Cohen/ The Man Who /Knew/ O

Claude Cohen

claudepasclaudo@verizon.net

THE MAN WHO KNEW THE TRUTH

a novel by Claude Cohen


mailto:claudepasclaudo@verizon.net

Cohen/ The Man Who /Knew/ 1

“1 know the secret of life”

A few hundred years ago, in a place probably |ocated a few

thousand mles away fromwhere you are reading this text, a man

decl ar ed:
“And i mrersed in God, | was shown what the
secret of life is.”
Readi ng that sentence, chances are that you will react |ike

all the schol ars who cane across this account and dism ssed it
as one irrelevant sentence uttered by an involuntary historical

w tness of the period nowadays called the M ddl e- Ages.

This man, Bérot, was an obscure priest with a Dom ni can
background. His claimto fane was to have been in the sight of
the pope of his time, John XXII. He was actually about to be
judged as an heretic, certainly exconmuni cated and perhaps

execut ed.
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However, the heresy trial never took place and the nane
Bérot, or Bérot du Tertre de Carces, disappeared al nost

conpletely fromthe nenory of nmen, with his secret.

Let’s suppose for an instant that this very Bérot had actually
di scovered the secret of life. Wuldn't it be a riot that, for
all these centuries, humanity erred blindly between scientific
and technol ogi cal progress, pointless wars, inane projects,

genoci des, concentration canps and ot her historical highlights,

ignoring that the secret of life was there, all al ong?

Do you renenber, back in your school days, when you had fun
aski ng around the “genie question”: Wat would you say if you
coul d request one w sh, and only one?

Your friends wanted ganes, fane, wealth, etc. You may have
| eaned towards romance or just plain, unadul terated sex.

Sonmeone, no doubt, made you feel guilty by praying for the
health of a sick parent, while another one went overboard,
putting everyone to shame with a wish for world peace.

O course, nobody asked for wi sdom..or the secret of life.

Honestly, what would you do with it? You would not be able
to claimthat you knew it, as we saw very recently with Bérot’s
exanpl e: “Who does he think he is for claimng to know t he
secret of life?”

You woul d have just to enjoy the ultimte secret, sonehow.
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Let’s revisit the previous questions, what could actually be the
“secret of life,” and what exactly could we do with it? Wuld it
change our life at all? Wuld we only recognize it, or
understand it?

Let’s be curious and, through sonme historical
investigating, invite Bérot to spell out what he neant. You are
sure, indeed, to be discerning enough to know if his

proclamations will sound true or naught, aren’t you?

Qur research of Bérot’s claimhas to start at the Vatican
library, a prodigious source of docunentation. Browsing through
all the papal Bulls witten between 1316 and 1334, the years of
the John XXI| papacy, we shall pause at the year 1320. That

year, the pope wote one of his main hits, a Bull requesting the
burning of the Jewi sh Talnud. He started also quite a few other
projects of interest. One of themwas the first official nention
of Master Eckhart as a potential heretic. Another one was the
drafting of the Bull “Faith and ri ghteousness”, which was never
finished. It is in these 17 pages that we can read Bérot’s

t heori es.

Now, here is a curious fact: all the other Bulls start with the
sanme signatory: “John, Bishop, Servant of the Servants of God,”

where John is of course Pope John XXII. But “Faith and
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ri ght eousness” opens with the sentence: “Martin, Servant of
John, Servant of the Servants of God.”

Did you | ose track of who was the servant of whon? Anot her
peculiarity is that the Bull stopped abruptly after the Article
XV, and fails to formally conclude on Bérot’s guilt.

In these first fifteen articles, Bérot potentially heretic
pages, “Readings of the Bible on Truth and G ace”, were
abundant|ly quoted, which is exactly what we wanted! That first
shot in the dark appears to have hit the Bull’s eye, if we may
say so.

Then, we just have to exam ne the excerpts to see what

Bérot’'s secret was.

As | nmentioned, the articles are full of dammi ng sentences,
but Article 15 is quite striking because the author quotes at
length the filthy | anguage of the cl oaked heathen (sic), but
stops brusquely his work without even taking the tinme to refute
t hem

These lines are curiously the |last ones in this unfinished
Bul | :

“(The aforenentioned Bérot du Tertre de
Carces added these i mmoral words)
‘“In the shade of the nightly
prayer, pronounced in conplete

solitude, an angel sang for nme a
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song without words. It is what |
have | earned after going there at
times: an abyss al ways awaits the
man seeki ng God.

It is faith, the steed that
allowed nme to enter the darker
forest where highest trees |ose

t heir shapes.

They are battered by high w nds
and the devout man does remain
startl ed.

| woul d have stayed many ni ghts
and days. But it was, as al ways,
time to wed an unfat homabl e

st at ue.

My bride’s dress was of the finest
silk, with shades of clouds and
ice and water in winter, with

st ai ned- gl ass col ors.

This is the Presence of our Lord,
as | see it.

Before the bell tolled for nme to
| eave, since no nortal may stay
there nore than a few heartbeats,

God H nsel f showed ne what the
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secret of life is.

At that point, the drafting of the Bull “Faith and

ri ght eousness,” stopped. | amnot sure we are at once

enl i ghtened about the secret of life, but isn't it puzzling to
think that this “Martin, Servant of John” did not wite

i mredi ately any vitriolic refutation and a total condemati on of
the text?

After all, this man Bérot was shanel essly boasting that “an
angel sang for him” Wrse, the nonk was fantasizing about
weddi ng creatures dressed in silk and, even nore dami ng,
claimng he saw the “Presence of God!” And, of course, he was
mad — or possessed — enough to declare that “God Hi nsel f showed
himthe ultimate secret!”

What on earth could have prevented the author of the Bul
to conplete his censure? Maybe all these anathemas were too much
and the cardi nal overdosed and passed out cold? Perhaps it made
his heart fail?

As long as we are at the Vatican’s library, let us try to
figure out what happened to that cardinal, before exam ning the
previous fourteen articles of the Bull in order to see,

hopefully, if we can shed sone nore |light on Bérot’'s “secret.”
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1. O cardinals and heretics

The cardinal Martin De Lleda was this “Martin, Servant of John”
the man who was drafting the Bull for the Pope John XXII, when
he suddenly di sappeared from Avi gnon.

Now, in a normal book of this type, the reader may find a
footnote explaining that from 1309 to 1377, the popes chose to
reside in Avignon, a city in the South of France, and not in
Rone. But for pathol ogical reasons that may or may not be
reveal ed | ater, the use of footnotes has been sol etmy banned,
whi ch neans that the reader’s intelligence will be regularly

insulted by | aborious and al nost always ill-tinmed expl ai nati ons.

The cardinal Martin De Ll eda was one of the nost trusted
counsel ors of the pope John XXIl. H's origins are not easy to
trace. Oficially, his famly was fromthe nobility of Mircia

However, the city’s archives do not nmention his ancestors. But
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his life is relatively easy to follow after he left his native
Spai n.

Still in his teens, he acconpani ed the son of a wealthy
merchant from Castile to the University of Toul ouse. Along with
his rich protector, Martin was accepted to attend the
Uni versity. He happened to be an extraordi nary student and
becanme t he youngest Doctor in Theology of his tine.

We can read, anong ot her theol ogical works, five |ong
commentaries entitled “Sentences to Apostles, Saints and
Prophets,” that he wote while in Toul ouse. They are included in
the recently published “The Idea of Salvation in the Thirteenth
and Fourteenth Century” by Martha G 6ning (Tdbi ngen University
Press.)

After Toul ouse, Martin traveled north, to Paris. He was 26
years ol d when the Duke of Senez naned himvicar-general of his
provi nce. This nobl eman and | andlord actually put to profit
Martin's cunning intelligence for financial and juridical
matters, nore than for his theol ogical excellence.

Under Martin's discreet and efficient managenent, the
Duke's coffers filled up quite rapidly and Senez becane sonmewhat
inportant in the early part of the 14'" Century.

Martin de Ll eda stayed three years in Senez. Then he
resunmed his traveling and eventually chose to visit Avignon in
1316. He worked as a secretary for the Dean of the Sacred

Col l ege of Cardinals of the tinme, and excelled in his position
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so well that, after eighteen nonths in Avignon, Martin De Ll eda
was naned cardi nal, by Avignon’s second Pope, John XXIl. The

di ocese of Murcia was arbitrary given to him as a title and not
as a real office. H's mssions were first in the fields of
managenent and di pl omacy.

Jean XXI| is usually recognized as an excel | ent
adm nistrator. He inproved the taxation system fully exploited
the collatio nethod, which was to bestow certain ecclesiastic
positions or responsibilities for a fee, etc. It is probable
that his counsel, Martin De Lleda, designed a great nunber of
these profitable structures.

However, maybe nore than his predecessors, John XXI|l had a
great talent to feud with all kinds of people, including kings
and enperors. Involuntarily placed in the forefront of these
meddling with the world powers, Martin becane progressively
weary of his functions.

A text he wote in Avignon stressed the inportance of peace
in divine and nundane endeavors. One nmay see it as a backhanded
criticismof his maniacal superior. But Jean (John) was not
about to expel one of his favorite cardinals for a questionable
|etter. He honored himeven nore, entrusting himw th what was
for the pope a great passion, alnobst a hobby if you wll:
excomuni cati on cases and heresy trials.

John kept for hinself the nouth-watering case of the fanous

Magi ster Eckhart, and gave to Martin the easier Bérot file.
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Pl aced on a sort of sabbatical from his usual functions, Martin
De Ll eda had to gather sone information, and draft a papal
condemation. There were sone procedures to follow, but for the
nmost part, condemmation was supposed to be the norm and

absol ution, the rarest of exceptions.

Martin reluctantly listened to the official conplains
agai nst Bérot. Perhaps bored, perhaps curious, he took the tine
to read at |length the nendaci ous “Readings of the Bible on Truth
and G ace.”

He took in fact so nmuch tinme that his illustrious boss
eventual |y showed sone di spl easure and wondered about the causes
of the inconprehensible delay. By then, the heretic should have
been burnt, or at least already in the torture chanber. After
all, after these “vacations,” the cardinal had to resune his

nost i nportant managerial activities for the Vatican.

As we have nentioned, in 1321, H's Grace the cardinal Martin De
Ll eda vani shed fromthe Avignon Pal ace. There was no obituary,
no letter, nor allusion anywhere of what had happened to him
One official record does nention in passing that the
cardinal Martin De Ll eda had been sent on a diplonmatic m ssion,

W t hout any specifics.

In her introduction to “Sentences to Apostles, Saints and
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Prophets,” Martha G 6ni ng echoes the opinion of nbst schol ars:
Martin’s sudden and total disappearance certainly neant sone
type of disgrace. She speculates that Martin may have been

assassi nat ed.

It just so happened that, in 1321, a few nonths after the

cardi nal of Mircia vani shed, the Book of Hours at the nonastery
of Le Tertre de Carces nentioned for the first time a certain
Brother Martin, or Martin de Castille. There was no reference to
atitle higher than “Brother”.

Wul d we dare |inking the di sappearance of a “Martin” and
t he sudden appearance of another one, perhaps a nere honmonym
somewhere el se? Could we even consider that a bishop could
renounce a life of confort and prestige for the precarious
exi stence of a nonk in the mddle of nowhere?

We can at | east explore the possibility. Suppose for one
second that the inquisitor found sonmething of interest in the
file he was studying, sonething pertaining to Bérot’s secret.
Suppose that he went down to visit the defendant in order to
clarify the text he had exani ned.

If we could follow the prosecutor, we nmay actually have a

better understanding of that “ultimte secret.”

Nowadays, the village of Le Tertre de Carces figures in tour

books for its picturesque old houses and its conveni ent canping
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site.

The nonastery itself had been abandoned and partially
destroyed in the 16'" century. It becane a farm then a storage
conpound.

Today, you can stay there rather confortably, since it has
been recently rebuilt as a nodern and spaci ous Bed and Breakf ast
(Gte du Tertre).

From your w ndow, you can see at a di stance sone soft
hills, on the other side of which spreads the vast and still
wild garrigue du Tertre.

Just to spare you a little search, garrigue is defined in

your dictionary as “scrubland.”

| wish nore historians could take the tinme to daydreamtheir
t opi cs.

For instance, isn't it lovely to imagi ne what coul d have
been the Domi nican nonastery of Le Tertre de Carces in the 14'F
century?

Daydreamng is not formally recormmended in the academ c
cursus, but it should, especially when you are |ucky enough to
be in the setting of the topic you are studying. It gives a
certain dinension, a depth that escapes the usual research
maybe even a particul ar understanding of its inhabitants.

However, we all like to think that there is a unique

conmponent to our personality, sonething beyond all the
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bi ographi cal facts, an elenment that could be called our specific
sensitivity, our own poetry, if you wll.

As historians, how can we appreciate that quality in the
person we are studying and who may have left very few traces?

My personal answer woul d be to daydream

Whenever | have nentioned this possible solution to ny
students, they thought I was joshing and deci ded, by the sane
token, that ny sense of hunor |left to be desired.

But if | may ask you a serious question or at |east a
facetious question uttered in a serious tone of voice: how can
one know poetry w thout contenplation? And how can one

contenpl ate wi t hout daydream ng?

Is it enough daydream ng for a chapter? Then, let’s go back to
sone sem -hard facts. The history of Le Tertre de Carces itself
is quite remarkabl e.

But for our purpose, we shall just remark that the
nonastery was al ready al nost 200 years ol d when Bérot was
ordai ned priest there, in 1304.

It does not seem possible for us to know Bérot’s origins
and background. As a sem narian, he was an average student and
it seens that without a certain Father Garné, he nmay have not
been ordai ned Dom ni can priest so soon.

Bérot left the nonastery in 1304. In 1307, he becane the

abbot of Esperron, a big village, about 150 mles North of Le
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Tertre de Carces. It is possible that Esperron was his village
of birth, but once again, we have no docunent that proves it.

W know t hat Bérot was not the best educated Domi nican
priest. But curiously, within three years, he transforned into a
charismatic, popul ar preacher. Soon, nmany inhabitants of
nei ghboring villages and ham ets canme to his Sunday nasses.

At sonme point, the Count of G éoux heard about this man
whose reputation as a | ocal prophet was spreading fast. He was
intrigued enough to invite or rather to sunmon himto his
castl e.

There is no direct account of the nmeeting, but the folklore
of the region and of that particular time, gave a few versions
of the follow ng story:

“The nobl eman (a Count, a Duke, or a King.)
asked to see the wise man that had perforned
many marvel ous deeds. Wien the man was
before him the nobl eman demanded that he
performed a mracle.
The wi se man did not or could not.
H s host took it as an affront and he threw
himin jail:
“I'f you do not show nme sone mracl e,
you will rot here forever.”
The wi se man had sone disciples who tried to

convince their master to do sonmething to get
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out of this predicanment. He replied:
“l ama man of God. God does what He
wants. As for nme, | only pray and speak
of Hm?"”
But that very night, the nobleman had a
dream In this dream he was conpletely
naked and the court was | ooking at himwth
cont enpt .
The next norning, the nobleman went to see
his prisoner and told himhis dream He
asked:
“What does it nmean?”
The wi se man answer ed:
“A man can find shelter fromthe cold
and the rain. But can he order the cold
and the rain to stop?
Such is the will of nmen in front of the
great hazards of fate. You can protect
yourself, my lord. But you cannot stop
what nust happen.”
The nobl eman thought for a while. He
eventual | y understood that the w se man was
war ni ng him
H's nudity in the dream surely neant that on

Judgnent Day, his ermne coat and his
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scepter would be worth | ess than a snal
copper coin.
The nobl eman freed the wi se man at once,
saying to the court:
“He perfornmed a mracle for ne. He
convinced nme to free himw thout ever

asking nme to.”

These tal es were speaking of Bérot, whose popularity can al so be
detected, under different nanmes, in a few regi onal songs.
However, in a ten year period, the Bérot’s character
reflected in all these texts changed dramatically, because of
the evolving “Zeitgeist”. He had first appeared as an
irreverent, ambiguous figure, then as a strange prophet, an
equi valent of a spiritual idiot-savant, as in the story we just
exam ned. But after the nultiple accusations of heresy he had to
endure, his nane was eventual ly understood as a synonym of

“hypocrite”, “dangerous” and “malicious”.

At the end of the 1310’s, Bérot becane a wandering nonk. His
reputation as a preacher had grown so nuch that he had a rather
|arge following. But, this popularity triggered sone jeal ousy
and mstrust fromthe local clergy. It seens that the secul ar
authorities were al so antagonistic towards himfor nore or |ess

pl ausi bl e reasons, like his refusal to enter at the service of
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t he Count of G éoux. The story of the nobleman and the w se nman
illustrates such an arbitrary feeling of inpatience and
exasperation toward the religious man.

In the tale, a dreamsaved him In real life, it was not
very good for your health to have a nobl eman agai nst you, if you
were of a | ower class.

So, in the beginning, the people held Bérot in high esteem
and believed he was a godsend, so to speak. The nal evol ent
alliance against himturned this fact around and clainmed that it
was Bérot who was professing to be a prophet or, God forbid, an
angel sent by God.

A certain Quil hem abbot of Le Bessilon, a village close to
Esperron, went to Avignon to describe the heresy dangerously
brewing in his region. He had with himsonme very dammi ng
excerpts of Readings of the Bible on Truth and G ace.

It was this very Quil hem who was received by Martin de
Ll eda, boring himto the point that the cardinal devel oped a

liking for his adversary, Bérot.

In the nmeantine, Bérot realized that his negative notoriety was
getting out of hand. Qbviously, his nessage had been distorted
at sone point.

He spent quite a bit of tinme wondering where the
m sunder st andi ngs cane from Hi s personal beliefs rested on an

enchant ed uni verse sol ely occupi ed by God, the Unique, the
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Al m ghty, the Omipresent...and H's creation. In this cosnogony,
t he seeker of God had to only confront ignorance as the sole
real source of evil.

Faci ng suddenly an inconprehensi bly antagoni st coalition,
Bérot had to introduce in his private netaphysics the nore
traditional concept of an actual, hostile evil that had been
awakened by Bérot’s original blend of truth. That evil had
predictably reacted in a violent manner, falsely denigrating the
preacher’ s reputation.

Thus, unsurprisingly, Bérot started to see the opposition
to his ideas as the proof of their validity.

However, Bérot fathoned that standing in public places and
defending hinself could quickly make hima martyr. He eventually
came to the conclusion that he was not quite ready for

martyrdom

Consequently, Bérot retreated. He vanished fromhis zeal ous
fl ock and sneaked back to Le Tertre de Carces, acconpani ed only
by Brasquet de Laons, his friend and the actual scribe of the
Readi ngs of the Bible on Truth and G ace, falsely attributed to
Bér ot .

Hi s reputation as a heretic had preceded the prodigal son,
and he was |l ess than welcone in his old Dom ni can nonastery. A
majority of nonks did not care to have a rebel in their mdst,

especially if the papal wath would strike Bérot and very
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i kely, everything and everybody around him

The ol der, benevol ent Father Garné, who had actually
ordai ned Bérot priest, sone fifteen years earlier, tried to calm
that prudent and hostile faction. But Garné was anong a very
thin mnority.

At that time precisely, sone contagious pul nonary di sease,
not the Black Death that had not | anded on the shores of France
just yet, stroke a few nonks, notably the nbst opposed to
Bérot’'s return. That triggered a great panic in the nonastery.

VWiile joining their voices for the Inquisition to come and
restore sone order, nost of the nonks were confronted to the
undeni abl e sul furic powers of Bérot.

What were they to do? Hardly lifting a little finger, or
uttering a word of protest, their undesirable guest had sent to
a coughing death three elders and to a real mof shivers and
convul sions five nore.

The opposition decided that any action agai nst Bérot should
come from Avignon and, for the time being, they chose to go back
to the original Domnican tradition of teaching and preachi ng,
spreadi ng the Good Wrd towards the North-West.

In brief, they chose to flee.

Only Father Garné, the Gratien brothers, and a nunber of
novi ces who had nowhere to go, stayed in the nonastery.

Father Garné did not seemto believe there was a |ink

bet ween the di sease and the presence of Bérot and Brasquet at Le
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Tertre de Carces. He even quipped that if the hostile nonks were
struck, the cause was not to be interpreted as the Devil
protecting Bérot, but nore likely as God’ s inpatience before the
great stupidity of the unsynpathetic faction.

So, one day of May 1321, Father Garné greeted in this
rat her depopul ated nonastery, a certain Martin, a religious
travel er who was on his way to Toul ouse and who asked, as in
passing, if the fanous preacher Bérot was still in the

nmonast ery.
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1l Where the narrator, trying on several hats,

found very becom ng a buffoon bonnet

A few years ago, a collection of venerable manuscripts fromthe
12'" to the 15'" centuries were gathered with various artifacts,
pai ntings and tapestries to be part of a grand exhibit entitled
“El evated M ddl e- Ages,” that travel ed throughout Europe. Mny
pages, witten and illum nated by the brothers Gatien, were
admred for their calligraphy, their colors, and the bursting
i magi nation of their illustrations. But nobody, even anong the
schol ars who coul d deci pher Latin, actually read the text with
great care

Here is one story, very beautifully illustrated by the
Gratien brothers. The setting is the A d Testanent Land of Uz,
where Job was soon going to take center stage. Since the
anonynous aut hor of the tale chose a biblical setting, but did

not want to appear to be giving sonme apocryphal account, he
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chose his hero to be Job’s father, who is not nmentioned by nane
in the Bible.
In this story, a group of anonynous angel s debate anong
t hensel ves about the lack of integrity, conpassion and faith
shown by humans. One of them proposes to visit the inhabitants
of Uz, in order to see whether they “deserve to figure in the
Book and |live for the posterity,” or to perish as usel ess,
i ngrate beings.
“That day, there was a great celebration in
the land, wth an abundance of food and
W ne.
The angel cane disguised as a traveler and
appeared weary and fam shed. The father of
Job invited him but the other people gave
t he angel sone crunbs and sone water
sayi ng:
“This is a feast just for us. W live
inthis region. W obey its traditions.
You are a stranger. You do not bel ong
here. Rest a nmonment if you nust, remain
out si de of our gathering, and then,
| eave.”
The angel pl eaded:
“l can entertain you.”

