of the sky. The inner radiance that is the mystery of the light of the Île de France slept on its towers. Abelard, rounding the last bend above the Clos des Vignerons, halted in the stride that had carried him through twenty miles of the Seine valley. Often as he had seen it, this beauty never failed to catch him by the throat. Before him rode the island with its towers, glimmering like some great white-sailed ship that he had seen, bearing into Nantes from the vast spaces of the open Loire, or a wild swan, resting a moment in mid flood. It had the air of a winged victory, stayed of its own volition in its imperious way. “Queen among cities, moon among stars,” his brain was beating out the lovely rhythms, “island of royal palaces: and in that island hath Philosophy her royal and ancient seat, who alone, with Study her sole comrade, holding the eternal citadel of light and immortality, hath set her victorious foot on the withering flower of the fast-aging world.”

			The withering flower. The light on the banks had dimmed, the river darkened, but still the island glowed with that unearthly light, as though its fountains were within. Abelard swung down the river road, his blood pulsing in a strange exaltation that was the climax of his mood. Never had he so felt the richness of living as in these last days, never been so joyously aware of the urge of creation. The name of his new book had flashed on him, Sic et Non, and he had stood astonished and charmed at its simplicity and its absoluteness. His scholars were out of Paris, but he had hardly been aware of the emptiness of his days, for he had plunged headlong into a re-reading of the Fathers, and the surge of St. Augustine’s prose rose and fell in his brain. He was drinking little and eating less, but something was wine in his blood, and all the day and half the night reading could not daunt the restlessness that fevered him. To-day it had driven him out, but the miles of the Seine valley had only set his pulse beating to a headier rhythm. Paris rode there to greet him, unearthly and proud: but the man who swung down the river-path to enter it came as both conqueror and lover.

			The river ran dark below the Petit Pont: Abelard’s countryman’s nostrils twitched as he came through the narrow street between the crowding houses. Thank Heaven the chapter had insisted that Raoul Testart should at least close in his latrines: the river that had been a sheet of silver here ran like a sewer. What sort of creature was man, that he could not live without a heap of ordure? The air grew sweeter as he passed into the wide Parvis, but the light was dim beneath the tall houses, and as he entered his own doorway, he stumbled in the black well of the stairs. It was at once close and chill. Guibert had fried some abomination for his supper: the smell of burnt fat still hung in the air. His own room was heavy with it; his manuscripts lay in a disordered heap on the table, pushed to one side to make room for the platter with its revolting gobbets of flesh congealed upon it. Guibert had long since disappeared. Abelard’s stomach, never a strong one, rose. He took a hasty pull at the flagon, cut himself a hunch of bread and cheese and went over to the window to eat it, the demi-god who had swung through the radiant dusk become an irritable and queasy-stomached scholar.
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