He started to sing with a voice never heard
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before, that charnmed everyone.
But the father of Job listened carefully to
the lyrics of the song. They warned agai nst
greed and sel fi shness.
The people of Uz said:
“You have a nice voice, but you do not
sing our hymms, so do | eave.”
The angel clainmed he could do magic tricks.
He took sone sand in his hands and threw it
up in the air. The sand went hi gh above the
heads of the people and froze in mdair.
The father of Job could see that it had
formed characters of warning against God' s
wr at h.
The people at the grand feast appl auded the
trick, but the sand fell back on their heads
and on their tables.
Angry, they chased the angel away.
The father of Job ran after himand
addressed himwith humlity:
“Forgive us. Wiat can | do to make up
for our ways?”’
The angel appeared to himin his glory and
answer ed:

“Because of you, they are spared for
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today. Go back to your home. Your house

is blessed.”

W may assimlate the illum nated manuscripts fromthe exhibit
to a beautiful voice or the grain of sand levitating in the air:
what about the neaning they carry? What if these exquisitely
adorned parchnents actually contai ned the teaching of the secret
of life itself? What if that secret was indeed spelled out in
clear view of the visitors of the exhibit? Imgine these crowds
marvel i ng before the lapis lazuli and turning a blind eye to the

essenti al nessage about the secret of their own existence.

Now, you nust protest, you saw sone translation underneath the
illum nated pages put on display. You do not renenber reading
anyt hi ng about Job’s father. They were, if you recall, pages of
the Bible or prayers.

| ndeed, the curators of the exhibit showed only the nore
visually striking works by the Gratien brothers, anpng others,
| eavi ng perhaps other nost interesting pages to be dissected
solely by nenbers of the Academ c race who, as we know, have
gi ven up di scovering the secret of life by their junior year in
coll ege at the | atest.

The “El evated M ddl e- Ages” exhibit had only two vol unes of

“Books of Hours” fromLe Tertre de Carces.
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Now nmay be the time for us to get better acquai nted.

Let me go first, it will be easier. | happen to know a
couple of things on these particular manuscripts. | actually
wote a book entitled “The Library of Le Tertre de Carces in the
14'" Century.”

Under st andabl y, you are about to rush to your | ocal
bookst ore and purchase or order one copy, thinking it would be
an ideal retirenment gift for a coll eague you have secretly hated
all these years.

Not so fast, ny inpulsive friend! Let nme first share with
you one of the great intellectual, cultural, humane scandal s of
this century.

A wel | -established university press, show ng great insight,
consi dered publishing “The Library of the Tertre de Carces in
the 14'" Century.” In ny detailed outline, | had nentioned having
close to three thousand pages already witten. Far from
inpressing the editors, the figure seened to frighten them They
could envision a two hundred page book, but even that nunber was
a stretch (sic).

| argued with obvious conparisons: condensing ny work was
I i ke asking M chel angelo to paint the fresco of the Sistine
Chapel on a stanp; or Beethoven to reduce his synphonies to a
three m nute song.

The publishing house answered coldly and i nappropriately

that my book on Le Tertre de Carces |library had nore pages than



Cohen/ The Man Who /Knew/ 26

the whole library itself during its nost glorious days.

So, for the next couple of years, | attenpted to prune ny
opera magna. After much agony, | got it down to sixteen hundred
pages and stalled for good.

But these years had a perplexing effect on ne. Previously,
| had spent already a few years collecting all the pertinent
information available on the library. |I had, of course, to
transl ate sone inportant passages, sonetines very substantial.
You may know from experience that the relationship between a
text, especially a subjective one, poetical or abstract, and its
translator, is very personal. In this very case, such intinmacy
was nultiplied to a | evel bordering a pathol ogi cal obsession.

| magi ne the pai nstaking work of gathering back the nmultiple
pieces of a library that had literally expl oded, sending years
after years, century after century, its chapters on inprobable
journeys to others libraries, cellars, attics, shops, collectors
dens, stores, and ending up in libraries and nuseuns in Paris,
Rone, London, Canbridge, Leningrad, New York, Chicago, Los
Angel es, etc.

One has to identify each page, reference it, catalog it,
anal yze it, comment it and eventually incorporate it in the
proj ect.

Moreover, let’s not forget that | was al so supposed to trim
about 93% of nmy work. | could do it solely by dividing it in

di fferent possible books. A first intuitive division obviously
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consisted in partitioning the pages chronol ogically.

The nonastery of Le Tertre de Carces began as early as in the
early 1240's to collect and copy manuscripts at a sustained
pace. In the late 13'" century, especially under the gui dance of
Fat her Garné, this manual “printing house” diversified its
production and added to Bibles, liturgical and devotional texts,
sonme very peculiar Books of Hours and even the copying of a few
“scientific” treaties (astronony and nedi ci ne).

As you may know, Books of Hours derived fromnore typica
books of prayers used by nonks and nuns. Each “hour” or each
devotional period of tinme was punctuated by the recitation of a
prayer, a psalm a hym...Such a book, with its particular
selection of liturgical texts could be personalized to the point
t hat many Books of Hours were conm ssioned by influent
| aypeopl e.

Fat her Garné had t he Books of Hours he supervised enriched
wi th cal endars, practical advices, ethical nmaxins, etc.

When the Gratien brothers arrived at Le Tertre de Carces,

t hey went beyond Garné’ s nodifications. Soon, illustrating the
sinple prayers did not seem enough for the brothers’ creativity.
They began to gat her popul ar regi onal secular stories, always
carefully concluding themw th a prayer or a religious saying.

Their illustrations were increasingly inmginative. Farners,

donkeys, hens, wolves, snakes and nonsters, etc. started to
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appear in their texts.

When Bérot and especially his unofficial biographer and
exegete, Brasquet de Laons, noved to Le Tertre de Carces, the
style of the Books of Hours kept in the nonastery, opposed to
the ones ordered by the local nobility, changed even nore
drastically. The regular prayers were followed by short
religious comrentaries. The regional tales featured fewer
ant hr oponor phi ¢ ani mal s, and sonme new characters: martyrs and
saints, actually quite obscure for the tine, or even apocryphal,
reflecting Brasquet’s hazy style and peculiar propensity for
i nking some current events to a Bérot-1like, spiritual
i nterpretation.

Finally, when Martin de Ll eda becane a resident of the
nonastery, the Books of Hours changed again. They becane a
uni que fabric of prayers and spiritual dial ogues, while the
nunmber of illustrations di mnished and the calligraphy was
plainer, as if the scribes had less tine to illumnate the very
abundant texts they were transcri bing.

After Martin de Lleda left Le Tertre de Carces, the
library’s own production of manuscripts shifted again.
Esthetically, a new artistic blood was instilled when two
conpani ons of the fanobus Jean Pucelle — not to be confused with
Jeanne | a pucelle, as ny freshnen students would typically
giggle — settled for good in the nonastery in 1329. They

restored the inportance of formal calligraphy, with incredible
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decorated initials, and lavish illustrations, rather than

original texts.

As a historian who is supposed to cover a whole century through
a library, but under two hundred pages, | had to delineate the
mai n transformations of the religious and cultural institution.
However, | nust confess that at that point, analyzing nore
than 90 years of ny topic seenmed suddenly to be a really dry
| abor, while the years that | could call the “Martin period at
Le Tertre de Carce,” were for ne a source of great intellectual,
and even, if | dare to say so, of spiritual excitenent.
Consequently, instead of cutting into ny mammoth vol une to
make it publishable, | started to wite nore new pages, this
time solely about the curious relationship between Bérot, the
man who cl aimed to have found a divine truth, and Martin, his
i nqui sitor.
And this sort of appendi x, you guessed it, are the very

pages you are reading.

My first version of The Man Who Knew The Truth was drafted in an
academ c style where, basically, a quote is supposed to be
followed Wwth an anal ysis. Each quote nust have an exact
reference. In this case | worked mainly with the nonastery’s
Books of Hours witten between 1320 and 1326, plus a few other

sources that | had to describe in details, even if it increased
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the volune of nmy work by a few dozen pages. Moreover, each

anal ysis had to be rhetorically stable, inpregnable by the
reader, always a potentially harsh critic, as it is nost common
in the Academ c realm

Thi s rat her heavy, bonbastic way of witing had to be used
to support any hypothesis slightly vehenent or unconventional,
each daring extrapolation. Afirst intuitive thought had to be
defended by a battalion of quotes from other nedievalists or
theoreticians in the fields of Hi story, Sociology, or even
Psychol ogy...

You may be famliar with this paranoiac style, which tries
to prevent and fend off any possible condemati on coming from
col | eagues and critics, often the sane people, in our blessed,
elitist sphere.

| do not know if you find these types of texts pleasurable
or even legible, but witing themis now for ne, in ny ol der

age, an exhausting exercise, not to say a rather futile one.

One day, as | was invited to present a paper on the translation
and the interpretation of ancient literatures, a fellow
| ecturer, Pr. Matt Brown from Wbster-Fl oyd Col | ege, enunerated
nine different translations/interpretations for a sinple
fragnment attributed to Heraclites.

Here is one translation of the fragnent:

“God is day and night, winter and sunmer,
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war and peace, surfeit and hunger; but he

t akes various shapes, just as fire, when it
is mngled with spices, and he is naned
according to the savour of each.”

After reading all nine different versions, witten in a
span of about two m Il enniuns, Pr. Brown concluded that each one
had certain qualities, but philologically speaking, one was
better than all the others.

Then, he voiced a fewreflections that I would |ike to copy
in alnmost their entirety— with his perm ssion - because they
reach beyond a narrow academ c field and touch on the notion of
comuni cation in general:

“If we had asked two contenporaries of
Heraclites what the illustrious phil osopher
meant, they could have said sonething
outrageously wong. Interpretation is of
course infinitely nore inportant than
transl ati on. These two peopl e spoke
Heraclites’ nother tongue, but maybe not his
| anguage.

This is the paradigmof a certain |evel of
communi cation, and the actual |aw of poetry:
what is genius for one person nay | eave
conpletely indifferent another.

For a translator, the nost troubl esonme
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guestion is the nost basic one: would the
historical, the real author, here
Heraclites, be in agreenent with what the
best translator and phil ol ogi st of our
century wote and signed under the nane
Heracl i tes?

Even the nost optim stic person in our

pr of essi on nust have sonme doubts about
answering positively such a question.

Then, why are we spending so nuch energy on
a single sentence if we know in advance the
precariousness of the result?

The answer may be sinply that it is our turn
to transmt to the world the nane Heraclites
and sone extrenely val uabl e i deas.

Even if we can be accused of having nerely
“regurgitated’” these ideas, humanity wll

al ways be better off thinking and di scussing
Heraclites.

Qur error is often to hold on for dire life
to his “signature”; to define an “orthodoxy”
we feel conpelled to attach to his nane. It
is a slippery slope that may lead us to
pronot e perhaps too vehenently that

“orthodoxy,” rather than teaching, which is
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enj oyi ng, what Heraclites has to offer us.
Qur scholarly work will always be an
educated fiction.

We shoul d have the humlity and the great
pride to acknow edge that it is an educated

fiction, no nore, no | ess.”

| nmust admit that Pr. Brown’s conclusion constituted an epi phany
of sort for me. O course, his open-m ndedness is quite
commendabl e. But nost inportantly, the word “fiction” had jolted
me, triggering what could be called an illum nation.

I nstead of pretending to achieve a scientific objectivity,
| just had to acknowl edge that | could connect the dots between
all the docunents at ny disposal with a subjective but, in ny
m nd, a very powerful cement. | am speaking of ny famliarity
with the characters that | have researched, foll owed, copied,
translated...This famliarity painted themw th hues, shapes and
depths that did not come only fromthe nere sentences | had
pai nst aki ngly gat hered.

How coul d | defend such a biased approach of real
hi st ori cal protagonists?

| could not. | was placed in the schizophrenic position to
have the obligation of presenting straight facts and specific
texts, while caring in a very personal way for these characters.

Suddenly, the word “fiction” presented nme with the
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incredible license to give thema voice. As a matter of fact,
t hey coul d have al so very particular inflections whit these
voi ces. And fromthat point, it would be quite easy to go one
step further and depict their mannerisns, their quirks, their
contradictions...all features literally absent fromthe

manuscri pts where they appeared quite “unidinmensionally.”

In his conclusion that we have extensively quoted above, Pr.
Brown remarked “the actual |aw of poetry: what is genius for one
person may | eave the other conpletely indifferent.”

| would like to comment it wwth a truismthat is often
forgotten: readers have nmediumli ke qualities. They can vividly
feel their favorite author’s voice in them in spite of the
di stance in place and tinme separating the author fromthe
reader.

Here is an anecdote which should fulfill a double goal:
illustrate the previous idea and show ne as an adm red poet.

It pains nme to have recourse to such | oat hsone sel f-
pronotion, but it may constitute a substantial side benefit of

witing one’s own book.

In my youth, | published a few poens in ny native country.
Wuld it be good taste, original and even nysterious not to
name ny birthpl ace?

| mght as well try anything at this point, to appear
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havi ng good taste, and being original and even nysterious.

Anyway, twenty years later, as | went back there to do sone
research, | ran into a |lady who may have been ny only reader,
apart fromny parents and an ex-girlfriend, who were, alnost by
law, required to faithfully encourage ne.

The lady could still recite one entire poeml| had witten,
whi ch was a m nd-blowing feat for nme, especially after all this
tinme.

“Dd | wite that?”

The question | had uttered was not only a | aughabl e attenpt
to appear vaguely nodest. The poem did not sound |ike m ne,
especially after | translated into English for your anmusement or
even your enotion, since it will undoubtedly rem nd you of your
favorite nephew who wote sonething simlar in eighth grade.

“Love wel ded ny heart |ike a piece of copper
It melted ny resistance as if | had no tears
My life counted its plane by eons of ten

On its winkled fingers

Chi | di sh angui sh and hope

For an instant, | had a soul of tender gold,
Eternal whiffs of past springs

Fl oat around ny friends and foes

They deserted of a certain shipweck the
desol at ed shores

Al | have are ghosts of smles and | aughter
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For | aman heir of higher fortunes

And Love has wel ded ny heart |ike a piece of
copper

It melted ny resistance as if | had no tears

left”

| did renenber witing this poemafter a common heart br eak,
while I was in ny “German Romantic” period, influenced by
Novalis, Holderlin, Rilke also, and visually, by Caspar David
Friedrich.

My effusive and only fan in the whole world, spent a great
deal of tine, describing how nystical ny poem was.

That was m nd- boggling! How could this poem be “nystical,”
if I only wanted to depict the shipweck that was nmy life after
my sentinmental m sadventure had left me without a girlfriend and
wi t hout ny good friends, since | had foolishly neglected them
during ny disastrous affair?

To nmy great surprise, ny fan clainmed | had inspired her
with ny “vibrant faith on the edges of which all passes except
our refuge in the Eternal and our Love for Hm?”

| thanked the good |ady. O course, | did not disabuse her.

Why! She was conparing nmy poemto the Song of Songs. | was
not about to tell her that ny inspiration cane from being
dunped.

But | was al so genuinely fascinated by that glorious
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m sunder st andi ng. Listening to her, | kept on wondering about
the true authorship of the poem

Even if | had physically strung together these lines, this
one reader had put her unique stanp of recognition on it. She
had in a way used ny words and re-created the poem according to
her own sensitivity and need. It had hit her in an angle that |
coul d not foresee.

In a way, | had to conclude that she was al nost totally the
aut hor of “nmy” poem And if | had to choose, | believe | would
prefer her interpretation over the banal and | ess than gl orious

circunstances |leading to the drafting of ny original text.

Hopeful Iy, the previous anecdote has illustrated how powerf ul
the reader’s subjectivity really is, in the literary process.

The ties between the witten work and the person who
receives it can be even nore conplex. W have nentioned earlier
the intimcy existing between a researcher/translator and the
studi ed texts.

This multifaceted, intricate relationship can lead to a
curious osnpbsis that occurs when sonmeone is so inmersed in a
certain universe that his/her present is filled with allusions
and reflections seemngly comng fromit. There is a live
di al ogue, an interaction, if you will, between “the subject” and
“the object.”

You can neasure how the ternms “subjectivity,” “intimacy”
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and “osnosis” could conflict with the rigorous academ c
restrictions a historian should be observing.

This is why the word “fiction” seened |like the key to al
nmy problens. Wien | attached it to nmy research, | felt an odd
freedom filled with relief, elation, excitenent, w thout
forgetting guilt, since | have a Judeo-Christian background.

| becane |ike a conval escent realizing that he could
suddenly wal k, run, dance, etc. instead of being timdly
bedri dden.

| was going to let go of all the academ c comonpl aces,
turning ny back on its jargon and its tics. In a synbolic act of
defiance, | vowed to wite this book w thout adding a fornmal
bi bl i ography and even without a single footnote, which is for ne

an excruciating torture, by the way.

| can hear you smrk, drooling with sarcasm
“Oh, stop, you beast! You are so daring,
you, incendiary revolutionary, you! Sonme die
in the barricades for freedom and justice.
You boycott some Academ a trademarks |ike
footnotes. W should erect a statue to your
temerityl!”
| shall ignore your ill willed irony and reply with ny
wi ser aphorismto date, in a desperate attenpt to have the | ast

word, which is sonewhat easier since | am hol ding the pen:
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Sonetimes, | guess, H story needs to be
scientifically eval uated.

Sonetinmes, perhaps, it needs to be dreaned.
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IV Martin De Ll eda and Bérot du Tertre de Carces

O course, we have no visual representation of Martin De Ll eda,
but before his di sappearance fromthe papal castle in Avignon, a
few letters nention himexplicitly.

He had very appealing qualities and could charm and finagle
his way to the top. Bright, wtty, anbitious, he knew the ways
of the world.

Anmong the songs and tal es that depicted fanous | ocal
figures of the tine, | have found a dozen about a certain
“Martin,” libertine priest, nonk, or bishop, who “nmade his nest
i ke a cuckoo bird, nmaking cuckold nore than a trusting
mer chant ” .

Here is a fragnent of one of these songs, this one quite
interesting because it nentions “Senez,” an inportant stage in
Martin De Lleda' s life:

Bewar e of the pastor
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Beware of the cleric
In Senez, the Duke snores
Ends up sore

Hi s heavy horns make hi m sour

In these irreverent traditions, our cardinal was said to
di sregard the pledge of chastity; in the verse we have quot ed,
it was with a nobl ewoman, the Duke’'s wife, no |ess.

A couple of other tales allude to himin kinky situations
w th wonen of |esser ranks.

Did these snapshots refl ect sone popul ar fantasies of the

time, or real facts?

Al in all, we have the portrait of a man of obscure origins,
nost certainly not noble, who succeeded through sone type of
deception in being admtted in the University of Toul ouse, where
he graduated with honors. This adventurer, and perhaps great
wonmani zer, conbined the careers of religious |eader, politician,
financial strategist, and jurist.

Are you thinking of witing the screenplay of the
scandal ous and untold story of a 14'" Century Casanova, wearing
the religious robe of a cardinal? Your novie would have a little
of everything. Maybe, your hero could have nastered al so a
uni que swordsmanshi p rem ni scent of the sanmurai’s way? How about

maki ng himthe inventor of the French art of kickboxing that
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will become the 19'" Century savate? Could he be singing or maybe
pl ayi ng druns for a key sequence of The Man Who Knew t he Secr et

of Life, the Musical ?

In the nmeantime, the actual Martin de Lleda had anot her
di mrension to his personality, a quality nmaking himnore than a
fairly colorful but anecdotal character.

He truly yearned for sonmething else, for a truth of a
spiritual nature. In his “Sentences to Apostles, Saints and
Prophets,” witten at a young age, he displayed of course an
academ ¢ know edge of the Bible and of the Church Fathers, and a
sophi sticated scholastic style. But he al so asked striking
guestions about the benevol ence of the Creation, God, the nature
of evil, what nakes a true human bei ng, the causes and reasons
of the Divine Grace, and the End of Tines. In his essay, the
answers had to be orthodox in their tone. However, Martin had a
cunning way of leaving a virtual blank after a pointed question,
filling it subtly with well-phrased nentions of what “heretics
and ignorant people” dared to say in that regard.

W saw that later, in his draft of the Papal Bull agai nst
Bérot, Martin used the same technique, presenting at length the
heretic texts, but framng themw th terse fornulas of general
condemat i on.

So, Martin was asking hinself inportant phil osophical

guestions that the Church he knew very well fromthe inside, was
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not able to fully answer; hence, his visit to Le Tertre de

Carces where he wanted to neet the much | ess col orful Bérot.

We only know that Bérot was of nobdest origins. Brasquet de
Laons, his intellectual and spiritual biographer, did not spend
any tinme describing Bérot’s early years.

Little is known about his arrival at the nonastery and his
training. Hs main instructor seened to have been Fat her Garné,
who ordai ned himpriest in 1304.

Bérot did not seemto be an extraordinarily brilliant
student. In any case, he did not |eave any trace of
revolutionary religious witings before the infanous Readi ngs of
the Bible on Truth and Grace, wwongly attributed to him

After his ordination, Bérot did a little traveling,
stoppi ng at various places of pilgrimge, before settling in
Esperron.

Seen fromour century, it is difficult to inmgine how an
ordi nary nonk becanme a preacher, fanous enough to be in the
Pope’s sight. W are not aware of any striking “revel ation” or
“apparition” that led Bérot to a different religious path.

Qobvi ously, Bérot was al so searchi ng netaphysi cal answers.
Did he find themreading or copying a certain influential book
inthe library?

There is unfortunately no tangi bl e clue about what made him

stray fromthe established, traditional ways.
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Eventual |y, Bérot expressed whatever he had found “in the secret
of his heart” in sernons that touched his flock.

When exactly, how and why did he becone this nmagnetic
figure? Here again, we have no clear answer to these questions,
ot her that the conviction that the process did not start
instantly.

He was naned abbot of Esperron in 1306. The first text
nmenti oni ng Bérot as an extraordi nary preacher canme in 1310. In
1311, Brasquet de Laons began to wite the fateful nmanuscript
that woul d serve to indict Bérot of heresy. W do not know
ei ther when exactly Brasquet joined Bérot’s unofficial fan club.

How di d Bérot develop his skills as an orator? How did the
littl e abbot beconme sonewhat of a |ocal prophet for a few years?

Your guess is as good as mine. Are you refining your
hi stori cal daydream ng skills, yet? Are you perhaps enjoying the
pi cture of Bérot stunbling upon a burning bush while on a small
journey to admnister the last rites to an old nmountain dweller?

What ever hits your fancy!

Personally, | prefer the idea of a natural progression for
this truly spiritual man, who did not particularly excel in
school, but who stubbornly cultivated his intuition, his inner
sear ch.

After all, in the field of spirituality, the know edge of

Greek and Latin, a special gift of eloquence, or even an
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exceptional I Q are not always conduci ve to understanding “the

secret truth.”

W may not know the devel opment of Bérot’s mysticism but,
luckily, we have a major source of information on his appearance
and behavior before his return to Le Tertre de Carces. It is the
witten testinony of Jan Anoul et, an odd phil osopher-nerchant,
actually so interesting that later, if we have sone ink left, we
shoul d say a few words about his own biography.

Amoul et was a singular fell ow who, after sone wavering,
ended up entering Le Tertre de Carces as a novice at a rather
mat ure age. But the follow ng account dates froman earlier

time, while Anoulet was still a curious wanderer.

According to Jan Anoul et, Bérot was a small and skinny man with
“a gaze of fire”.

When Bérot came back to Esperron for a short stay in 1319,
a few nonths before the Pope started the inquisition case
agai nst him Jan Anoul et went to one of Bérot’s sernons and
wr ot e about it.

Amoul et’ s style being typically full of long, rather dreary
ellipses, I wll only paraphrase his text. Thus, for the tinme
bei ng, the lucky reader will sanple, again, ny own style rather
t han Anoul et’ s.

A big crowd had gathered in the snal
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church, that Sunday. Bérot, who was no
| onger the parish’s abbot, was deferring to
a certain Father Paul, who served the nass.
At the end, Bérot joined himat the pulpit,
and the parishioners cane out of their
Sunday st upor.
Sonme shouted their excitenent, others their
m strust.
Amoul et was not used to such turbul ence at
the end of a mass and he found this
spectacl e rather entertaining.
For a few long mnutes, Bérot remnained
silent, while Paul tried to reason with the
crowd.
Finally, Bérot spoke. He was a short person
wi th a boom ng, penetrating voice that
startled everyone.
That day, Bérot started with the famliar
tale of “CGod’ s Messengers,” and using his
dramatic voi ce and expressivity, he
progressively brought the parishioners to a
conplete and horrified silence.
After the sernon, Jan Anmoul et not ed:

“Never have | heard such an

i ntense and el evated “Gsanna” from
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an assenbly of believers. The fear
of God had entered the Church and
was pal pable from St John’s altar
to Marie’'s altar.
It blew through the porch where a
beggar clainmed |ater that he heard
a voice fromthe G eat Beyond that
j oi ned the human voices at the end
of the hymm.”
Before delving into Bérot’s possible technique as an
i nspired speaker, let’s take the tinme to summari ze the universal
tale of the Messengers of God (or of the Judge), one of Bérot’s
favorite oratorical warhorses:
At Judgnment Day, a recalcitrant soul
protests that, for the livings, there is no
sign indicating there would be a trial after
t he passage to “the other side.”
O course, we all know the |ugubrious
war ni ngs of the Church. But quite frankly,
with all its contradictions, the Church was
not totally convincing, argued the soul.
Mor eover, even fanmous em nent prelates did
not follow virtuous sets of rules while
alive!

And, speaking of rules, what are they
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supposed to be, exactly?
Considering all that haziness, it would be
rather unfair to judge her, concludes the
soul .
The Judge replies:
“Have you ever seen a newborn
screanmi ng as he cones into your
wor | d?
Have you ever seen the nost robust
man or wonman suddenly scyt hed,
becom ng a pathetic cripple?
Have you ever seen the nost
seductive man or worman after a few
years, all winkled and sl ouched,
becom ng t he | aughing stock for
t he yout h?
Have you ever seen a dying man or
woman gasping for air?
Have you ever seen the cadaver of
t he weal t hi est man or wonman
deconposi ng?
Then, you saw ny nessengers.
Then, you had to answer ny riddle.
It is tinme to use our imagination in trying to reconstitute

what followed the story and Bérot’s ways of winning his
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t hi s:
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Bérot: “Dust we are and dust shall we
becone.”

Voice in the cromd: “To hell you can go,
Bérot!”

Bérot: “That neans we will die, and you too,
my friend. You will die and your body wll
be dust.

As for your soul ...

VWhat will happen to your soul ?”

Anot her voice in the crowd: “Jehan has a
soul ?”

(Laught er)

Bérot: “Your soul will go before the Throne
and it wll shiver, like a lone wing in the
wi nter wind.”

Anot her voice in the crowd: “We'll all die,
Bérot.”

Bérot: “Wen our dear Sinmeon died, sone

ei ght years ago, | was the one who gave him
the last rites of our Mther the Church.

Si meon appeared to nme nore than once, in

very vivid dreans, sonetinme after his death,

the sernon may have gone a little bit

l'i ke
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and for a while,.

Who knew Si meon?”

Many voices: “We did”!

Bérot: “I1 said: ‘Sineon? Wiere are you?

And | saw where he was, but not with ny
eyes, but with ny trenbling soul.

He was in a patch of fertile, red ground.
And Gardeners were working on the patch, two
or three of them wth |ong beaks and
wearing strange clothes, their fixed stare
on their task

Their cold netal picks were entering

Si neon’ s soul .

He said, and | heard himin ny own soul:
“Let it be a |l esson for the one who are
still alive. Be ready. Be aware’.”
(Progressive silence)

Bérot: “And Sinmeon will eventually conme to
the Throne. So will you. What will you say,
t hen?”

A female voice in the crowd: “1’I1| say ‘ Wy
didn’t you intervene, ny Lord, when ny
husband was randomy killed by some soldiers
and when nmy two chil dren di sappeared one

day, fromour poor farmin Esperron’ ?”
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Bérot: “No, you wouldn’t.”

O her voices in the crowd: “Yes! W would
ask about diseases, and starvation, and
drought, and injustice”.

Bérot: “No, you wouldn’t.

You will be dead. Everything, good and bad,
wi || be vani shed.

Al'l your concerns, which used to thunder in
your mnd, wll be dead silent.

The biggest and the smallest things wll

fl oat sonewhere at a distance.

But life, suddenly the treasure of al
treasures, where will it be?

You wi Il not know.

Life will not be there.

Shoul dn’t you have thought about that matter
bef or ehand?

You woul dn’t even recall all your qual ns
about your nei ghbor stealing an apple from
you; your outrage about what your cousin
sai d about you; your dream of buying a calf
this year; your regret about the w ne which
was not as good as sone other years...

Even the pain you had in your knee...

Al'l that belonged to the realmof life.
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But Iife would be m ssing altogether.

Life! Good and bad, life will have been
taken away and you would mss it like the
shrivel ed grass m sses a drop of water.

At that point, life, the very life that is
no | onger yours, would shine |ike the sunmer
sun and you would be in the depth of the

col dest wi nter night.

And when the Judge will ask you “What did
you do?” you wi |l understand.

Life was nuch nore than a stolen apple, nore
t han what they said about you, nore than
what you wanted to buy, or even nore than
pain and gri ef.

Death is everywhere, and for a brief
instant, you were given life, alife, a

m nd, a soul, a heart.

You were different. You were a creature. You
were uni que. You were a knight of Cod,
entrusted with a M ssion.

You coul d ask questions. You coul d wonder.
You could marvel. You coul d observe and
answer.”

(Sil ence)

Bérot: (to the woman who objected about
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unjust deaths) “And the Judge will tell you
“lI gave you life and its wonders. They were
engraved with a question.

| wove the fabric of the whole Creation for
you and only for you.

And | gave you a heart to feel it.

| made sure to | eave plenty of space between
the stitches for you to wite and paint
what ever you want ed.

But you did not pay attention.

| blessed you with | ove.

However, | know that you were in a |and of
roaring lions and how i ng wol ves. So, you
had to stand tall and call: “Wat is behind
all this?”

But you took the blessing for granted.

When | ove left, what did you do?

Did you wonder what was in all this?

No. You conplained bitterly and turned a
blind eye, a deaf ear to My Secret.

Way didn't you say “What is behind beauty

and sorrow? Wat is Your Secret, nmy Lord?”

Bérot, then, would tal k about the Secret.
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V The first neeting

At the end of his sernon, when his public was nore or | ess
reduced to putty, Bérot would tal k about the “secret of God.”

Now, we may be able to fathomthat a sinple priest found
such secret. After all, religious people are neant to do just
that: finding God’ s nessages to nen.

Knowi ng how difficult is any spiritual comunication, how
did Bérot share that “secret” with his rather plebeian public?
How did his parishioners perceive that “secret” and how far did
it traveled in their souls?

Sadly, Jan Anoul et remains mumon all these questions.

Let’s go back to the exhibit “Elevated M ddl e-Ages,” this tine
wth a translator on our side. Let’s inmagine for a mnute that
an illum nated manuscript is open at the right page, where Bérot

has enunci ated the secret that was revealed to him
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Qur translator reads it out |oud, pronouncing a noun, a
verb, a direct object festooned with outdated adjectives.

Not hing worth getting into a frenzy or an ecstasy.

When soneone clains | know the secret of life, his or her
listener usually understands that a revelation is com ng:

| know the secret of life, and here it is: (.)

Now, suppose that, instead of the typographic colon
precedi ng the revel ation, we see a stern closing period.

I n other words, Bérot may have said: “Ch, yes, this secret
of life? I knowit. Now, we can tal k about sonething else. A
l[ittle windy for this time of year, isn't it?”

So, we may hypot hesize that, instead of unveiling the
secret, Bérot only testified that sonething was revealed to him
Since each revelation is individual, he could only encourage his
flock to ask the right questions.

Was what he had transmtted in his sernons the secret, or
the confidence that there was a divine secret awaiting

i ndi vidual ly each one of thenf

It took a few weeks for Martin De Lleda to cover what was
usually a three day walking trip separating Avignon fromLe
Tertre de Carces.

He nmay have had to see sone people along the way. Mre
likely, he wanted to scranble his tracks, in case the Pope woul d

have | ooked for him
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Martin was indeed curious to see the person who could
declare | know the secret of |life. Mreover, he had been
intrigued by certain expressions fromthe “Readings of the Bible
on Truth and Grace.” Also, perhaps he wanted an intellectual
excuse to flee the papal court.

What ever were the reasons for this visit to Le Tertre de
Carces, he truly did not expect Bérot to comruni cate any
supernatural fornula that could have been nysteriously given to
him The neeting with Bérot had the potential to hopefully open
new i ntell ectual or spiritual horizons for him

It is nore or | ess what happened.

The first person Martin De Lleda saw at Le Tertre de Carces was
Father Garné. In front of the affable old priest, Martin hid his
real identity. After all, had he admtted to be the cardinal in
charge of the heresy case against Bérot, we can assunme that a
few doors may have shut right away before him So, Martin |lied
with his usual ease, and he was invited to stay the tinme he
wanted on “his way to Toul ouse.”

More than two weeks el apsed before Martin could find the
i deal circunstances to have a real conversation with Bérot.
During these two weeks, Martin got acquainted with the nonastery
other residents, a rather interesting group of characters, as we
shal | see.

But the one who intrigued Martin the nost was by far Father
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Gar né.

Once, in the refectory, Garné cracked, out of the blue, a
| oke about a bi shop who pretended to be a sinple vicar. The joke
was not very funny but the old man asked Martin specifically:

“Don"t you find this hilarious?”

Martin was startled. He had not seen this com ng. But Garné
did not seemto care for Martin' s reaction, and w thout
transition, he asked the same question to a novi ce.

Did the old man guess the truth? But how coul d he have seen

t hrough Martin’s sophisticated excuses and alibis?

Who was this Father Garné? It is likely that Martin knew very
little about himwent he canme at Tertre de Carces. As for us,
with the distance and the neans of nodern research, we are able
to gather sone information about him even though Garné never
wr ot e anyt hing and even though the | ocal col porteurs of songs
and stories did not use himas a character.

He spent his whole |ife at Le Tertre de Carces and died
there, at the tender age of 86. O course, his name was
mentioned in quite a few docunents, for he baptized, marri ed,
buried several generations of the people of the region.

Before Bérot’s return to the nonastery, Garné had never
been the Father-Abbot in charge. He seened to have been content
to al ways occupy a subordi nate position. Afterwards, since nost

of the nonks had died or fled after the | ocal epidemc, or
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Bérot’s satanic curse, if you would rather believe that
hypot hesi s, he becane the dean in charge al nost by default.

Garné is nmentioned several tinmes by nane in the nonastery’s
Books of Hours. The Gratien brothers depicted himin very
respectful terns as a soft-spoken, benevol ent man.

Anot her source of information comes fromone of four thin
manuscri pts without a formal title, nost probably witten by
Brasquet de Laons. These enigmati c bookl ets evoke an imagi nary
Apostl es era and descri be four disciples who becane instructors
of the “Good Word.”

In these pages, the disciples were shown preaching and
wor ki ng, attending official reunions and fam |y gatherings.

The schol ars who have studi ed these stern pages, not
illumnated and witten with the conpact calligraphy of
“Readi ngs of the Bible on Truth and Grace,” had no opinion on
t hese non-epic, spiritually predictable pieces.

However, one of the booklets was about a certain Mster
Genar. We know that Brasquet de Laons did not feel too good when
he saw that the Inquisition used his Readings of the Bible on
Truth and Grace to harass his spiritual master and friend Bérot.
Thus, he was not about to unwillingly incrimnate again anybody
by nane in any of his witings.

Coul d he have devoted one of these booklets to Father
Garné, transposing his character to another era and adopting for

hima sinple acronym of his nanme?
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Let’s explore this possibility and quote a passage of the
few pages devoted to Master Genar transformed, according to our
hypot hesi s, into Garné.

“Master Cenar/Garné used to sigh and smile
One day, he saw a small child tranpled by an
ox. The boy was saved and lived, but he
remai ned in such poor condition that no one
t hought he coul d wal k ever agai n.

Garné held himand stayed with him as his
not her and father could not.

Little by little, he cured the young boy who
becanme Arnault, and smled and sighed.
Arnaul t asked Father Garné to beconme |ike
him a man of GCod.

“We shall see,” replied the priest.
Years past, and Garné was the priest who
married Arnault. He christened his children.
Later, when it was tinme to adm nister the
last rites of the Church, Arnault asked on
hi s deat h bed:

“Father, why didn’t you want ne to

beconme a man of God, |ike you?”
Garné answer ed:
“CGod is better served by good nen who

respect his Commandnents and are
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pillars of thoughtful ness, rather than
by nmen of ignorance who happen to wear

the habit and the tonsure”.

During the religious and phil osophi cal debates that were taking
pl ace at Le Tertre de Carces, and that were duly recorded in its
vol unmes of Books of Hours, Garné’ s voice was scarce and
pragmatic; so pragmatic in fact, that one nay wonder of he was
serious in his comentaries or just facetious, or even if he
under stood anything at all.

| amwell aware that this chapter is about the first
encounter between Bérot and Martin, and that one nore digression
may | ose ny reader(s) for good. But the follow ng anecdote is
typi cal of Garné’ s confusing personality and | cannot resi st
presenting it here, as to illustrate Martin' s puzzl enment before

t he dean of the nonastery.

One day, Gratien |”Ancien, the elder of the two brothers, copied
this sentence from*“The Book of Mrrors,” a famus 12'" Century
anonynous spiritual poeni:
“And | saw ferocious nen attacking the neek
and the weak, and the defensel ess. And |
turned to God and asked hi m why”.
“The Book of Mrrors” does not el aborate on any answer and

just continues its litany of questions to God until it reaches a
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lyrical and stoic prayer “Hosanna, bl essed be the one who
rej oi ces”

Gratien |’ Ancien seened to have been intrigued by the
guote, and he submtted it to the other nonks, asking them

“I'n your eyes, what woul d be God’ s answer to
the question of the violence existing in
t hese ferocious nmen?”

Gratien reported carefully their answers. Bérot and Martin
started an ani mated exchange on who were the nen unjustly
attacki ng the weaker ones and what notivated themto act in such
a way. Was it an evil tendency or was it sheer ignorance?

O her voices called Job to the w tness stand.

Then, it was Garné’s turn to express an opinion. He waited
for a conplete silence fromthe others and uttered in an
exagger atedly sol etmm voi ce:

“That is why, at the noble assenbly of the
Lord’ s knights, there are no neek souls. If
a lion succunbs, it is still alion and his
roar of agony resenbles its cry of triunph.”

Gratien |’ Ancien, after noting Garné’s answer to his
spiritual riddle, concluded seriously, apparently totally
satisfied:

“And so, sone nights, fromfruitfu
exchanges, the mind gets warm and ready,

full of reflective energy.”



Cohen/ The Man Who /Knew/ 62

So, Martin De Lleda was nore intrigued by the peculiar residents
at Le Tertre de Carces than by all the inhabitants of the papal
pal ace i n Avi gnon

He was in this nonastery for a couple of weeks when Bérot
had to go down to the village. Nonchalantly, Martin decided to
acconpany him Brasquet de Laons, as a true ancestor of nodern
journalists, felt intuitively that the short journey could be
interesting and joined the two nen, thus allowi ng us to peek at
the first encounter between the (pseudo) heretic and his
(secret) inquisitor.

Starting the conversation directly was not an easy task.
During these two weeks, Bérot never articulated a sentence of
nmet aphysical interest. He was in fact quite self-effacing and
used a di sproportionate anount of platitudes when expressing
hi nmsel f.

During mass, Bérot sang poorly and seened tone deaf,
remar ked Martin, who was an acconplished vocalist anbng his nany

Vi rtues.

On the way to the village, Martin De Lleda could not acknow edge
havi ng read the Readings of the Bible on Truth and Grace,” since
very few people knew about it, and it was unlikely that a random
traveler on his route to Toul ouse could have ever heard about

it. He chose to boast:
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“I wote at the University “Sentences to
Apostles, Saints and Prophets,” and I woul d
like the library of Le Tertre de Carces to
keep a copy of the manuscript. Wat do you
think of the idea?”

Bérot inquired politely about the book and the theories it
contained. Martin summari zed them before placing his attack:

“I't is areflection on the nature of divine
attri butes, such as omi potence and grace.”

Martin set up a strategic silence. Surely Bérot was going
to bite and start tal king about Truth and G ace, and their
synonyny, according to his witings, or his sayings reported by
Brasquet de Laons.

But the silence |asted. Bérot, who was famous for his
inspiration and his eloquence in public, turned out to be rather
gauche and slightly inarticulate in a one on one conversation,
especially with an apparently em nent schol ar.

Eventual ly, Martin asked nore directly the nonk’ s opinion
on the topic of divine grace.

Bérot gave a non comm ttal answer:

“Qur library should have a doctoral book on
this conpl ex subject, indeed”.

Martin turned towards Brasquet and, at long |ast, he got an
openi ng. Brasquet, who was frank to a fault, explained:

“Father Bérot clains that all the el evated
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concepts, such as the divine attributes, are
i ndescri bable. Truth and G ace are different
for each man. But for God, it is one
novenent, one action. In the divine realm
they are synonym?’”

How difficult was it for Martin not to reply curtly:
“And you know this after a personal stay in
the divine realm don’t you?”

He censured his vitriolic retort and enticed Brasquet to
the foll ow ng dial ogue, proudly reconstituted by you-guessed-
who, and with the integrity you can inmagi ne:

Martin: God does not need to describe

anyt hing. Men do. Thus, divine attributes
cannot be synonyns of each ot her.

Brasquet: Men are speaking of experiences.
If a man has a spiritual experience, it
constitutes truly a dialogue with God. The
words of nmen always fall short.

Martin: What is the nature of your spiritual
experiences?

Brasquet: How can we define thenf? Father
Bérot is known for experiencing such speci al
di al ogues wi thout words. In its source, did
the Lord reveal himH's Truth or H's G ace?

O was it another Virtue? If | ask Father
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Bérot what it was, he would answer with

beauti ful sentences, but confusing or even

contradictory.

It is not that he does not want to be

clearer, but he nmust resign hinself: the

words of nmen are very vague and inept.”

Martin: Then, why did the prophets and the

saints ever spoke? Wiy did Saint Paul and

the Fathers ever wite anything?

Brasquet: That is why Father Bérot is one

anong us and never pretended to be a prophet

or a saint.

Martin: And you, Brother Brasquet, have you

ever witten? Did you ever use words you

knew so as being “vague and inept?”

Brasquet: Yes, | did, alas. For it is ny

m ssion, | think, to keep Bérot’s words for

other men to see. As you said, Brother

Martin, the Holly Book is indeed a book.

It may have been a bit disconcerting for Bérot to listen to

the debate as if he were not there, while having his own nane
bounced around in all directions.

But he did not utter any conment or protest.

Once in the village, as they were conducting their benevol ent
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busi ness, Martin de Ll eda considered the pale personality of
Bérot. During his lifetime, Martin had net a nunber of inposing
religious nen. They all had an appearance of great self-

i nportance. They had the beard, the gaze and the tone of voice
of wise nen, not to nmention, sonetines, the rich robes. Martin
hi nmsel f knew how to conduct hinself as a cardinal and how to

i npress nobl emen as well as pl ebei ans.

But Bérot was a small, skinny, at tinmes fidgety person. He
had nothing of the classical inmage of a man even renptely w se,
or nysterious. The only intriguing thing about himwas a sudden,
feverish stare that appeared and di sappeared at once. He used an
average vocabul ary. H's know edge of Latin was flawed, to say
t he | east.

Martin De Ll eda had come to Le Tertre de Carces to see what
was behind a nysterious, sectarian booklet. But that book seened
to have no true author.

Had Martin nade a mstake in |leaving his extrenely affl uent
and confortable position in Avignon in order to cone to that

strange pl ace?

In the meantinme, Bérot may have felt Martin's hesitations. For
the first time, he had a long, direct stare at the bright but

preoccupi ed stranger, who was resting on a stoop, waiting for

the small group to be ready to hike back to the nonastery.

Bérot sat across from Martin. Wien he spoke, Bérot’s soft,
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slightly stuttering voice was replaced by a firnmer and, at the
sanme time, nore intense and nel odi c tone.

Martin, who naturally loved the art of public speaking and
debating, appreciated the sudden change of voice as an unusual
and very powerful tool to startle the listener. At that point,
Bérot coul d have given a recipe to cook garden nushroons, his
i stener would have heard the words as highly fascinating.

Bérot told the follow ng story:

“Four priests, equally conpetent, were vying
to becone the bishop of Ashdod, where Sai nt
Cyril had been sent in exile.
They asked Cyril to look into their souls,
and determ ne who was spiritually the nost
apt for this em nent position.
Cyril gave the four priests one sentence to
comment :
“The trinity is not three, not
two, nor one”.
The first father answered:
“A sentence with that many comas and
only one verb, is awkward and therefore
does not nmerit any attention.”
The second father replied:
"The sentence is indeed awkward, but

not for grammatical reasons. | reckon
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it is a poor imtation of the fanobus
and infinitely nore powerful adage:
“The Trinity is not three
distinct entities. There | ays
its nmystery.”
The third father shrugged:
“What is the use of commenting at
Il ength a sentence that a little child
could see as absurd? If the Trinity was
not three, but not even one, it would
not exist. But the Trinity is the heart
of our Church. Therefore, no one should
even consi der that fallacious
sent ence.”
The fourth father nodded:
“The sentence neans that if the Trinity
is not a nunber, it transcends al
nunbers. Its mystery is too i nmense to
be sinply accounted.”
Cyril knew that the fourth father was ready.
Not because he had studied nore or was nore
intelligent. None of that! The fourth father
could have witten the sentence. He could
have invented it. And nmaybe, he did.”

There was a short silence and Martin De Lleda sm | ed:
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“I believe that Saint Cyril never went to
Ashdod.”
The answer startled Bérot so much that he opened his eyes
very wide. At that very nonent, Martin realized that his
i npul sive and self-serving answer mrrored the first father of
Bérot’s tale, the one who was haggling for granmar or
punctuation. Martin nmay have been as ridiculous and irrel evant.
| nstead of bl ushing and showi ng how enbarrassed he was, the
ex-cardinal Martin burst into |aughter.
Bérot said admiringly, and rmaybe ni stakenly:
“You are very witty.”
Fromthat neeting, the two nen, of such different backgrounds

and sensitivities, becane friends.
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VI The secret is revealed, or is it?

You may wonder why on earth we are following a cardinal on a
guest for answers about “Readings of the Bible on Truth and
Grace,” rather than presenting a sinple translation of the text,
maybe acconpanied with a few notes or a conmentary.

Didn't | nention that the original manuscript was | ost?
Surely, | would not have omtted such an inportant detail. It
woul d be very unprofessional fromny part, and woul d exhi bit
sonme regrettable, bizarre nental |apses for an otherw se
reput abl e Hi story professor.

The fact is that there is no remaining copy of the
Bérot/Brasquet theories to date. W can reconstitute | ess than
hal f of the text by searching through the unfinished 1320 papal
Bull, “Faith and righteousness,” drafted by Martin De LIl eda.

We can also |l ook in the nonastery Books of Hours. There,

the “Readings of the Bible on Truth and Grace” is not quoted
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directly, in part because of the fear of the Inquisition. But
there are obvious nentions of it. It is then up to the

researcher to determine which lines refer to Bérot’'s “secret.”

Brasquer de Laons has entitled his account of Bérot’s teachings
“Readi ngs of the Bible on Truth and Grace” because they were
first and forenost Sunday sernons to the public, hence based on
readi ngs of the Bible.

We can remark that the passage we have copied fromthe
papal Bull and which starts with the I ong sentence “In the shade
of the nightly prayer, pronounced in conplete solitude, an angel
sang for me a song without words, for a deepest night always
awaits the man of God,” does not seemvery well suited for an
illiterate public.

W nust renenber that the author was not Bérot, but
Brasquet. The witten text was not a faithful word per word
transcription, but a presentation to another type of audience.
Brasquet inversed the popul arization process in his attenpt to
transform Bérot’ s di gressions, pronounced in everyday
vernacul ar, into an academcally viable religious treaty, for

t he hi gher clergy.

We can marvel before the alterations Bérot’s ultimte secret
must have gone through. Initially, there was this nonment of

grace where this ultimte truth was reveal ed to Bérot, who was,
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we mnust repeat, a nonk of Domi ni can background, although not the
nost apt schol ar.

As Brasquet hinself noted, Bérot’s transcendent al
experience was i ndeed beyond the breadth of the words. But as it
is natural for nost human beings, Bérot did try to conmunicate

it. He did so, using indeed his specific cultural background

rich of terms such as “Holly Ghost,” “Grace,” “Divine Mystery,”

where others could have said “ecstasy,” “nirvana” and nore
exotic Sanskrit nouns.

Moreover, Bérot did not relate his experience to fellow
nonks and nore educated nobl enen, but to commoners. He used
everyday conparisons, tales and netaphors. He wanted to touch
his flock, inspire them console them make them aware that
t here was another dinension to their lives. He chose specific

prom ses to entice his listeners to | ook for the secret by

t hensel ves, within thensel ves.

This may have been, by the way, his nost disturbing nessage, in
the eyes of the official clergy. At a tinme when the king and the
pope were superior human beings while the peasant’s ontol ogi cal
position was just slightly above the animal realm Bérot
preached that there was a direct access to God for any believer,

as socially destitute as he or she nmay have been.

So, here is the subtle secret of divine nature that Bérot had



Cohen/ The Man Who /Knew/ 73

first to put into words, words by essence inperfect. He had to
somewhat dilute it alittle nore in order to make its search
appealing by his particul ar audience. He had nost certainly to
resort to i mages, parables, conparisons and what the nodern
scholars would call “nyths.”

This spiritual material would eventually laid on a
par chnent by Brasquet, who felt conpelled to cover it with a
rat her opacifying |ayer of verbiage. In his mnd, this type of
varni shing was a condition to make Bérot’s secret remarkable to
the religious elite.

Curiously, while Bérot could care | ess about these
vener abl e menbers of the Catholic Church, Brasquet wanted the
teaching of the man he admred so, to be acknow edged by them

In retrospect, we know that, ironically, his efforts only

attracted too nmuch their vindictive interest.

After all the changes endured by Bérot’s ultinmate secret, froma
subtle feeling to becom ng “Readings of the Bible on Truth and
Grace,” it is quite doubtful that, even if we had found the
entire manuscript, we woul d have understood or nerely gl anced at
t hat secret.

However, as | had to conb through Le Tertre de Carces
library in search of references to the Bérot/Brasquet’s text, |
found many indirect cormentaries of the work. | have detail ed

themin “The Library of Tertre de Carces in the 14'" Century,”
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which | invite you to read at your |eisure, and you will need
quite a bit of leisure to do so.

Now, if by the time you cone across these |lines, ny
| audabl e reference book on nedieval literature is still not
publ i shed, | do not see how | could stop you from denonstrating
peacefully in front of your local university press with signs
showi ng your legitimte outrage. | only wish that you keep them

cl ean.

In the neantine, here is what we can gather about the secret
through all the fragnments and conmentaries available to us.
First, Bérot insists onits sinplicity:

“I'n one blink of ny eye, He breathes, and

all transfornms into H m

(.)

| heard a noise comng fromthe path and |

turned ny head. Was He gone? No, for He was

inny joy, like a candle that wll

eventual |y di m away.”

()

(Your Voice is) the spring air and the water

of the spring at noon, the reflection of the

sun on the | ake, the thinness of the

lightening in the soundl ess sky..”

Bérot | anents often



Cohen/ The Man Who /Knew/ 75

“Brother, if He is here, why don’t you see
H n? Blind, we nmust be. It is the nature of
our inferior condition. If we would see H m
we woul d suspend all our activities”.
And Brasquer de Laons wote in his curious chronicles
without a formal title:
“He is here. Do you still want to see Hi nf?
Do not attenpt to open your eyes w der.
Nod and sm | e, shake your head and grin,
open your heart and stop the noise of your
prayers, bend your head and reach for the
cl ouds.”
This is of course a classical technique: in order to
conjure up what is essentially unspeakabl e, the author |inks
par adoxi cal , soneti nes opposi ng concepts, with the hope that the

reader’s mnd could conprehend that way what is “beyond” them

The thenme that a necessary spiritual blindness could be lifted
at tinmes but always bound to return, is devel oped and
illustrated in several parts of Le Tertre de Carces Books of
Hour s.

In a sort of conpendium of “spiritual chivalry” quoted at
I ength in one of these books, we find a classical conparison
used to address the notion of spiritual blindness:

Two kni ghts were sunmoned in the Higher
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Court, where they were told:
“According to the Chivalry Code, you
nmust enbark in a grand journey and
conquer savage nations for the | ove of
your Dane.”
Bot h kni ghts knew that, at the end of their
journey, the Gentle Dane was awai ti ng one of
them But only one of them had seen her, and
for a very brief nonent, he had been able to
admre her great beauty. Al so, now and then,
her image could cone back to his mnd
Thi s kni ght fought nuch harder and better
t han the ot her one.
We can surm se that the image of the Dane is a netaphor for
the whiff of the secret.
El sewhere, the Books of Hours consider again these two
kni ghts. This tinme, one of them sees the Dane briefly before
starting his heroic odyssey, while the other can see her every
day, as long as he wi shes. The first one conquers valiantly the
savage | ands, while the second knight, never satiated of the
presence of the Danme, is sinply not able to |l eave for his
crusade. Thus, he | ooses his knighthood.
Here again, the whiff of the secret, for the religious
seeker, is assimlated to the glance of the Dane for the knight.

Its brevity is proven necessary in the cited exanpl es.
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If the seeker were to remain too long in the secret,
chances are that he would stay i mobile. He would not have any

need to act.

Bérot insisted heavily on the fact that the secret could be | ost
for extended periods of tine. Contrary to the concept of nirvana
as it is conventionally understood, a permanent realization of
what the ultimate reality is, Bérot’s secret seened nuch nore
vol atil e, unpredictable, capricious...

This aspect led to the anbi guous concept of grace that we

should study a little later.

When “Grace vani shes,” Bérot’s |anents announced the beauti ful
poens of the Absence, by Theresa de Avila or San Juan de |la
Cruz.

Bérot reluctantly admitted that some chosen souls or sone
nmore spiritually acconplished human bei ngs ought to be able to
never | ose the secret AND to continue acting in the world of
nmen.

Thus, only saints, prophets were spiritually evol ved enough
to al ways keep the secret in their mnds and their souls, while
subtlety transform ng the world around them

The “hi dden prophets” were also an inportant category of
religious nmen, apt to keep the secret for extended periods of

tinme.
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To summari ze, we know now that not only Bérot’s secret would not
provide us with special superhuman powers or even a seat in the
Heavens after our death, but for Bérot hinmself, it was
incredibly sinple, extrenely fickle and al ways on the verge of
vani shi ng.

At this point, we may conprehend it as nuch as Martin de
Ll eda after his first nonth at Le Tertre de Carces. Luckily for
us, this know edge was not sufficient for him either. He wanted
to learn nmore, to understand Bérot better.

So, he stayed in the nonastery. Thus, we can continue to
exam ne his own anal yses and concl usions, as he carried on his

investigation on the nature of Bérot’s secret.
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VI THE H DDEN PROPHETS

In many cultures, we find the tale of a prince or a king, who
suddenly comes in contact with a mysterious poor nman who
befuddl es him Such an occurrence is rather inprobable in
reality, since the lord tends to believe his race and the

pl ebeian’s race are a few species apart. But in these stories,
not only there is a conmuni cati on between the two characters,
but the king is saved or is hel ped by the nysterious fellow of
| ower condition.

Angel s, prophets and saints take often ragged di sgui ses
appear to human societies. Bérot used thema lot in his Sunday
sernons, with prophets and saints lecturing the rich and
power f ul .

But Bérot often added the following twi st: he asked where
di d prophets and saints cone fron? And he provided this

i ncredi ble answer: they had to cone from “our mdst.”
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How conme nobody seenmed to be aware of them was he asked?
Si npl e: because they had no choice but to Iive in hiding.
Bérot’ s parishioners were always quite intrigued by the
i dea that sone prophets could “cone fromtheir mdst,” and he
was thus able to take themon the follow ng type of
denonstration
Bérot: Let’s say that one of you, during a
silent prayer, asks the correct question and
i's suddenly entrusted with a secret.
A voice: Like howto erase our sins and get
to Heaven when we die?
Bérot: Maybe. But a question for the living
seens nore appropriate. Like know ng why we
have been creat ed.

Anot her voice: Wiat do we do with know ng

t hat ?
Bérot: |’ m asking you.
Anot her voice: |1'd repeat it to everyone, so

t hey know what | know.

Bérot: They will believe you?

Anot her voice: Wy not?

Bérot: Wiy woul d they believe you now? They
know you for who you are and you are not a
famous prophet, are you?

Anot her voice: | would show themthe secret.



Cohen/ The Man Who /Knew/ 81

Bérot: You can’'t.

Anot her voi ce: Wy not?

Bérot: You see, it is |like certain days, you
| ook around and everything seens beautiful
and joyful. You are full of energy and hope.
Alittle event, that you hardly notice
usually, like a flower, the song of a bird,
makes you snmle

You cannot show that, can you? It is in your
soul only.

Anot her voi ce: Then, people around ne wll
notice that | have changed, that |’ m al ways
in a good nood.

Bérot: They will think you fell on your
head.

Anot her voice: So, what do we do?

Bérot: Nothing. You only know that you
cannot show your secret to others. You have
no visible sign, no stigmas, no mracle you
can perform

You only ook at things differently, like a
si ck person who suddenly recovers his
health. There is a peace in you.

Anot her voice: Wat is it worth, really?

Bérot: It is extrenely val uabl e, because
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this vision and this peace were | acking
before and you were nuch nore m serable

wi thout it.

Anot her voice: Yeah, | guess it’s not bad
not to feel m serable.

Anot her voice: So, we just have to enjoy it?
Bérot: Yes. Even if you wanted to alleviate
t he wei ght of the days for the people around
you who may feel m serable, what woul d you
say?

Sonet hing |ike:

“I know sonething that will change
everything. You see, life is
wonderful .”

They woul d exam ne you carefully and, if
they determ ne that you are not drunk, they
woul d shrug and ask if you becane suddenly a
bi shop or sonet hi ng.

Truly, they would not think you know
anyt hi ng about how wonderful life really is,
because they woul d renenber you yelling and
cursing when small things did not go your
way.

They woul d concl ude that you are not w se

enough to know how to see things
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differently, anyway.

And if you insisted, they could even ask:
“Stop talking like that. Is the devil
in your soul ?”

Consequently, you would have to hi de what

you know.

In a way, you woul d have to hide your

spirit.

You would, as | see it, be forced to be “a

hi dden prophet.”

Anot her voice: So, nobody will ever know?

Bérot: At tinmes, you will be asked.

Curiously, Bérot never fully endorsed Brasquet’s attenpt to
explain his “secret,” even before the Inquisition took aim at

t he manuscri pt.

O course, Bérot did not trust that the witten words coul d

fully transmt what he neant. Also, we saw that Bérot was a | ess

t han average student, which is not excessively inportant in the

real mof spirituality. Consequently, he did not give any
particul ar value to books. For him the secret had to be
transmtted through direct questions. As he said:

“At tinmes, you will be asked.”

Then, the secret could be passed to sonmeone else if the

ri ght question arose. That question, which was truly the key to
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open any spiritual dial ogue, could conme from anot her

pari shioner, or even froma Prince or a King, if you are a

fol ktale hero. Then, in a rare nonent of thorough exchange, the
other inquiring mnd catches a glinpse of the secret, or perhaps
sinply the will to ook for it.

One can see a certain contradiction between that theory and
the fact that Bérot was a preacher, someone who was not waiting
for a question but volunteered to offer nore or less forcefully
what he knew on his public.

Brasquet answered that very claimin one of his “anonynous”
texts kept in the library. According to him a preacher was a
man whose m ssion was to praise God and help H s Nane be present
in the parishioners’ mnds.

In other words, the preacher could say “There is a Secret,”
wi t hout being able to ever approach the nature of this Secret in

any form of preaching.

In a typical folktale, during the exceptional comrunication
bet ween the king and the poor, wise man, usually the roles are
rapidly reversed: the nobl eman begs for nore wi sdom while the
poor man shows sone frustration towards the high ranked
i gnor ant .

But the cause of this awkward reversal is less a karmc
cycle of social revenge than the unspeakabl e nature of the

secret.
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|f the secret resists the transm ssion to a bel oved who is
suffering, it will be very nuch opaque for instance, to a
courtesan who knows truly very little about things of the sou
and whose everyday concerns are essentially material or even at
times, purely greedy.

| f the “hidden prophets are in our mdst,” we can say that Beérot
denocrati zes prophecy. However, he would not conpare a “hidden
prophets,” a mere acconplished man of sorts, to a biblical
prophet .

But, in our dejected world, “hidden prophets” were supposed
to have sone inportance for the religious souls. They were a
“bridge.”

Bérot clainmed that these “prophets” were not scarce. Then,
it was natural for his listeners to ask him was he, Bérot, one
of thenf

Bérot did not mnd answering this question somewhat
affirmatively. Yes, he had resigned hinself to be one anonynous
prophet in some ways. But he would add quickly the words: At
times. And even nore rapidly: “As nuch as the next person.”

| magi ni ng Bérot as a “hidden prophets” is easier for us. W
can forma certain idea of himthrough his sayings, and | end him
nmore or | ess consciously, a certain Socratic appearance.

For his contenporaries, that was nore of a stretch. At

first glance, this small and skinny person with a sickly | ook,
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maybe a twitch in his eyes and, oddly enough, an apparent | ack
of confidence when he woul d not speak publicly, did not inspire

awe and admrati on.

At Le Tertre de Carces nonastery, Bérot el aborated on the
conpari sons between “hi dden prophets” and “bi blical prophets.”

The nature of their nmessages was quite dissimlar. One
war ned the people to change their ways, or else the consequences
woul d be quite harrowi ng. The other one dealt solely with an
i ndi vidual and his relationship to the world around him (i.e.,
to God, for the nonk Bérot).

The first one was chosen by God. He had no choice but to
obey. He remai ned a man of God and was given sone nmeans to prove
who he was in the eyes of their contenporaries. The other was a
seeker. Hi s prophecy was not bestowed on himat once. He had to
willingly enter a certain path. O course, he may al so have felt
he had been chosen (the concept of grace), but, in any case, he
had to actively search God. Hi s nessage was, once again, a new
appreciation of life rather than a purely eschatol ogi cal one.

But it was prophetic in the sense that it conveyed a nessage
fromGod (the Truth):
“Qbey the Truth in order to achieve the
Truth.”
Al so, the “hidden prophets” could |lose this grace. In the

poens of |ove and | oss, when the nystique |oses tenmporarily this
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secret, he or she laments the abandonnment by the Bel oved, |ike

the forlorn voice in the Song of Songs. For Bérot/Brasquet, the
abandonnent was triggered by the seeker’s own |ack of strength

or faith. It was, in a way, self-inflicted, because of the

inherent frailty of the seeker’s w | power.

It is apparent that Bérot confused constantly many terns, |ike
“hi dden prophets” and “seekers,” or el sewhere “nen of prayer,”
as well as grace, prophecy, truth, know edge, etc. He was aware
that muddling all these words could be detrinental to a solid
communi cation with his peers and disciples, but he resigned

hi msel f to bei ng sel dom understood, thanks to the flawed nature
of words.

That observation did not stop himfromtaking quite a bit
of tinme, before each sernon, to choose different biblica
sources, linking themarbitrarily in order to equate certain
terms, such as grace, truth, secret, etc., wth a seal of
ort hodoxy, as to validate his deductions.

Martin De Ll eda was nmuch nore reticent to m x up words and
concepts. The cardinal and the Dom ni can abbot had many
di scussions on that topic, as we can see indirectly reported in
t he nonastery Books of Hours.

Because of Martin’'s probing, Bérot had to refine somewhat
his fornmulations. It is a shane that Martin and Bérot did not

eventually sit down to wite a new version of Readings of the
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Bi ble on Truth and Grace. W coul d have had, possibly, an

out standi ng spiritual work.

The concept of “hidden prophet” became a commonpl ace at Le
Tertre de Carces. One day, the Books of Hours reported that
Fat her Garné asked:

“I's Aquel hom a hi dden prophet ?”

Aguel hom was a peculiar man who had an anbi guous reputation
in the region. An anchorite nonk, he lived in the Northern high
hills, at least a whole traveling day fromLe Tertre de Carces.
He woul d cone several tines a year to the nonastery to get sone
food, not even bothering to stop and beg in the cl oser ham ets.

During his stay at the nonastery, Aquel homused a m ni mum
of words, and he was not about to waste them on politeness and
thanks. His halts were as short as possible. He never ate with
t he nonks, but took tinme to bundle nethodically, for hours, his
provi sions, before | eaving w thout a goodbye.

The villagers feared himinstinctively. He was not one of
t hese weak-m nded nonks that young people could nock. He
genui nely avoi ded human conpany. Wien he crossed path with a
peasant or a man of el evated social status, he would pass as if
they were invisible.

| f anybody bothered him he blasted wi thout ever slow ng
down, a sudden, thunderous and chilling “What!” or “Wat do you

want!” that was |ess of a question than the om nous threat of a
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dami ng cur se.

Bérot thought that Aquel hom was a hi dden prophet. He could
not justify clearly why. Maybe he adm red secretly Aquel hom s
di sdain for comon rul es. Perhaps he wi shed to have nore of the
anchorite’s unyiel di ng deneanor ?

Martin de LLeda was of course nore skeptical. Seem ngly
oblivious to where he was staying, Martin would habitually
criticize the nonachal way of life. He repeated that seeking God
in the confort of the cell, surrounded and protected by people
of the sane faith, was nuch less difficult than keepi ng God
while struggling in the nundane life.

For him anchorites were even nore m staken than regul ar
nonks who were thenselves inferior to the religious nmen seeking
God within the secular, trivial world; or to put it nore
bluntly, “in the society of sinners.”

“Finding God in the conpany of sinners is
nore commendabl e than finding Hmin the
society of virtuous nmen,” he liked to
decl are.

One may find these criticisns agai nst nonks and anchorites
rat her paradoxical, comng fromMartin de Lleda. After all, the
cardi nal also benefited greatly fromspiritual coziness, to say
t he | east.

Martin had to acknow edge that “coziness” was a good

synonym for the material confort he has indeed enjoyed in
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Avi gnon.

However, and he had sone of his coded Avignon witings to
prove it, he strongly denied he knew any type of “spiritual
coziness” at the papal court.

In a passage where he described in subtle, conceal ed
met aphors his life as a cardinal, Martin clainmed that being in
t he conpany of the Church principal “Commanders” (sic) was

“spiritually strenuous.”

Fat her Garné’s question about Aquel hom ended up curiously being
determnant for Martin de Lleda s personal spiritual route.

After his criticismof nmonachal and anchorite way of life,
he had to logically take hinself as a nodel in the search for
“virtue in the forest of sin.”

Martin considered hinself, |like many in his days, a
wandering, spiritual knight. In the papal palace or on the road,
he saw hinself as a seeker of the Truth. That trait was, indeed,

what had brought himat Le Tertre de Carces.

Actually, long before his visit to Le Tertre de Carces, a
certain period of Martin de Lleda’s |ife puzzled greatly this
particular “spiritual knight”: his prolonged stay in Senez
Speaki ng openly in a nonastery about conpl ex, puzzling
situations taking place in a profane court, was somewhat tricky.

Martin could not use concrete terns, but vague transpositions of
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a fewinteresting adventures illustrating his own, genuine quest
for the divine, in a nost nundane real m

Qovi ously, the peculiar nature of certain details could
have been m sconstrued. Thus, Martin had to dilute greatly these
all-inportant cases in point. He was, so to speak, reduced to
beat about the bush

But, thanks to our nodern historical tools and resources,
we can reconstruct approxi mately what Senez neant for Martin de
Ll eda and why it was, in his mnd, a conpelling illustration of
his technique of searching “virtue in the forest of sin.”

Actually, if we think about it, in front of our incredul ous
eyes, Martin is walking the tightrope that, blaspheny of al

bl asphem es), strangely links sins and virtues.

Martin de Ll eda had been naned at a rather young age, the vicar-
general for the Duke of Senez. He becane actually his ém nence
grise.

In Senez as much as in Avignon, a few years later, Martin
was attendi ng very nmundane affairs. However, there, his eternal
guest for God and the Truth shone in a peculiar way.

Several tinmes, in his letters to an ex-fell ow student who
had stayed in Toul ouse, Martin claimed that those days in Senez
were “his nost glorious spiritual adventure!”

Let nme repeat that astonishing sentence. At a tine when he

was not yet a cardinal, but had already net a few of the nost
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influential Christian theoreticians of his century, and travel ed
extensively from Spain to Belgium via Paris, Martin wote that
his stay in Senez was “his nost glorious spiritual adventure!”
Here is an illustration of this feat. The followi ng lyrical

poem dating fromthe Senez period, is so different from
anything Martin de Ll eda ever wote that | have wondered if he
was its actual author, or if he was just quoting some anonynous,
religious poet.

“I'f 1 amlying down, Thou show ne the

Creati on Adam coul d nane;

If I walk, Thou recite the litany of all the

gl ori ous angel s crossing our path;

If I sit down, Thou invite ethereal voices

to sing the praises of Your pilgrins

If | eat, Thou provide what is in ny plate;

If | suffer, Thou smle as the Mther who

found the long lost child

If | die, Thou dispose the snpboth sand anong

all the black pebbles for ny bare feet to

foll ow Your Path..

VWhat did trigger Martin's spiritual bliss?
He resided in a castle where he was honored and, according
to some vicious, but w de-spread runors, where he could pursue

with inpunity a discreet and astoni shing exploration of carnal
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know edge.

Many researchers before us have studied the exact functions
of Martin, his power and his relationships to various nenbers of
the Senez court. In this instance, the historians di spose of
several independently concurring sources, including records and
t he inval uabl e poens of the troubadour Escoubou d’ Aligres, who
was a protégée of the Duke.

Loved and panpered, Martin was indeed...in heaven.

During a discussion, Bérot stated that
“Heaven is when God opens our spiritual
sight.”

Martin marvel ed at the expression “to be in Heaven” and
asserted that he had been there, alnost literally. Then, he
asked Bérot, his supposedly heretic friend, what nmade his
spiritual bliss superior to Martin’s nore “worldly,” al
enconpassi ng paradi se, encountered in Senez? Wren't they
equally gifts from God?

O course, Martin did not clearly enunerate all the
i ngredi ents that conposed his personal slice of Eden.

Nonet hel ess, Bérot was baffled by the question.

From a di stance, we may agai n wonder who was truly the
“heretic” or the blasphener, and who was the nore conservative

of the two?
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Brasquet de Laons, recorded the exchange between Bérot and
Martin about the expression “being in Heaven.”
In response to Brother Martin' s question about the nature
of bliss, Bérot uttered:
“Spiritual bliss does not need an external
source, |ike warnth, physical contentnent,
or praises. It conmes within the soul and
ends in the soul”.
To which, Martin qui pped:
“I'sn’t any pure joy, any feeling of elation,
when properly acknow edged as com ng from
God, a satisfactory prayer to HinP”
And he quoted a Psal mthat Brasquet scrupul ously copi ed:
“Praise Hmw th the soundi ng of the trunpet
Praise Hmwth the harp and lyre
Praise Hmw th tanbourine and danci ng,
Praise Hmwth the strings and flute,
Praise Hmw th resoundi ng cynbal s.
Let everything that has breath praise Hinf
Anot her voi ce, perhaps one of the Gratien brothers, asked
Brother Martin if he considered hinself to be a “hidden
prophet.”
Martin answered unequi vocally “No.”
Bérot, faithful to his own theory, had to add:

“At times, of course you are.”
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The story did not say whether Martin | aughed, shrugged or
nodded.
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VIIl O Canels and Regrets

The National Library of Russia in Saint Petersburg has a
treasure of nedi eval manuscripts. If you are so inclined, you
may ask to see the Guiart des Mulins collection. For reference,
GQuiart or Guyart was the first translator of the Bible into
French, in 1294. You nmay then browse through a few sanpl es of
the precious Historical Bible of Guyart, and various Catal an and
Vaudoi s Bi bl es.

There is also a series of other texts fromvarious origins
grouped toget her under a rather general and slightly anonal ous
title: “Post Guiart des Mulins School, 14'" Century, France”

A study of the parchnment on which they were witten shows
that it was made either by the nonks at Le Tertre de Carces, or
froman amazingly simlar recipe.

If we trace these pages back to our library, there is

little doubt that these “anonynous letters” were in fact witten
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by Martin De Lleda, during his stay at Le Tertre de Carces.
These letters have a vague dedication, “To ny |lords and
protectors,” and a signature as indistinguishable “Your
servant,” but they were sent to nobody in particular.
We surm se that they were nost certainly topics for
reflections and debates in the nonastery.

Bef ore giving an exanple of these “letters,” we should answer a
remark that some yawni ng but astute reader nay conceive, while
staring at the excerpts:

“How cone this pseudo “reflection letter”

| ooks like the previous text | just read,

whi ch was supposed to be “so different from

anything Martin ever wote.”

Moreover, is there any distinction between

t hese two passages, considered to be the

same voice at different tinmes, and all the

vari ous voices quoted so far?”

You can imagine that, if | allow such a pointed criticism
to hit these pages, it is because | believe to have sone type of
answer, or at |east, an excuse.

The problemwi th these quotes is that the narrator and the
translator of all these different sources are the sane person.

| deal |y, the style should change with each quote to

adequately render the particul ar expressions of each witer or
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speaker. But that would require sone authentic literary skills,
which may be in very small supply in this book.

On the bright side, these literally nonotonous quotes do
chal l enge the reader’s inmagination and creativity and

consequently, do provide a test of sort.

Here is a typical page fromthese “Post CGuiart des Mulins
School ,” that we believe to be have been witten by Martin de
Ll eda during his Tertre de Carces peri od:

“l fought great battles wthin nyself and

agai nst el evated and denonic foes. It was

said that | was a knight with a black vel vet

robe and a wal king stick, and that | won

of t en.

| was wearing a splendid, shining arnor, as

light as silk, stronger than the heaviest

nmet al .

Wunded at tines, even ny scars are of

pl easant vermlion |ines.

Now, | nust follow an ancient path in the

hope to strike down the ultinmate dragon.

| 1 ook around and nothing seens famliar.

Not hi ng i s recogni zabl e.

If my King sent nme in exile, why didn’t He

warn nme?
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| amalone and | cry ny past glory.
Age nust have weakened ny sight, for | do
not see ny friends and ny allies no | onger
are there. My sword is rust heavy.”

We find here obviously the theme of the spiritual knight,
so dear to Martin and to nedieval literature in general.

El sewhere in the manuscript, the sane hand noted:

“Pierre de Vaux never gave up as much as |
did”.

The reader nmay have forgotten that Pierre de Vaux |ived
about one century before Martin. He was a rich nmerchant from
Lyon, who gave away his wealth, to become a wandering preacher.
He is said to be the founder of the Wl densians, a spiritual
nmovenent whose phil osphy paralells Saint Francis’s, but that was
decl ared heretic for preaching w thout perm ssion of the | ocal
cl ergy.

Popes never seemto work a lot on their religious open-

m ndedness, do they?

Martin De Lleda was actually not a great fan of Pierre de Vaux.
As a matter of fact, he struggled mghtily with the concept of
poverty as a saintly virtue.

In all religions, there is a consensus that wealth and
ultimate truth do not nesh very well.

Chur ches, needing noney to be built and naintained, are
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nore lenient towards the rich: with a fair anmobunt of good deeds
and the right quantity of devotion, salvation may be within
reach.

But the prevailing thought is that acquiring riches takes
time and perhaps a certain anount of shrewdness and sel fishness.
It is difficult to picture Jesus, the nodel for all Christians,
preaching for capital, plus value, productivity and exploitation
of others. And of course, the fanbus epi sode when Jesus actually

chased the nerchants fromthe tenple conmes imediately to m nd

Since Pierre de Vaux was just nentioned, let us read a few
passages on the topic, from“The Knights of Poverty,” a docunent
t hought to be witten by Pierre de Vaux hinself, but that was in
fact conposed nore than 50 years after his death.
Even apocryphal, it typifies the religious contenpt for the

riches. And please, do forgive, here also, the translator’s
typi cally nonot onous style.

“The one who is tornmented by his shop, his

profit, his trade, can go to church and give

alnms to the poor...However, his tornent is

still his master, not Cod.

Perhaps will he be forgiven, for nobody

knows how i mense God’ s nercy is.

()

The one who gives away his shop, his profit,
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his trade, has nothing left. He is like a
young infant in his nother’s arns. If not
for his nother’s |ove, he would die.

(.)

The man occupi ed by his tornment hears many
i nhar noni ous voi ces. But God speaks very
softly to H's faithful |isteners. How would
Hi s voice be heard by the tornented man?
(.)

And ny (femal e) servant (says Etienne

D nant, an epitomc rich nmerchant) has no
shop, no profit, no noney. She is poor and
she does not know God any better than I,
rich and powerful.”

To which, we answer: The one who knows,
knows that being tornmented by many things is
the rule anong nen. The rich nmerchant sees
nor e shadows danci ng before his spiritua
eyes, than the poor man who depends on
sinple life and God’ s good grace. Therefore,
he has even | ess chances to see His Majesty
than his poor servant.

(.)

And (a saint nman) asked (Etienne D nant):

“How nmuch of your day is devoted to the
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Lord?”

The nerchant answered: “My day is very ful
and conplex. | nust work a lot, so | can
give a big purse to the poor on Sunday, in

t he name of our Lord.”

But the saint man scolded him *“If your day
is full, and conpl ex thoughts turn around
your head, how could you let the Lord in
your heart?”

To which we add: for the good offering on
Sunday, how many sins did the nmerchant
commt during his week?

()

W thout the Poor, the R ch can not be saved,
for he would only accumul ate his infernal
weal th wi thout being able to give the sacred
al nms.

If the Lord sees a glimrer of contenpt as
the Rich gives to the Poor, the Lord strikes
the Rich to eternal Hell, for w thout the
Poor allow ng a good deed, the R ch would be
nore m serabl e than a beast.

This is why a nan who gi ves one hundred gold
coins to the poor will be sent to harsh

Judgnent if he told hinmself in his heart he
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is superior to the poor.

And this is why if another man gives only
one | oaf of bread, begging the poor to
accept it as a gift fromthe poor to him

that man will be | auded in the Heavens.”

Curiously, the fanmous “It is easier for a canel to go through a
needl e's eye, than for a rich man to enter into the kingdom of
God,” which seens so intuitively obvious to nost peopl e,
especially religious ones, troubled Martin De Lleda to no end.

He argued often that a poor nonk preoccupied by his
pittance is further fromthe Kingdomthan a rich nan who sees
God in his wealth and gi ves H mthanks.

There is no doubt that on this topic as on nany others, he
| ocked horns with Bérot, whose predictable position foll owed
Matt hew (6:24): “Material goods are your master. How can you

obey two masters (Mammon and God) ?”

Let us go back to the “Post Guiart des Mulins School, 14!
Century, France” parchnents.

By the way, would it be interesting for anyone to know how
on earth a few pages witten in a Provencal nonastery made their
way to Russia?

| believe |I have the information, ready to serve as

material for a book or a novie a la “The red violin,” the 1998
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feature filmwhere the viewer could follow the peregrinations of
aviolin, built inltaly, transported to various countries
before being sold, three hundred years | ater, in Canada.

In our case, we would marvel how the nedieval letters were
nmoved with a few other manuscripts to Apt in 1378, and then to
Paris, St Denis, Versailles, Madrid (Spain), The Hague

(Netherlands), Lille (France), Berlin and St Petersburg.

Here cones a nonmentous occurrence where the readers and their
witer |lanment together, in a rare nonent of conmunion, the
regrettabl e absence of footnotes.
Were are we in the chapter, in the book, in the grand
schenme of things?
No need to go back and try to nmake head or tail of our
| ocation, unless you have a taste for frustration and
puni shnent .
Shoul d we rather ask:
“Does it matter? Is life linear? Is your
daily life flowng logically between point A
and point B? Wiy woul d this book be
organi zed, while chaos reigns outside?”
O course, the answer to this iffy reasoning is precisely
because “chaos reigns outside,” that a book should be cl ean and
or gani zed.

O should it?
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The last letter of the St Petersburg collection, presunably
witten by Martin de Lleda toward the end of his stay at Le
Tertre de Carces, had of course the sanme calligraphy as the
others, but its tone was very different. It was not plaintive,
acrinoni ous, or purely argunentative.

Martin, in the beginning of the letter, circled around the
CGospel ' s fanmous Canel parable, voicing as usual his wariness
before the affirmation of the sanctity of poverty, alnost as if
he wanted to understand poverty as a religious nyth nore than a
literal quality.

However, his conclusion, that we are copying here, seens
particularly astonishing. Martin shifts to a nore colorful tone:

“One day, a very high bishop saved a poor
man froman i mense grief. One week | ater,
he accused wongfully an innocent girl and
demanded for her to be burnt at stakes.

Was it the sane bishop? Yes, it was.

This girl, who had been condemmed, was brave
and spirited. She was a heroin worthy of
lyrical epics. But sonme knew she caused her
not her’ s death

Was it the sane girl? Yes, it was.

Poor man, rich man, nobl eman, comoner, how

l[inmpid is your heart?
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You stagger forward for two steps and this
is your life.
You claimand proclaim and your words fly
around, at tinmes as proud birds of prey; at
tinmes, lighter than sparrows.
But your clothes and your flesh, even your
bones will turn to dust. Your fortune or
absence of fortune will not count any nore
than the flutter of a butterfly that has
lived one day.
But did your heart remain [inpid nost of
your day in this world?
This is why poor and rich, nobl enen and
commoners nust watch their heart, not one
day, one season, but at every nonent.
None is exenpt; all nust care to have a
[inmpid heart.
None is exenpt; not even nmen with purple
robes, not even nen with scepters, not even
men who lived in mud huts, or those who
lived in caves.”
The tedious translation fails certainly to show the
di fference of cadence and assonances adopted by the author in
t hese |ines.

In a way, this last letter shows how Martin de Ll eda,



Cohen/ The Man Who /Knew/ 107

wi thout ever admitting it outwardly, had to alter his very own
intellectual positions and, maybe even his spirituality because
of the nonastery influence, especially Bérot’'s subtle affect.

Such a transformation could very well be one of the nost
difficult tasks for a human being, and especially a nan of
religion. Nothing is nore devastating than to acknow edge that
our faith was partially m staken, in sonme way.

It is certain that the letter we just read actually
reflected one of the conclusions of Martin de Lleda’s stay at Le
Tertre de Carces. Its Bérot-like, “prophetic” tone reflected
Bérot’'s influence on the ex-cardinal of Mircia.

It was the first tine that the question “Did your heart
remain |inpid nost of your days in this world?” appeared in
Martin de Lleda’ s religious work.

Isn’t asking oneself new questions a sign of personal

evol uti on?
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X1l Medi eval anger managenent and revol utionary theories

Martin De Ll eda has been indeed inflenced by his stay at |le
Tertre de Carces at nore than one |level. For instance, it is
wel | docunented that he had a volatile tenperanent. This trait
may have passed for sone type of byproduct of |eadership when he
was a cardinal. But in a nonastery, it was considered a very
contenptible flaw

Several tines, Brother Martin brought up that topic to be
debated with the other nonks. He took sonme wi se and nobl e
resolutions, only to wite later a contrition note, or a |ament
he probably sung with great sentinent after each bout of bad
t enmper .

In nedi eval tines, nost nonasteries were quite harsh on
sinners in their mdst. It was not rare to see sonme friar
flagellating hinself to the blood in front of the conmmunity for

havi ng nade a m stake during nass.
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O course, at Le Tertre de Carces, under Father Garné’'s
benevol ent gui dance, these spectacles would have seened a bit
odd. Nonet hel ess, the nonks took their errors very seriously.
And our ex-cardinal genuinely hated his tenporary | osses of
sel f-control

Wth his famliar anbi guous sense of hunor (or was he
serious?) Father Garné suggested that a discreet castration may
remedy his problem

“I know from experience that when you reach
a certain age, sone denons do not have
access to you. Strangely, w thout these
denons, one gets |ess upset, and remnains
very nmuch cal ner.”

That quip stroke Martin as very insightful. Not that he
envi sioned any drastic surgery! Actually, the opposite was for
hi m a hypothesis nost interesting to consider. Martin renenbered
that during his blessed tine in Senez, he was even tenper ed.
Thus, there seened to be indeed a correlation between his bad
tenper and the driest chastity he had to endure at Le Tertre de
Car ces.

Martin did not dare to voice the follow ng conclusion in so
many words: his experience proved that conplete fulfillnent of
carnal craving had very nuch the sanme spiritual effect as
castration. Mreover, this solution appeared to be way | ess

pai nful and definitive than a dramatic organ renoval
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| f he could never utter this rather radical idea, Brother Martin
could carefully bring to the attention of the other nonks sone
t heoretical questions about chastity.

One of the nonastery’ s Book of Hours echoed one of the
debates. The details were not given, but we have a few |lines
sumari zing a conclusion. The tone |l eads us to believe it was
probably pronounced by Bérot: celibacy was not only a comrand of
the Holly Church, but it was a noble struggle against all sorts
of inner denons, a war that the spiritual Knight had to wage.

Curiously, that rather orthodox conclusion did not
frustrate Martin de Lleda. Understanding the correl ati on between
his |l ack of control over his npbods and conplete chastity had
somewhat appeased him

A coupl e of weeks after this realization, Brother Martin
went once again before his peers with a new argunentati on:

“The sane way a rich man can dedicate his

wealth to the Lord, a man can dedicate the
act of love and its happiness to the Lord,
Who gave many great treasures to nen.”

“A grateful heart is a linpid heart”, repeated Martin.

O course, the thought was quickly rebuffed because it was
found to be easily perneable to excess. This tine again, Martin

did not seemtoo insistent in defending his argunent.
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One may see Martin’s reasoning as an attenpt to pronote
unabashed perm ssiveness. But a closer |ook shows that little by
little, the ex-cardinal was actually el aborating nothing | ess
than a new spiritual theory.

In the region of Le Tertre de Carces, in the early 14'"
Century, Good and Evil, with all their dualistic manifestations,
rei gned over philosophy and spirituality.

The virtuous kni ght was supposed to fight his enemes with
a heavy, sharp, nerciless sword. Martin |oved this conbative
i mage as nuch as the next son (or nephew) of the Inquisition.

But he progressively fathonmed that by allowi ng his inner
enenm es to be “nanmed, addressed, acknow edged as creations of
the Lord Hi nself, sent for the betterment of the human soul,” he
could overconme them nuch better than with an “inner blade” that
al ways seemto allow for this hydra to grow new heads and
t ent acl es.

In other words, Martin de Ll eda conceived the spiritua
strategy of carefully yielding without breaking. O, as a
strange passage of the nonastery’ s Book of Hours, |ikely echoing
Brother Martin' s argunents, puts it:

“Strong enemes, blindly fought, may very
wel | defeat us.

Wiy woul d a man believe he is stronger than
his own dark passions?

That is why the wise prince sends his best
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di plomats with precious gifts to speak to
hi s enem es.
The prince’'s em ssaries salute the dreaded
adversaries as they nmust, and say:

“Wn’t you join our prince in his

crusade?”
So, instead of fighting the prince, the
enenm es consi der the proposal and understand
what the crusade truly is and all the
benefits they can harvest fromjoining the
prince, and they becone enthralled by the
gl ori ous project.
And so, the wi se man does not rush blindly
agai nst his nost insidious weaknesses. He
prays his Protector and with Hmin his
heart, descends to their caves and addresses
t hem

“Wn't you join ne to give thanks to

t he Lord?”
And the deforned affinities, who would have
| aughed if the wi se soul would have dared to

battl e them nust bow before the Lord.”

I f we think about it, such a nessage was again much nore

“heretical” than any of Bérot’'s reflections about G ace, Truth
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or the Holly Spirit.

To illustrate that great originality, |let us exam ne the
i nhabi tants of the nonastery reactions to Martin's spiritual
expl orations.

First, who were these residents?

We nentioned that when Bérot cane back to Le Tertre de
Carces, nost of the nonks left, in a strange exanple of “human
connected vessel s.”

But nost of the novices stayed, because of Father Garné’s
personal charisma, we may assunme. Truth nust be told however
that the great magjority of themdid not have any choice but to
stay. They cane as oblates at a young age and, ill-equipped to
confront the external world, they found nore confortable to
remain in the friendly confines they had known their whol e
lives.

All in all, there were close to fifteen novices who spent
t heir days doing chores and going to nasses. Garné insisted they
al so spent sone time witing and reading in the excellent
nonastery library.

They al so attended the nonks’ deliberations and debates
called in this particular nonastery “Peranbul ati ons,” although
t he novices could not directly voice their opinions.

Al nost everyday, nonks and novi ces gathered after the
prayer of Vespers, and wal k back and forth in the forecourt.

In the begining of the nonastery, the Dom ni cans used these


http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Vespers

Cohen/ The Man Who /Knew/ 114

“Peranbul ations” to recite fromnenory the quotes of the Fathers
of the Church they thought appropriate for the day or around
certain circunstances.

When he becanme Fat her Abbot, Garné transformed these
practices, albeit healthy fromthe nmenory, into discussions.

By ther time Martin cane to visit Bérot, the
“Peranbul ati ons” were the nost inportant event of the day.
Everyone debated. Since the rule prohibited the novices from
intervening directly, they would wite notes and questions at
the end of the “Peranbul ations” in a special page placed next to
the current Book of Hours. The next day, one of the nonks would
read these notes during the new Peranbul ation

The event became basically quite static. Instead of wal king
back and forth, everybody stood in front of the church or in the
refectory when the weat her was incl enent.

Luckily, we have sonme of the pages submtted by the
novi ces. They provide us sone precious supplenentary information
about the discussions between Bérot and Martin.

They al so show that when Brother Martin first cane at Le
Tertre de Carces, the novices were very nuch under his charm
They were smtten by Martin's erudition and his talent to
irrepressibly nmake his point. Conversely, they took Bérot’s
statenments wth nore than a grain of salt

But as tine went on, and as Martin started to bring up his

newest cogitations, the great majority of the novices grew very
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unconfortable with his unusual and often contradictory ideas.
Then, they nore or |ess counted on Bérot to oppose in their

names, Martin’s rather radical thinking.

The resistance of these young nedieval mnds to fairly

i nnovative concepts is quite interesting. W nust first notice
that Martin did not bully his ideas on his peers or on the

novi ces. As an ex-tenant of the Church orthodoxy, he knew very
wel | he was wal ki ng on dangerous grounds. That is why he was
extrenely careful to use only general fornmulations, as if he was
merely toying with hypotheses.

He woul d typically preface his reasoning with this type of
sent ence:

“Now, for the sake of resolving arduous
phi |l osophical and religious matters, let’s
suppose that soneone woul d say..’

But, as we have just nentioned, even with these
precautions, the novices grew nore and nore wary towards the
bright and nysterious traveling friar.

In the nmeanwhil e, as anot her exanple of “human connected
vessels,” Bérot’'s popularity anong the novices rose. CQur
hypot hetical heretic appeared like a mldly conservative priest
conpared to the ex-cardinal who, as we know, was supposed to
judge himin the name of the Church.

In short, Martin started to spook everybody with his
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deducti ons.

At that point, Bérot began to fear that another schismwas goi ng
to erupt at Le Tertre de Carces. He even voiced the concern
that, through Bérot’s numerous personal enenies, the Pope could
hear about Martin’s own reasoning and |ink very unfavorably both
of them That possibility could |lead to extrenely inconveni ent
consequences for everybody's well-being in the nonastery.

Bérot decided to act swiftly and, with Father Garné’s
bl essing, he called the community to gather for a formal sernon
to be delivered on Easter Sunday 1324, after the Ofices and the
grand nmass.

Bérot prepared very carefully his sernon. He asked his
friend Brasquet de Laons, to research in the Fathers Texts and

in the Scriptures all the quotes he needed.

Shall | toot ny own horn? Since nobody el se would, | nust
indicate that one can find that sernon in its integrality, in
t he thorough but still unobtainable “The Library of Tertre de
Carces in the 14'" Century” (Addendum Ms. CCXVI).

Il will just summarize that sernon here.

Brasquet’s research for the sernon was a rather succinct,
conpact conpendiumthat constituted in fact one of a three part
address. This purely academ c el ement was named “the recitato”.

The second part was Bérot’s inspired inprovisations (exposito”)
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on the thene, and the third part was the “respons” that saw
Martin' s intervention.

That dial ectical pattern was suggested by Martin, who
apparently also fretted a division anong the novices, and naybe

t he subsequent intervention of the Pope.

In the texts found in the Books of Hours, we can have glinpses
of many friendly but often vehement exchanges between Martin and
Bérot. But in this very instance, we witness a close cooperation
between the two religious nmen, in order to try to prevent
further turnmoil at Le Tertre de Carces.

Bérot’ s Easter Sunday reconciliatory sernon in three
conplex parts was an application of a peculiar technique
concei ved by no other than Martin hinself. He had el aborated
that dialectical tool to convince other nenbers of the high
clergy, when he was in Avignon.

In the foll ow ng paragraph, we will exam ne its blueprint.
So, the reader who woul d be, unbelievably, conpletely
uninterested by rhetorical strategies, can rejoin our

(electrifying) story, around the follow ng paragraph.

Let’s say that the Cardinal Martin de LI eda wanted to convi nce
the Church to buy a certain property. Let’s also inmagine that
this particular expense was w dely unpopul ar anong the ot her

Pope’ s counsel ors.
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First, Martin de Ll eda would gather several inspiring,
wel | -chosen scholarly references to convince the assenbly. Then,
he woul d give his reasons for the potential transaction, making
his point, but also quoting alnost timdly a nmuch higher price
that the one he wanted to pay for the said property. He woul d
utter it in a deliberately hesitant and hunble tone, as if he
had sonme doubt .

At that point, he would have an acol yte, another esteened
bi shop he trusted, intervene as an “inpartial voice,” pointing
i n an exaggerated manner at the proposed anount. This
“adversary” would al so enunerate sone mnor flaws in the
cardinal’s exposé or in his past questionabl e deci sions.

Eventually, Martin would alter his position, first
reluctantly, and then whol eheartedly, full of l[oving contrition.
He woul d sidetrack into a juicy but anmbi guous nea cul pa, ending
up explaining at |length the past m sunderstandi ngs.

In his triunphant conclusion, the cardinal, certainly
touched by his audi ence’s righteousness, wanted to nmake anends.
Among his concessions, he would pay for the property a price
that would be highly satisfactory for the Church, thus saving a
great sum which could be used for many good deeds.

So, to the satisfaction of everyone, the notion to buy the

litigious property would be then unani nously adopt ed.

Sone readers will see in the process nothing but a vul gar scam
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el aborated with fancy Latin words.

O hers will indeed acknow edge the rel ative di shonesty of
the stratagem but without forgetting to admre its three parts,
alnost its three novenents, recitato, exposito, respons, like in
a nusical conposition. Besides, Martin’s sw ndling ways were
directed at cardinals and other dignitaries of the Church, which
makes the of fense sonewhat forgivable, in sonme eyes.

At another level, it is interesting to exam ne Bérot’s
Wil lingness to borrow Martin’s dial ectical technique in order to
convince the novices at Le Tertre, rather than to rely on his
usual own inspiration

In a next life, wouldn’t you like to wite a two-character
pl ay, of Tony Award or Pulitzer caliber, between a potenti al
heretic and his inquisitor, show ng their burgeoning trust
toward each other, leading to a solid friendship, while sonehow
i nfluenci ng each other to an inprobable reversal of philosophy?

Personally, | find their exchange quite exceptional. | do
not really recall the last tine | saw, in our glorious,
technol ogi cal | y advanced century, anybody considering
attentively a religious (philosophical, political) position
opposite to his or her own, and open enough to admt the
relative validity of these opposite views.

| nmust marvel again that it is quite a feat to inmagine
Bérot and Martin conversing and considering with respect the

ot her one’s position.
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| f you think about it, it is not that easy to have behind
you many years of faith, sacrifices, prayers, tine, energy,
tears, wll, efforts, etc. for your God, only to be confronted
by anot her religious approach, sonewhat contradicting yours.

Now, if you open yourself to the possibility that this
ot her systemis superior, or has qualities ignored by yours, al
your years of efforts and sacrifice may seem suddenly vai n.

What coul d be nore unacceptable than that feeling? Can
anyone | et such doubt eat up one’ s personal past, one spiritual
“identity”?

That is why it is usually much nore convenient for your
wel |l -being to hernetically close yourself to the other approach,

treat it as wong, dangerous and, why not, evil.

In Medieval tines, when a bout of msfortune fell on a region,
all eyes stared at the stranger or the one who was different,
the other. Then, sone preventive or reactionary neasures were
taken, like a pogromor the burning of a |ocal wtch.

You, my contenporary, enlightened friend, and ne, would not
do this, of course, would we? However, don’t we have a certain
propensity to judge quite negatively soneone from anot her
background, culture, social status, taste, etc.? Essentially,
aren’t we perhaps closer than we think to our nedieval
ancestors?

There is a direct filiation going froma sightless
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i nqui sitor burning a stranger, to a Nazi during World War |1, to
arelatively mld mannered, well-dressed fellow citizen anong
you and nme, who believes in his heart that all the woes of our
society are caused by this or that mnority. A brusque change in
the political climte and the “zeitgeist,” the spirit of the
times, and our dear neighbor Jekyll transfornms swiftly into a
fasci st Hyde.

It is atruismto affirmthat, nore often than not, very
l[ittle usually separates the inquisitor fromthe heretic he is
bound to condem. They are both equally entrenched in their
beliefs, both conpletely certain that they know the reality of
things and that the other one is at best a | ost sheep, if not an
execrabl e fiend.

In the Roman days, Christians were forced to convert or to
be killed. A few decades |ater, Christians forgot they were
victins of blind intolerance, and forced others to convert or to
be kill ed.

But at Le Tertre de Carces, two nmen had di scovered that the
ot her one was sincere in his search. Their paths were in no way
simlar, not even seem ngly parallel. But neither one felt
conpelled to drag the other away from his personal course.

And as we anal yze the texts the nonastery library has |eft
us, we can find amazing that sone of Martin’s discoveries

entered Bérot’s spirituality, and vice-versa.
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Now, if we go back to the question of understandi ng what nade
Bérot decide to adopt and adapt Martin s el aborate argunentative
stratagemrather than his own inspired “prophetic style,” we may
hypot hesi ze that Martin persuaded himthat his rhetorica

techni que was sinply proven and superior, because it could

convi nce w thout dividing.

Wth Bérot’s node for persuading others, sonme novices woul d
nost certainly take side for himwhile others would remain nore
critical. But with the ex-cardi nal verbal choreography, everyone
coul d approve the conclusion subtly pressed onto their m nds.

Personally, | like to think that Bérot was sinply curious
to try sonmething so conpletely different fromhis usual nodus

oper andi .

Anyway, here is what we can reconstitute of the Easter Sunday
sernon that seal ed the nonastery union, preventing any type of
schi sm anong t he novi ces.

In this passage, | did not include the details of the
recitato, nor Bérot’s long introduction that exposed in general
ternms, the dangers of m sconmuni cation

Recitato (wth references to Barnabas,
Epistle, 4, 5 etc.; Samuel I, 9, 10, etc.)
Bérot: (.) and this why the wi se nan
denounces the turnoil that rocks our sou

when Pride reigns upon it.
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What makes you speak up, Brother, if it is
not Pride?

Martin: | went to explore ny soul and yes,

t he nost obnoxi ous Pride reigned upon it.
Bérot: But did you descend there in the nane
of the Lord?

Martin: | did. In the nane of the Lord, as
every action we try to pursue, as nen of
God.

Bérot: Pride is for nerchants and | ower men
of weaponry.

Pride is for idle women whose sons can
joust. But how can they end up but wounded
or dead?

Pride is for nmen of high |lineage who are
about to be struck by m sfortune.

Martin: | thank you all for hearing ny
testinmony. As | confessed it earlier, | went
in ny inner sanctumwth all the humlity
could nuster. And there, | saw Pride as a
statue. However, | did not bow down before
this statue as a worshi per of the Col den
Cal f woul d have done.

Bérot: But you bowed down, nonethel ess?

Martin: | saluted it. As a nman who fi nds
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hi msel f hel pl ess before the great abysses of
men; as a poor man who is not a saint.

Who am | to think that | can triunph of the
denons that threaten the soul, just because
| was baptized; because | have received the
sacranents; because | pronounce the nane of
our Lord?

Bérot: Indeed. W will not forget that the
apostles, who all knew our Lord personally,
who could talk to Hm whose ranks anong nen
are the highest, all of them denied the

Lor d.

| f the apostles thensel ves denied H m what
could be the true strength of you and ne,
men of this Century?

Martin: This is how |l went to see Pride. My
intention was not to befriend it, but to

| ook up and down, w thout fear or horror or
contenpt. | | ooked strai ght and saw how vast
is the true size of ny eneny.

Bérot: Pride is indeed |like the Golden Calf,
a great object of idolatry, the cult of our
own i nportance.

And we are nere nortals who just sin a few

times before their |ast breath.
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| always marvel: why do we ever think know

anything at all?

Martin: | can only kneel down and pray.

Bérot: To whonf®

Martin: To the One Who is unique.

Bérot: |Is there anything God has not

creat ed?

Martin: No. That is why |I can rejoice: al

has been nmade by our Lord.

Bérot: He created also the trials for the

soul .

Martin: As such, the trials are creations,

just as we are.

Bérot: Are you saying that you nust respect

Pride and other ills of the soul, as

chil dren of God?

Martin: Once the man of God sees Pride and

other ills of the soul as creations, they

| ose their mal evol ence.

At this point, Bérot addressed directly the assenbly, with
one of his patented tirades.
He ventured to affirmthat understandi ng others was nore

difficult, but infinitely nmore virtuous, than blindly,
i gnorantly condemmi ng them

“I't is paranmount to patiently inquire, in
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the Spirit of the Lord, in the respect of
men, His Creation.

As we conmmuni cate wth others, as we

consi der the depths of our own souls, we
must al ways renenber that to respect God is
respect His creation, outside of ourselves
and inside of ourselves.”

Bérot repeated deliberately several tinmes the sane
concl usi on: what seened i nappropriate, such as apparently
fraternizing wwth Pride and ot her prejudices of the soul (as
Sai nt Jane Austen woul d have said), was in fact a cunning
technique to fight the terrible enem es of the soul.

Proceedi ng that way, the sensible nonk was not rushing
blindly to a spiritual hazard, since so nany before himhad
failed mserably. Wearing “the Saint Nane of the Lord” to the
Battl e, the wi se nonk was choosing a nore subtle approach, so he

could truly fulfill his mssion as a Knight of God.

Was it the end of the sernon? My readers hope so. The novices
t hought so. After all these rather abstruse rationalizations,
they relaxed a little.

But after a long silence, Bérot addressed the novices in a
casual tone of voice. As to reward themfor their attention, he
told the dramatic tale of a soldier.

First, he painted with gory touches, the background of a
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bl oody battle. Wien night fell, the hero of the story found
himsel f isolated fromhis canp. His mssion was to attack the
eneny relentlessly, even by night. But he could not see
anything. Al of a sudden, he felt sonme presences. He yelled,
grabbed his sword, twirled it with all his strength, increased
tenfold by his terror, and killed all the shadows surrounding
him only to realize in the norning, that he had sl aughtered his
own friends.

There was then a new round of respons between Bérot and

Martin. That time, | wll spare you the details used by the two
men to confront Fear, and | oss of inner control, instead of
Pride.

Aren’t you sorry that you will mss sonme of the foll ow ng?

Bérot: What is Fear for the Spiritual
Kni ght ?
Martin: It is the groomof the Spiritua
Kni ght ...
At the end, Bérot reiterated that Brother Martin nerely
taught not new, but rather ancient and sadly forgotten
techni ques, all solely destined to defeat ruthless enenies of
t he soul, such as Pride, Fear, Lust, etc.
Not hing in his philosophy was contrary to a man of God’' s

vocati on.

The reader may have absorbed the previous exchange with sone
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perplexity. How could this Easter Sunday sernon convince truly
anyone that Martin's reflections were orthodox? Wasn't its
purpose to excul pate Martin De Lleda fromflirting shanel essly
w th heresy?

And what about this vaunted masterfully planned three
voi ced rhetorical coup? Before our incredul ous eyes, it was
not hi ng nore than a ranbling duet, wasn't it?

We can actually inmagine the confused | ooks on the novices’
faces after that very sernon: “What happened, here, exactly?”

One of them may have nodded and others chose to imtate
him O, not know ng what to think or do, the novices elected to
trust Bérot and especially Garné, who approved of Brother
Martin’s spiritual meanderi ngs.

They may have appeared very nuch like sonme visitors in a
nmodern art gallery, who stare, befuddled, at a piece they do not
understand, until soneone yells “How genius!”

Only then, their artistic eyes open unexpectedly and they
end up cheering and appl audi ng the work, testifying |ater they

had wi t nessed sheer brilliance.

Anot her explanation for the Easter Sunday sernon great success
is that what you have just read does not give justice to what
had real |l y happened.

After all, it is highly probable that the text | have

pai nstakingly reconstituted, nore than six hundred years after
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the fact, has very little senblance with Bérot and Martin’s
j oi nt chari sma.

Anyway, after that day and that sernon, Le Tertre de Carces
nmonastery remained unified. And as early as the foll ow ng week,
Martin de Ll eda did not even bother nuting his spiritual
cogitations and unpredictable conclusions, if we judge by the
Books of Hours and ot her docunents recounting his vehenent
participation to the Peranbul ati ons from Easter Sunday 1324 to

the day of his departure.
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XI'V The Sanurai Mnk

If you were to survey your friends on what century they
woul d have liked to live in, if they had the choice, | assune
that medi eval times would not be very high on their list. Wen
gi ve such informal, playful survey, ny undergraduate students
el ect a variety of inmaginative periods ranging from C assical,
Socratic Greece to the Hi ppy Years in San Francisco in the
Si xties.

Medi eval tines come slightly ahead of Europe during World
War Il. Images of huts with nud floor, ranmpant poverty, wonen
and innocents burnt at stakes, soldiers’ violence, inane
crusades, cities destroyed by the plague, etc. do not seemto

col or favorably that tinme period.

Speaking of World War 11, | collected the image of a Jew sh

gent |l eman, perhaps the French phil osopher M adi mr Jankél évitch,
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who was supposed to neet in secrecy a man fromthe French

Resi stance during the German occupation of France. The danger
was enornmous. If the Nazis were to spot them they would either
be shot or sent to die in a concentration canp.

Qur man was i ndeed deeply preoccupi ed and on a nervous
| ookout .

He turned around at sone point and saw the sky, the ocean
afar, and the beautiful sumer day overwhel ned his senses.

The uni verse was continuing its course, wth its stream of
beauty and endl ess surprises. Men with all their nightmarish
ganes did not affect the azure or the mld breeze.

| forgot whether our philosopher had only a nostal gic sigh
at the realization that in the past and in the future, freedom
and spl endor existed and will continue to exist. Oher
generations had thoroughly enjoyed themand will relish in them
again, in a fewyears or in a few nonths.

Maybe his sigh punctuated the sudden recognition that
beauty was there, period.

Curiously, this imge of the Jew sh gentlenman energi ng from
hi s angui sh to savor life’'s wonders, flowing oblivious to nen’s
distress, is in ny mnd |linked to another nenory, of a personal
nat ur e.

Yes indeed, reading these nenories could be a bit tedious,
if the witer’s craft is not positively Proustian. Since | can

hardly be confused with Marcel Proust, | shall try to entice ny
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readers not to give up by pronmising at |east sone exoticism
Sl ovenia is the background of ny short story.

Do you know Sl oveni a? The nane does roll under the tongue,
doesn’t it? Be reassured, though. Its description will be
succi nct.

| was visiting Ljubljana, the capital of Slovenia for a
very good reason. May | brag that | had achi eved sone
prof essional mlestone, or so | thought?

Still very excited, | had the inpulse to walk at a brisk
pace around the conference facility where | had just given a
| ecture that had been exceptionally well received.

After a stroll of only a few hundred feet, | suddenly heard
a beautiful voice rising above the street noises.

About twenty persons were gathered on a narrow si dewal Kk,
just in front of an austere residential apartnent building. They
were surrounding a female singer, a lady in her forties, well
dressed, who was singing acapella, |ike an angel, an old and
poi gnant bal | ad.

That was i ndeed an unexpected sight. | could have been
under st andably curious. But all of a sudden, |, the short,
chubby schol ar from abroad, got transported in this abnormally
cold late afternoon of April, between white skies and grey-rusty
stones, to another dinension, the nysterious and noving world of
a 19'" Century street singer, a beggar who repeated in his

chor us:
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“Prince, | am

My friends are gargoyl es that watch nme sl eep
a smling baker gives ne a | oaf of bread

and a daughter listens to ny songs and

cries.”

When the sl ow and sad song ended, the singer and her public
remai ned notionless for a few seconds. Then, she smled and her
fans yelled in an idioml| was surprised not to know That was
when the identity | seenmed to have |lost for a few seconds cane
back to ne, as well as all ny personal and predictably selfish
pr eoccupat i ons.

The summrer day in occupied France of the previous anecdote,
like ny cold spring day in Ljubljana, had pierced through
normal , busi ed consci ousnesses.

And | wondered at length, after billions of people before
me, what was the nature of these mnutes of “rapture.”

Was it a peek into a permanent |ayer of concealed reality,
per haps al ways running around us? After all, we can naively add
that we are not consciously aware of many vital biochem cal and
el ectromagneti ¢ phenonenon occurring all around and inside us.

O was this “rapture” just secreted by our own
consci ousness, when placed in unusual circunstances, such as a
horrendous danger for the Jew sh author; stress, fatigue,

el ation, and other ingredients that had bonbarded in a
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particular way my own frail sensitivity?

It is certainly for nore erudite thinkers to answer these
fundanmental questions. Let’s just say, without forgetting to
exhal e again a conventional, |oud and pseudo phil osophical sigh,
that during the nedieval tinmes, or in your days and mne, in the
South of France in the 1940's as well|l as one day in the cold

streets of Ljubljana, wondernent has a way of sipping through.

In a text found in Le Tertre de Carces Book of Hours, and dated
March 1324, we can read:
“Between the vegetabl e garden and the creek,
there is a little clearing where sonme nonks
like to stay and pray Sext and None, for the
Iight seens nore beautiful than through the
finest stained glass w ndow of the nost
i nposi ng cat hedral .”
For your average inquisitor, such a text could be easily
condemmed as defiantly naturalistic, and perhaps even ani m st.
But that particular Books of Hours was not exceptionaly
subversive and we can see in the passage, rather than a
di ni mutive conparison denigrating a nonunent of the Church, an
attenpt to conpare a magical light to a gl ow wought by nmen who

wor shi ped God through their art.

A doubt may creep in sonme readers’ mnds. Surreptitiously, the
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supposedly trustworthy narrator may have infiltrated the
“action” he is describing, not only with his inopportune
rambl i ngs, but also with his personal philosophic or “spiritual”
agenda.

Isn’t he attenpting to equate his characters’ sacred search
of the divine to a romantic interpretation of personal incidents
during which the everyday consciousness is abducted for a brief
nmoment toward another “reality”? Isn’t this for hima way to
i nconspi cuously present his very own definition of the “secret,”
claimng roughly that it is a nere alteration of consci ousness?

Those are valid doubts, and |I should honestly try to answer
t hem

But before, let’s suppose, for a split second, that the
patient and, by now fatalistic readers are already way past any
doubt, and did not even think once about the ulterior notives
their confused author may have fonented. The latter would | ook
quite entangled in a very schizoid web, wouldn’t he?

| magi ne that: a schizoid witer

In theory, it is plausible to think that “wondernent has a way
to sip through” in any circunstances, at any nonent, thus in any
century. Practically, if we are given the choice to pick a tine
period to visit, only a genuine saint wuld choose catastrophic
times.

But contrary to ny students and because of ny avid
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curiosity for ny topic of predilection, I would have undoubtedly
elected to travel back to the early 14'" Century.

However, if | could help it at all, | would rather avoid
landing in a cranped hut, wearing a snelly tunic, looking with
di sbelief at a ragout of sonme brown tuber cooked in black goo,
while getting ready to plough a field behind an irascible and
di sobedi ent buffalo on the verge of goring ne.

| would prefer by far to arrive specifically and quite
predictably at Le Tertre de Carces, just when Bérot was trying
to find inventive approaches to nake his ecstasies pal atable and
per haps even enviable to his |isteners; when Martin de Ll eda
expl ored new conciliatory ways to lead a spiritual life, but in
doi ng so, was stunbling upon a few revol uti onary deducti ons;
when the Gratien brothers selected and illum nated their sacred
texts with sonme irreverence; when Father Garné becane the
unwi | | i ng apostle of a sinpler, quasi-hedonistic nonastic
exi stence; when Brasquet de Laons attenpted to transnute words
and ideas into potent nmessages...

Magically transported there, | would not only be able to
neet these nost renarkabl e personalities, but | could al so
browse through the incredible illum nated volunes of Le Tertre
de Carces wonderful l|ibrary, where one could study Abélard and
per haps Hél oise, Saint Francis, Saint Dominique, quite likely
even Master Eckhart and Hil degard von Bingen, etc. There, one

coul d al so deci pher in deceptive books of anat hema, generous
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guotes of Aristotle, of Ovid, of the Geek Stoics, and even of

Averroes.

Since | would have loved to be a visitor or a novice at Le
Tertre de Carces between 1320 and 1330, | naturally exam ned the
peopl e who actually soaked in all these marvel ous influences of
that time, the real novices, to see how they were transfornmed by
their stay in the nonastery, during what | consider to be its
gol den age.

| must acknowl edge that what | could find hardly matched ny
expectations. Although at |least eight illumnators spread the
Gratiens techni ques throughout France and Bel giumin the 1330-
1350's, | could not find any trace of authors, religious
| eaders, nasters, troubadours...who were formally educated at Le
Tertre de Carces.

It seens that the one notable nedieval figure, besides the
confusing Jan Anoul et, who had spent his formative years in the

nmonastery, was Pierre de Lusignes.

Until fairly recently, Pierre de Lusignes was a nane fanobus not
for his religion but for his brutality.

Since | could not follow the career of any intellectual or
spiritual disciple of Martin-Bérot-Garné, | resigned nyself to
exam ne that Pierre de Lusignes, recipient of a nere fifty

erudite articles published in academ ¢ journals.
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And | nust say that | discovered yet another outstanding
character well worth to be transposed at |east into an action

nmovi e her o!

The docunents we can gather in order to | earn about this man are
not very abundant but quite diverse as we will see.

First, there are of course the records kept at Le Tertre de
Carces. There are al so sone regional songs and tal es. These
allusions are nostly nom native and do not tell us nuch about
Pierre’s character other that the nane “De Lusignes” was used
wth a mxture of horror and admration, as a synonym of
exceptional brute force.

Fortunately, we have found a few nore sources of nore or
| ess direct information on our new hero.

There is for instance an interesting text witten nore than
200 years after our man’s death, “La vie des chevaliers sans
écuyers,” (“Of the Lives of Knights without Squires”). It is an
epi ¢ poemsigned in 1571 by Pierre de Sponde, who devoted about
thirty lines to “De Lusignes, the outlaw who

“encount ered an angel (.)

He converted and was sworn |like a divine
kni ght .

(.) Born to fight and handy wth the sword,
he acconplished nmany feats.”

Among t hese feats, he cleaned his parish of villains,



Cohen/ The Man Who /Knew/ 139

denons and fierce animals. The local nobility wanted to have him
killed, but all the peasants in the country hid himand he was

never caught.

It seens that another literary work may have escaped the authors
who have studied Pierre de Lusignes. In ny opinion, this

i nportant text gives a new, heroic dinmension to our ex-novice
fromLe Tertre de Carces.

For a long tinme, the poem “Cui das, cuidas ai conpaignier”
was attributed to the fanmous troubadour Marcabrun.

As usual, the reader will have to put up with ny own
transl ation of the center part of this |long poem O course, it
was i npossible for me to follow the specific neter
(8/8/8/5/5/8/8/8).

(.) I'n the Eastern region, they still sing
Ebrart the Red

They talk in the inns and at the towns’
entrances

O Eisius the Rotten, and nost often
They trenble if one says

The nane of Pierre | e Défroqué (The
Def r ocked)

Wth an arny

O grubby heat hens,

He bl oodi ed Chailloux the Fort
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Killing his powerful |ord, many pure

nobl enen and the castle’ s devout chaplain
(.)

Pierre du Mont Pieux was an oak of a man
A fierce raven and a wolf anong nen

If he saw a velvet sleeve, a silver chain
Bl ood had to fl ow

Hi s bl ade he had to draw

The religion that once brought himup to be
human

Suddenly made himfoam at the chops, as a
mad dog

In his cave, no one ever saw

A crucifix, a wooden cross, a pious inage
(.)

Tall and strong was the one destined to be a
nmonk

He was taught Latin and was read the Bible
until he knew it by heart

But when it was tinme to be ordai ned

He took a dagger

And junped on the Bishop

He gathered a strong arny

O grubby heat hens,

And as Marcabrun sings fromcastle to castle
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He plundered the whol e region onto the

seashore (.)

Can we believe our weary eyes? Did the poem speak explicitly of
“Pierre le Défroqué” and “Pierre du Mont Pieux”? Let’s renenber
that Le Mont Pieux neans literally the Pious Mount. And we know
that the word “tertre” is also a little nount!

There is a reason why ny honorabl e col |l eagues did not |ink
the character nentioned in that poemand Pierre de Lusignes.
“Cui das, cuidas ai conpaignier” was in the center of a
relatively significant controversy. \Wen the dust settled, the
poem was consi dered apocryphal and exuded a bad stench,
acadeni cal | y speaki ng, of course.

In 1962, Frank Neville, the fanous nedi evalist, found that
Ebrart the Red, Eisius Bellenoi and a few other names cited in
t he poem “Cui das, cuidas ai conpaignier” were all references to
facts and people fromthe early part of the 14'" Century.
Therefore, this poemwas a “fal se Marcabrun,” since the real one
lived in the 12'" Century. So, as a reliable mirror of the 12'F
Century, the poemwas discredited and thrown in acadenic
purgatory.

Now, it is not lost on us that a fake 12'" Century text may
becone a useful 14'" Century source.

Qur anonynous forger lived at the end of the 14'" Century.

He was nost certainly hinself an ex-traveling storyteller who
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may have settled in Aire sur |’ Adour, where the poem was found.
The other parts of his epic piece are filled with orthodox
religious references. Qur false Marcabrun was a devout Christian
when he wote this poemthat reflected a conservative vision
that may have stained his recollection of a |legend born a few
decades before him the extraordinary life of the real Pierre de
Lusi gnes, al so known, we assune boldly, as Pierre | e Défroqué

and Pierre du Mnt Pieux.

Now, we can finally display what we have | earned of the
bi ography of our new hero.

Pierre de Lusignes was one of the many bastard sons of the
powerful Lord of Lusignac. Being bothersone to his father’s
purer lineage, he was sent away to Le Tertre de Carces when he
was a child. Pierre knew all along he had sone nobl e bl ood
runni ng through his veins. This know edge was not a source of
pride or confusion, but of imense rancor.

Contrary to what the pseudo- Marcabrun sang, he was actually
ordai ned priest at a young age and soon after, left Le Tertre de
Carces to be the abbot of Chaix de Carpentras, which is
undoubtedly Chailloux in the poem

The Conte Jehan de Sarians was then the |l ord of the region.
We know now t hat feudal society took many forms and vari ations
during the Mddle-Ages and in different areas. Jehan de Sari ans

was a nmaster of the worse type
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The nobility was supposed to have nmany propriety rights in
exchange for its protection of the other two classes: the huge
wor ki ng cl ass and the Church. Jehan de Sarians had inherited a
stabl e domain and, through marriage, his borders were secure.
So, he used his arnmy against his own people, squeezing them of
t heir goods and | abor.

A perfect villain, he pronoted the droit de cuissage for
himand his nost trusted knights. It was not a jus primenoctis
(right to have the first night with a virgin getting married), a
witten | aw per say. But it was nonethel ess a rape he decl ared
perfectly adm ssabl e.

Jehan de Sarians clainmed to be “a cathedral buil der whose
ancestors went to the Crusades.” So, he knew how to keep the
Church on his side, even though he was not the best Christian
and he occasionally confiscated sone of the Church’s
possessi ons.

The abbot Pierre de Lusignes witnessed many injustices. He
eventual |y organi zed a form of passive resistance agai nst the
tremendous taxes that were reducing poor people to a |level of
conpl ete m sery and dejection.

When Jehan de Sarians’ |ieutenants discovered the discreet
defiance of the abbot, they punished a few innocent people,
letting the priest know what to expect in the future if he

per si st ed.
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W will see |later how we cane across anot her key source of
information on Pierre de Lusignes. That particul ar bi ographi cal
pi ece cl ained that, when he was a small child, probably still in
t he Lusi gnac domain, the future abbot of Chaix de Carpentras was
exposed to sone intense fighting drills. A knight in the
entourage of his father, Coutdou de Bearn, gave the child the
rudi ments and the taste for swordsmanshi p.

After Jehan de Sarians’ first direct intimdation of the
young abbot, the latter received the visit of a very old but
di stingui shed travel er who was, you guess it, no other than
Cout dou de Bearn

It was then obviously tine to resunme Pierre’s training.

The | egend does not say if the old master nicknaned his
di sci pl e “grasshopper.”

Pierre de Lusignes was gifted. He was convinced that his
genes gave himnaturally a warrior’s heart under his frock.

Actual ly, his genes may have been responsible, chiefly but
quite inportantly, for his athleticism He was fanobus for his
size and his strength even at Le Tertre de Carces.

So, Pierre learned the old knight's secrets in the art of

swor dsmanshi p.

It would be interesting to know the intellectual and spiritual
itinerary that led Pierre to take tine off the church's cycle of

devotion and pious activities, to enbark on a nmundane, political
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and social resistance; and also to yield to what seens |ike

bursts of pure, unadulterated rage.

The very beginnings of the Chaix de Carpentras upraising are not
wel | docunented. We know that Pierre arranged, or accepted to
participate in the organization of a sort of mlitia that
attacked sol diers at night, anbushed officials and nobl enen who
had to venture outside of their hones.

These rogues stol e shanel essly anything they coul d.

Oiginally, it seened that this arny was just a band of
particul arly poor seasonal field workers. After one year of
skirm shes agai nst the Conte and his regine, they becane a
di sciplined and efficient bunch that counted nore than three
dozens nmen in their ranks. During that tinme, none of them was
caught, thus nobody really knew much about them except that
they were deadly and nercil ess.

A great fear spread across the region anong the nobility,
the Church and sone of the nobst opul ent merchants. M sinforned,
the rest of the population started also to panic.

O course, Jehan de Sarians tried his tactic of arbitrary
and bl oody retaliations, only to discover that his arny,
confronted to even nore violent reprisals, started to be
reluctant to go one up on an elusive and pitil ess eneny.

Pierre de Lusignes was not only an efficient, hidden

general, a real em nence grise. There are many testinonies
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claimng he was taking part to the carnage, fearlessly and
brutally!

Eventual ly, a couple of soldiers, who survived an attack
descri bed the | eader of the bandits who assaulted them as a nonk
possessed, who had no fear, the strength of a thousand kni ghts

and a savagery unfathomable for a nan of the robe.

There has been i nnunerabl e debates anong religi ous peopl e about
a violence that could be justifiable. For instance, is there a
hi storical figure nore puzzling than Bernard de { ai rvaux whose
i npassi oned sernons sent Christians to bl oody crusades agai nst
the Muslins and the Cathars, but al so defended the Jews agai nst
anti-Semtism and preached inner peace?

Popes and inquisitors, as bloodthirsty as they may have
been, did not take the sword in their own hands in a literal
way.

Then, what possessed Pierre, a man of the robe, religiously
trained at Le Tertre de Carces, under the pacific and calm
tutel age of Father Garné, and bl essed by the man (or the nen)
who “knew the divine Truth,” to shed so nuch bl ood?

Did he think that protecting the poor any way he coul d was
a Christian deed, or that the soldiers he hit were not
Christians, even though they were all baptized and went to

church?
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When Jehan de Sarians |earned that the head of the resistance
agai nst himwas an abbot, we nmay assune that it was going to be
the end of Pierre de Lusignes. Being the only physical specinmen
corresponding to the description, and wearing the ecclesiastic
habit, Pierre becane of course instantly the nobleman’ s prinme
suspect .

But, curiously, instead of sending all his arny to Chai x de
Carpentras, Jehan de Sarians tried to plead with the religious
authorities to have Pierre de Lusignes condemmed or, better,
excomuni cat ed, which could naturally lead to a | egal execution.

The reasons behind this unexpected attenpt to find a non-
violent solution are not clear. It is possible that the attacks
had taken a toll on his soldiers who, for years, had not been
confronted to any opposition and who were not quite ready for
t hese violent guerilla techniques.

Al so, looking carefully at the Conte Jehan de Sarians, one
gets the sense that he was cruel and sadistic, but he was not
much of a valiant warrior. Physically, he was on the scrawny
side, and we have a few docunmented instances where he acted in
an extrenely prudent, al nost cowardly way.

Mor eover, even in his court, there was sonme pervading fear
that the count’s excesses were being netaphysically renmunerated
by an angel of God, wearing synbolically an abbot’s robe, and
the count nmay have hesitated to nake any nove towards an eneny

he did not know and who coul d be of supernatural origin.
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Not able to raid Chaix de Carpentras at once, Jehan de

Sarians put sone pressure on the | ocal bishop who started the

process of questioning Pierre de Lusignes.

We have an ironic letter fromPierre de Lusignes to his

bi shop:

“As for our lord s accusation, Your G ace
knows too well that days and nights, a
priest who has to watch over all the souls
fromfive parishes and who hel ps the Poor
and the Sick, can not possibly be roam ng
the roads, looking to sin by commtting the
nmurders of other Christians.

It is possible that a bandit has disguised
hinmself as a priest in order to fool the
soldiers of our lord, the Count. And he has
fully succeeded in fooling them as if it
were child s play, so it seens.

Qur lord the Count should have his captains
| ook into the matter, rather than sending

t hese i ncongruous accusations to Your G ace,

who coul d not possibly take them seriously.”

The indirect attacks against the abbot of Chaix de Carpentras

appeared to be a little counterproductive, as Jehan de Sarians

saw a multiplication of aggressions against his nen.
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His tax collectors refused to travel anywhere and his
soldiers started to defect. Wakened, he called sonme political
allies for help, and eventually could not find any other
recourse but to saddle an arny of 150 nercenaries to arrest
Pierre de Lusignes.

The abbot escaped rather nonchal antly before the arrival of
the troop. But his nen seened to have been waiting for this
moment to stormswi ftly Jehan de Sarians castle. Sonehow, sone
of Pierre’s nen had infiltrated the place beforehand, and when
the bol d counterattack took everyone by surprise, the nen in the
i nside w ped pronptly the guards.

The result was the massacre of a few nobl enen and the
ki dnappi ng of the count’s children.

A few days |l ater, a secret truce was reached. There is no
concl usi ve docunent |eft on the exact conditions of this truce,
but we can observe that six nonths [ater, the Count of Saint
Di dier, Jehan de Sarians’ own father-in-law, took over until

Arnaut, Jehan’s son, was ol d enough to reign.

As if he had discover the exhilaration of battling, Pierre de
Lusi gnes could not stand the era of peace that he brought to the
regi on, and soon he |eft Chai x de Carpentras.

We can follow his path, as he travel ed toward Spain

The em nent nedi evalist Paul Keller, a specialist in the

field of the cultural exchanges between various regi ons of
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Eur ope, discovered and studi ed a nost remarkabl e anonynous text:
Lo cavali ér de piscoal ha. This manuscript was witten circa
1352, in the Cccitan | anguage.

M. Paul Keller uses it as a chronol ogical and cul tural
| andmark in several of his publications.

However, in our hunble opinion, this text is truly nostly
about Pierre de Lusignes.

Lo cavali ér de piscoal ha (The knight of the Poor) is the
first line of a 12 page, coarsely illustrated booklet. Before
drawi ng any conclusion, | would like to submt to ny readers a
nont age of this dense text, hard to decipher, witten al nost
phonetically, with very | oose rhynmes and no di scernible neter.

“Pierre de Grandabravaire was a nonk from
the Eastern Hills, where they speak |ike dry
rocks com ng down a valley

(.)

He saw mai ds bei ng savagely soil ed; he saw
pl owren whi pped to the bl ood; he saw
clergymen hum | iated; he saw fathers beggi ng
for their progeny; he saw nothers paying
taxes with their wonb (..) to an evil

nobl eman, named Jehan who cursed his
province so, that | shall not reveal its

nane.

(.)



Cohen/ The Man Who /Knew/ 151

Pierre de Grandabravaire went to a pit where
men were condemmed to work from sunset to
sundown wi t hout food. Many died and many
nore | ost their m nds.
He said to the guards, watching the poor nen
bend and fall:
“Why! | see these Christians work |ike
oxen.”
He was answer ed:
“They have wonged our |ord Jehan and
they nust justly pay.”
Pierre de Grandabravaire said |oudly: *
Your | ord believes he can punish the
| oyal subjects of ny Lord, Wo reigns
in the Heavens?”
And he becane so enraged that he subdued al
t he guards by hinsel f
()
The poor workers were free to go, but they
| ooked at their savior with amazenent, for
none of them had ever seen such a great
strengt h.
They sai d:
“Surely, this nonk is inhabited by the
Hol Iy Ghost.”
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And, instead of running away, they begged
Pierre de Grandabravaire to accept their
conpany.
They wanted to stay wwth himand to serve
him They sai d:
“W are weak and we fear the guards,
the soldiers and the knights with their
arnors and powerful horses and
chariots. How can we ever help you?”
Pierre de G andabravaire said:
"You nust find one weapon and know it
well. It could be a cane, or a knife or
a hamer, or a slingshot, or a bow
But whatever it is, you nust know it
very wel |
However, even if you have the nmastery
of your weapon, you will be defeated at
once if you do not purify yourself
first; and then, as well as you chose a
weapon, you must choose your Lord
(.)
Pierre de G andabravaire taught this prayer:
“I'f you recogni ze how puny and
m serabl e your life is, when your Lord

does not inhabit it, this is called
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“purifying your heart.”
See how your enenies take thensel ves so
seriously. They exam ne their weapons,
their strength, and they boast I|ike
toads that want to mate.
But ook at themwith the eyes from
above and the nore they swank, the
puni er and the nore m serabl e they
becone.”
(.)
Pierre de G andabravaire was fearless. He
treated fear as if fear was a hunting dog.
He yel l ed:
“Go and fetch the eneny’s flesh!”
And fear obeyed, |eaving the hearts of his
conpanions to enter the eneny’s.
Pierre de G andabravaire taught this prayer
to his nen:
“When fear and terror appear before
you, and they will, be certain not to
flee. Greet theminto your heart.
Aren’t you the ones with pure hearts?
Haven't | taught you how to purify your

hearts?”

(.)
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Pierre de Grandabravaire said this prayer
“The Lord knows ny tine of death. He
has deci ded when He will call nme to H's
Side. But ny Lord is a God Wo gives
Life.
He promsed ne life and |I purified ny
heart for this life.
My Lord gave His Son to our people, not
to the kingdom of the Dead.
That is why the Lord Who is the Lord of
Life is on ny side. | amthe |living one
and | sing and fight with H mon ny
side.”

()

Pierre de Grandabravaire said to his nen:
“Who is your Father?
Answer, for | amyour brother and |
know Who ny Fat her is.
Does a small child know he is playing?
He does not.
He plays until he is too tired, and
then, he falls asleep.”

(.)

Pierre de Grandabravaire gathered the poor

the bullied, the frustrated, the hum i at ed,
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the frightened.
They strai ghtened their backs and gazed up,
for God lives in Heaven, higher than the

sky..

M. Paul Keller wote, anobng many outstandi ng essays, a
remar kabl e commentary on the philological inplications of the
poem

Hi s research on the verse “where they speak |like dry rocks
comng down a valley” is masterly and his retracing of the
expression “lI see these Christians work |ike oxen” is a nodel of
et ynol ogi cal investigation.

But there is another, nore literal dinension to the text. |
guoted so nuch of it as to give to ny readers a sense of déja-
vu. The | ong poem does seem | i ke another version, in a foreign
di al ect, of the philosophy circulating at Le Tertre de Carces in
t he days of Bérot, and nore specifically of Martin De Ll eda,
whose ideas can be clearly recogni zed.

Whoever wote Lo cavalier de piscoal ha was, in nmy hunble
opi ni on, someone close to Pierre de Lusignes. And here is
anot her excerpt fromthe sane poemto illustrate this
estimation:

“Greet (fright) in your heart and suddenly
press it, as an offering to your Lord; burn

it with the incense of your total trust in
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your Lord.”

Also, the way “He treated fear as if fear was a hunting
dog,” is very remniscent of Martin De Lleda s inmagery.

Let me highlight the already partially quoted passage form
one of the Tertre de Carces Books of Hours:

“Be certain not to run for cover, nor to
chase fear away. Geet it in your heart and
suddenly press it, as an offering to your
Lord; burn it wth the incense of your total
trust in your Lord.”

We see that these sentences could have been witten by
Martin de Lleda or by the author of Lo cavalier de piscoal ha.
Their simlarity could hardly be a coincidence, given the
peculiarity of the concept of “greeting fear one’s heart” at

that tinme and that part of Europe.

Lo cavalier de piscoal ha has been rather abundantly studied. Dr.
Max Eil man, the publisher of M. Paul Keller’s work, justly
remarked in his introduction of Keller’s findings that

“Medi eval religious witers use often

kni ght hood as a netaphor for the spiritual

man’ s journey. However, Lo cavalier de

pi scoal ha appears to take the reverse

approach, as it uses the spiritual journey

to describe the perfect knighthood.”
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The | ong poem has of course sone undeni abl e religious
undertones, but it does al so describe the perfect warrior, here
an actual fighter, not only a spiritual one. It deals with
trai ning and concentration, discipline of the mnd, overcom ng
fear, etc...

Thi s anonynous text is, we believe, the closest description
we have of Pierre de Lusignes’ s personal philosophy. If its
inspiration seens famliar, its style is a conplete departure
fromanything witten at Le Tertre de Carces. Thus, it is
tenpting to imagi ne an aging Pierre de Lusignes dictating it or
rather, influencing one of his |ocal younger disciples to wite
it.

#

Let’s imagine that Pierre de Lusignes had left either a real

aut obi ography or sone explicit treaty, |like a nedieval, European
version of Miusashi’s “Book of five rings.” W can wonder if, in
such a book, Pierre would have spoken at |length of his formative
years at Le Tertre de Carces; if the spiritual debates between
the nonks still inhabited him..O if he had forgotten all about
them nmaybe because he was conpletely inmersed in a life of

action and the sheer discipline of swordsmanshi p?

A few schol ars thought they recognized Pierre de Lusignes in
sone | egends fromthe South of France or from Spain. | even

received an article froman ex-student of mne, with the curious
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story of a French abbot, calligrapher and illum nator, exiled in
Engl and, and that bore sonme of Pierre’ s traits.

Unfortunately, as conpelling as all these anecdotes may be,
they are not supported by any definitive identifying argunent
and | could not really use them

I f we have to choose arbitrarily what happened to the ex-
novice fromlLe Tertre de Carces, we mght as well wite our own
version, a sanurai-|like odyssey full of colorful adventures,
easily transnutable into a series of bl ockbuster novies or
tel evision series; or, if we have any intellectual scruples, a
long, introverted reflection on the existential dichotony

bet ween neditation and acti on.
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XV The apostle of a sinple life

Bérot du Tertre de Carces and Martin De Lleda talked a |ot,

i ndeed, but not only to each other. In this nonastery, the
community of nonks and novices was very tight. Bérot and Martin
were not only influenced by each other, but by all their
conpani ons wth whomthey shared daily chores, prayers, hymms,
debates, festivities, etc. Therefore, it seens logical to
consider nore carefully all these significant influences.

Fat her Garné never wote anything. Earlier, | conpiled
everything | could gather fromthe docunents found in the
library of Le Tertre de Carces, to paint the portrait of the
af fabl e and original father abbot.

Now, |et ne ask you a question. Take your tinme to respond,
since | my not get to your answer for sone tinme. Did you ever
open a book when your mnd was filled with sone pressing,

personal concern that had nothing to do with what you were about



Cohen/ The Man Who /Knew/ 160

to read? You may have actually chosen that text in order to calm
you down, or to distract you fromthe bothersone matter haunting
you.

I f you answer with a resounding “no,” just wait for us at
t he next paragraph, if you don’t m nd.

For those who can identify with this situation, let nme ask
you anot her question: as you were scanning through the witten
lines, your mnd still very preoccupied, did it ever happen that
you suddenly had to stop, thoroughly startled? You nay have
bl i nked incredul ously a few tinmes, because you had just realized
that the text was addressing precisely the very concern that was
occupyi ng your thoughts.

I f you had already felt this, were you spooked? Did you
start singing “Hosanna in excelsis?” Did you cal culate the
probabilities for such an event to occur?

It happened to ne, in regard to Father Garné.

| am not sure that the anecdote |eading to the new, unforeseen
portrait of Garné is worth telling in details. On the other
hand, if you wandered that far into this book, chances are that
you will not mnd too nuch taking the slow, winding route to
describe it.

| do ask for your indul gence, though. If I may illustrate
my excuse for witing in such a disgraceful fashion, it could be

that, after decades of stern academ c conposition, | amlike the
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dunb person who discovers all of a sudden he has a voice and
starts breaking everybody’s eardruns with his incontrollable new
si ngi ng and shouti ng.

By the way, | actually never fully realized before how

demurgic lining up words could be! You should try it sone tine.

After these many pages of pseudo-anal yses about the 14'" century,
we mght as well stretch, figuratively speaking, and take our
sweet tine to get to the inprobable encounter with a text that
depi cts unexpectedly well the Father Abbot Garné.

Stretching could nean in this instance changing centuries.
Let’s paint the portrait of a contenporary fellow, Philippe

DeVeer .

About five years ago, Philippe DeVeer was a History teacher in a
Pari sian high school. | net himthrough sone col | eagues of m ne,
while | was in one of ny frequent research journeys to France.

Hi s master degree thesis was on the French Wars of Religion
and he clainmed to be one of the nobst thorough specialists in
that field. Philippe has never been very nodest. Gfted with the
i nnate arrogance that conmes frombeing a French intellectual, he
was exceptionally argunentative, and endearingly snobbi sh.

In school, his dealings with Parisian teenagers, who could
care | ess about History, enbittered his |[ife quite a bit.

| have this image of himsitting at a snall table in his
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living/dining room correcting very dreary 9'" or 10'" grade
papers, with John Coltrane in the background, soothing the
arduous operation. He was, anong many other things, a fanatical
col l ector of jazz and opera recordings.

Thanks to a Bel gium father and an Austrian nother who net
in Paris, sonme thirty five ago, Philippe could speak fluently
four | anguages.

He wote in French, German and English countless articles
in his specialty, 16th Century France, certainly to fulfill his
passion for History, but also as a nean to escape his salaried

pr of essi on.

One of DeVeer’'s favorite pet peeves in life was the
“intellectuals who sell their soul for a political or a
financi al advantage.” He had a few el oquent, vehenent, acerbic
tirades on bestsellers authors in literature or in the novies.
He hated their shanel ess use of Hi story as an exotic background,
al ways poorly researched and rich in clichés. He liked to | abel
all of them w thout exception, “the lower formof intellectual
prostitution and spiritual destitution.”

As al ways, destiny or fate or whatever you wi sh to cal
“t he wheel of fortune,” had a way to wink with a sharp sense of
i rony.

Phili ppe entered that year in a significant sentinental

rel ati onship. The chosen one, who happened to be working for a
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publ i shi ng conpany, guided the Hi story teacher into witing a
novel that he could help editing, publishing and pronoti ng.

“L’année conmence |le premer janvier,” was that first
novel. It received a prestigious French |iterary award, becane a
best seller, and was transl ated, anong ot her | anguages, into
English under the title “Love in 1564"!

Living in a blessed country where historians are not | ower
class citizens, like in others | will not name, and where
History is a topic still rather popul ar anong the popul ati on,
Philippe was at |ast able to say goodbye to his dreaded daytinme
job. He could devote hinself to witing historical novels for a
living, and academic articles for his pleasure.

Actual ly, he could hardly keep this noble hobby, not
because of a busier schedule, but for nore confusing reasons.
The karmc irony | was alluding to, hit Philippe DeVeer head on.
He had predictably becone “a sellout” in the eyes of the French
intelligentsia, perhaps even an “intellectual prostitute and a
spiritual destitute.” It got very difficult for himto have his
detractors understand that he could be a fiction witer as well
as the passionate and serious researcher he al ways was.

He even wote an article in a literary nmagazi ne where he
conpl ai ned vi gorously about the “segregation of success anong
the French intellectuals” (sic), accusing his former coll eagues
of being jeal ous, envious and “narrow ninded to the point of not

being able to fathomthat the sanme person can kneel down and
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pray at Church and al so, |ater, dance at the bal.”

Hi s protest did not have any i medi ate, neasurable result.
However, the last time | saw him ny friend Philippe DeVeer was
copi ng much better with the problem He | aughed about it.

Besi des, the negative reactions agai nst himended up

subsi ding al nost conpletely. Time has that effect on everyt hing.

The oddly tautological title of Philippe s bestseller, “L année
commence le premer janvier”, literally “The year starts on
January First,” was a reference to Charles | X decision, in 1564,
to have the year officially start on January 1°%.

1564 France provided the historical background to a |ove
triangl e between a nobl eman and two peasants at his service, a
brother and a sister. | guess the sibylline English title, “Love
in 1564,” woul d have been nore accurate and faithful to the
storyline if it had been called “Bisexual |ove in 1564"!

Phi | i ppe DeVeer’'s second novel took place in Avignon and
its plot spanned over four centuries. He did run by ne a few
guestions about Avignon in the Late M ddle Ages. This second
book fell under the literary sophonore jinks, and did not
fulfill his publisher’s lofty expectations. However, the French
intellectuals, being by definition contrarians, praised the
author’s “cultural and historical integrity”. Thus, all was not
| ost!

Phili ppe sent nme a few nonths ago a copy of his third novel
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“L'infirmeére du Roi” (“The King’s nurse”). The cover prom sed

t he reader the nost acconplished book of the cel ebrated, young
Hi storian, “interlacing the nost rigorous historical perspective
and the wi | dest inmagery, the nost daring situations.”

Selfishly immersed in my own projects, | was slightly
reluctant to sanple Philippe s |atest product; but since | had
to return to France a few weeks later and could very well see
him | chose to scan through the book in order to be able to
tal k about it.

Being nore altruistic is still on the list of ny New Year’s

resol uti on.

Hal f heartedly, | opened the manuscript and, just to entertain
nmyself a little, | elected to pick a chapter at random And
there it was!

Phi | i ppe was describing a nysterious fictitious character,
Glles d Aucy, that the fanobus Jacques Anyot, a real historica
figure, was supposed to have brought with himto the court of
Charles I X. As | was going, rather absentm ndedly, through this
chapter, which slowy setting the stage for the fanmous king' s
nurse to appear, | had to suddenly stop and go back to the very
begi nning of that portrait, very much |like a cartoon character a
| a Tex Avery doi ng an exaggerated double take, with ny jaw
droppi ng, ny eyes bul ging and a kazoo sound for a yelp.

The nane “Fat her Garné” superinposed itself on “Glles
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d’ Aucy” and replaced it in ny mnd. Before ny incredul ous eyes,
| had what | believed to be the perfect picture of Garné!

How was it possible? This time, we shall use a netaphysical
shrug, alnost as inpotent as our customary phil osophical sigh,
and conti nue.

Wth Philippe DeVeer’s gracious authorization, | am copying

here his portrayal of Glles d Aucy/Father Garné. Since the book

is very recent, the reader will have to endure, once again, ny
amat euri sh excuse of a translation. This tinme, | can give
anot her reason for ny shortcom ngs: | have no experience with

the translation of French contenporary literature.
Philippe did allow nme, in this passage, to replace the nane

of his character with “Father Garné.”

The first part of Philippe DeVeer’s new novel is constituted by
three introductory chapters that depict vividly the daily life
of a very young Charles I X. Arong all his tutors, the boy is
drawn toward the enigmati ¢ and benevolent Glles d Aucy nore
than toward the brilliant and strict Jacques Anyot, the future
bi shop of Auxerre. Anyot notices Glles grow ng influence on
the young king and discreetly gets the Queen, Charles’s nother,
to remove himfromthe court.

Oficially, Glles d Aucy is sent to becone the prestigi ous
Arny Chapl ain in Bourges.

“He refused to take his functions as First
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Chapl ain, hunbly claimng that the charge

has been occupi ed by a nore deserving nman

for the past fifteen years.

Actual ly, even when he was in Tours and

| ater, for about ten years in Melun, he

never asked to be the chief abbot of his

parish. It was not to avoid responsibility

or by timdity. Taking inportant

adm ni strative decisions did not frighten

him In his life, D Aucy/ Garné had to nake

many vital choices for his comunity.

But he would do it fromthe w ngs, not from

center stage. Hi s stance was sinple:
“People in full sight had a hard tine
getting anything acconplished.”

That is why, while many church officials of

his days solicited, not so subtly,

preem nent positions, D Aucy/ Garné ran away

fromthem

Mor eover, he protected hinmself behind a mask

of extrene sinplicity. Shallow and gullible

peopl e may have underestimated him Those

who did not know hi mwere lulled by his

nmonot onous tone that could abruptly | eap

into an excited | evel for no discernable
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reason.

He applied hinself to pronounce banal

sent ences and commonpl aces that had

apparently nothing to do with the topic on

hand.

Al so, he had often on his face an

i ncongruously frozen half-smle that did not

di sappear even while he was dealing with

dramati c pronouncenents.

This is what happened during the Duke of

Ri chnond’s first visit to the young ki ng.

Wil e the Duke was waiting, D Aucy/ Garné

started to discuss the notives of the

official visit and soon, strayed to nany

nore exotic topics, fromthe influence of

bodi Iy hunors during the thinking process,

to the affects of prayers on natural

phenonenon. All these ranblings pronpted the

Duke to whi sper of his counselor’s ear:
“This man does not know what he’s
saying. | amwasting ny time with hini.

Just when the young king cane in the room

D Aucy/ Garné | aunched a sharp remark that

coul d have been taken as a strong

accusation, |eaving the Duke speechl ess,
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wonderi ng what had just happened; if

D Aucy/ Garné’ s sentence was a strong

criticismof himor sone randomraving of a

lunatic that hit a target by accident.

However, he had to alter his initial

strategy and switch to a nore forthright

explanation for his visit.

(.)

D Aucy/ Garné spent countless hours in the

smal | courtyard behind the church, seem ngly

lost in thoughts, with a beatific smle

pai nted on his face.

Sonmeone woul d ask:

“You haven’t noved fromhere for a | ong
tinme. What are you doi ng?”

To the younger people, he would answer:
“Isn’t life beautiful? Isn’t this
glinrer of the sun on the wall
especially exquisite?”

To nobl enen, he woul d say:

“l am praying,”
and to fellow clergynen:
“l am counting ny bl essings.”
W have to wait twelve chapters filled with nany tw sts and

turns, intrigues, seductions, conprom sing situations and
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betrayals, to find another wonderful depiction of an ol der
D Aucy/ Gar né.

Here, Philippe DeVeer seens to take a breather fromthe
frenetic pace of deceptions and revenges, and before the
astoni shing endi ng. He conposes a nore phil osophical and |yrical
scene.

The dying young King Charles | X sends a fermale em ssary to

D Aucy/Garné. It is none other than his nurse herself.
D Aucy/ Garné seens to understand her Machi avellian plans, but he
does not speak up directly. The seductress asks the octogenarian
to cone with her to the king' s bedside, as his w se and bel oved
tutor.

D Aucy/ Garné refuses because of sone ailnment and his
advanced age. He has for the king an answer that wll| affect
sonehow t he nurse’ s pl ans:

“Tell the king, that his functions make him
unfortunately inpervious to finding any true
wi sdom

You said his Majesty is very sick. Then,
relay to himthis nessage: even though it is
never a blessing to be sick, to say the

| east, in his case, he should wear this
excuse like the pilgrins used to wear the
cross of the crusaders for protection.

Tell himto feel that underneath his crown,
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underneath his cape and royal garnents,
there is a life that flickers and stil
smles the enduring smle hidden in every
dawn and dusk.

Al so, if the shadows cast by his fever
surround himin great nunmbers, advise himto
admre themin awe, like a sinpler man, |ike
a small child.

Finally, informhimthat you saw ne as a
very old man, and that you could not even
count all the winkles on ny forehead and
around nmy eyes. But do not forget to nmention
t hat, underneath, | ama small child who
takes an i nmense enjoynent at follow ng the
gane played by the rays of the sun against
the walls of ny church.”

(.)

“Do remind himthat, years ago, he
translated fromits original in Latin, a
book, “The Life of Francesco di Assisi.”
There was this image of the young Francesco
before his father and the Bishop of the city
of Assisi.

Francesco had to give up everything com ng

fromhis famly and upbringi ng. He
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surrendered the coat, the silk shirt, the
robe with the chaperon, the linen chausses,
and even the braies (his underwear).
Francesco stood naked in public.

Was he ashanmed? No, he was not. He had rid
hi msel f, or we should say that his famly
and his bishop had allowed himto rid

hi msel f of everything that was not him that
bel onged to generati ons and generations of
mer chants, of peasants maybe, of nobl enen,
per haps; generations and generations of
peopl e not named Francesco and not having
the particular relationship he had with God.
Do tell his majesty that at the very end of
life, a dying person is stripped naked.
Knowi ng that, we mght as well rid ourselves
of all the many | ayers of clothes, of nmasks,
of sterile conventions we nust wear in our
daily lives.

W should do that, fromtine to time, before

it is actually tinme to | eave.”

First of all, guess who was the unnanmed source who gave
Phi |l i ppe DeVeer the inspiration and the interpretation of

the Saint Francis’s conparison?
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Al ow ne to bow nodestly.

Most inportantly, Philippe has unwillingly given us a
lyrical but, | believe, an excellent portrait of Father
Gar né.

Should I admt that | could never have captured so

well Garné’s spirit, so to speak? As you nay have noti ced,

my forte is quoting and copying in order to illustrate ny
thoughts. Aliterary trailblazer, | amnot, to say the
| east .

Actual ly, before reading and eventual |y enbezzling Philippe
DeVeer’s text to describe Garné, | had spent many sl eepl ess
nights trying to paint such a portrait.

Pat hetically, | got to the point where I could not
find anything better than to draw a very rough conpari son
bet ween Father Garné and Celestine V, this 13'" Century
hermt who was bonbarded Pope against his will and who
ended up renouncing his illustrious function after a few
weeks.

The parallel was a bit awkward. In one way, it had a
| ogi cal aspect, since both nen were discreet |eaders who
did not like to be placed in the forefront. But there was
certainly a difference of inportance: their idea of

t hensel ves or the idea of thensel ves they projected.
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Pietro da Morrone, the future Celestin V, was a stern,
ascetic nonk who took the rigorous Benedictine rules and
topped them nmaking them even nore draconi an.

Le Tertre de Carces, in theory, was also run according
to the Benedictine rules. However, by 1250, they were
al ready quite | ooser than what St Benedict had in mnd. And
Garné softened them even nore. O course, he did not
formal |y post new rules, making themexplicitly |axer than
the statutory ones. He sinply did not seek the strict
observance of the latter.

W have a witten account where Father Garné, appeared
rat her surprised, alnbst admring, congratulating warnly a
novice for getting up for the Matins, Lauds and Prine, the
very early services, starting at 2 am This anecdote proves
that an el enentary Benedi ctne rule was obviously a rather
exceptional feat at Le Tertre de Carces.

Pietro da Morrone was extraordinarily serious about
the application of his new regulations in the nonasteries
he had founded, which will be known after his death as the
nonasteries of the Celestine Oder.

Garné adopted the disguise of a slowwitted dilettante

who | oved to |augh and enj oy sinple pleasures.

Honestly, the parallel between the two nmen woul d have been

| ess a satisfactory simle, and nore of an excuse for
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witing about Celestin V, a very controversial and
fascinating religious figure.

| must confess that | have in ny drawers a synopsis
for the libretto of a nodern cantata, still titleless,
centered on the reluctant Pope. The young French conposer
Jean M chel Eusebes was apparently inspired by one of ny
| ectures on Celestin. He asked me to wite that detail ed
out | i ne.

This work was supposed to be a contenporary
counterpart to the beautiful Lagrinme di San Pietro, by
Ol ando Lassus. But instead of the tragic |anmentation of St
Peter realizing he has denied Jesus three tines, the text
of our libretto was pronounced by the ex-pope Celestin Vin
the cell where he would die, perhaps killed by his
successor, Boniface VIII.

Here is the summary of our synopsis. |If you, dear
reader, belong to the rare breed of cantata producers, do
not hesitate to contact me or Jean M chel Eusébes.

In the first part, Pietro wonders if the God

he was praying, in the freedom of the

beautifully |um nous and savage Abruzzi, was

different fromthe one he inplores in his

poor and dark cell-jail.

In the second part, after questioning God

for not intervening to his defense, Pietro
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ends up assuring HHmhe is ready to becone
anot her Job.

The last part is a prayer to nen, to stop
their corrupt ways, to open their hearts to
the divine light, and to let go of their

putrid personal anbitions.

You can see that Celestin V is another historical figure
that has always fascinated nme, and to prove it | devoted,
besides this odd libretto, quite a few papers about him

| always struggled with the fact that Dante, another
one of ny personal heroes, painted in his D vine Conedy the
poor Pietro da Morrone as a shadow in the vestibul e of
Hel | .

H s major sin may have been that his abdication led to
the election of Dante’s personal eneny, Boniface VIII.

But Pietro da Mdorrone is in ny eyes, and soon in yours
| hope, an anbi guous and tragic figure, whose fate errs
fromthe sacred search of God, to the absurd, al nost

comedi ¢ uni verse of human politics.

| feel for you, dear reader, imagining your frantic
gesturing toward the topic on hand, Father Garné, and
wonderi ng how you got stuck with the unexpected bi ography

of Celestin V.
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Then again, didn’'t you shrug when | asserted that
Pietro da Morrone was an anbi guous and tragic figure?

Thi s needs sone clarification, doesn't it?

Everything started when Pietro was al ready an ol der
man, a well respected priest who had nmany followers and the
great power to inprint his own ways of devotion as the
governing rules in a nultitude of nonasteri es.

At this apex of his religious life, he sent a letter
to the College of Cardinals.

For nore than two full years, their excellences of the
Col | ege could not find an agreenent and el ect a pope.

Yes, the Church was then pope-| ess!

By addressing the cardinals, Pietro neant well. He
remar ked that the endless quarrelling of the Em nences did
not do nuch for the Church’s inmage, and he encouraged them
to speed up the process of nam ng the successor of
Ni chol as |V.

Pietro did not have to send the fateful letter.

He did, though, and Hi story took a strange turn.

The cardinals | ooked at the letter and yelled a conmon
eureka: the author of the epistle, considered by nany to be
a saint, had to becone the next pope!

And the rest is history, nmust | conclude to prove, as
if we needed it one nore tinme, that no cliché is too trite

for me.
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There is so much to say about Pietro da Morrone! Just
i magi ne the various waves of em ssaries sent to Pietro's
cave, after his infanmous 1292 |etter.

Al of themtried desperately to convince himto
beconme the pope, while the old nan al ways responded with a
resoundi ng and stubborn “No, thank you very nuch!”

Then, several cardinals cane, as well as the kings of
Napl es and Hungary, to persuade himto follow themto Rone.

| magi ne al so the wonderful dialogues we could conpose
when reconstituting this episode of Pietro's life. Wuld we
make them phil osophical, tragic, or conedic? Ala

“Fat her we beg you.”

“No, | amthe beggar, here.”

“We all beg you, Pietro.”

“I prefer to pray in ny cave.”

“W will build you a cave in the pal ace”,

etc.

#
Luckily for you, Philippe DeVeer intervened with his
description of Glles d Aucy, and spared you, for the nost
part, the fastidious conparison between Father Garné and

Pietro Da Mbrrone.



Cohen/ The Man Who /Knew/ 179

XVI The Gratien brothers, a story of folly.

Gratien |’ Ancien (the elder) and Gatien Le G os (the fat) were
born in a famly of twelve, which was no snall feat, considering
that the nortality rate of newborns and infants in the M ddl e-
Ages was close to 50% Wen Gatien |’ Anci en was ei ghteen years
ol d, his youngest brother was born and his father died that very
year. Could it be fromexhaustion? If it was the case, what nust
have felt the nother who had twel ve pregnancies and the task to
care for that hunongous tribe?

Thanks to Gratien |’ Ancien who left indirect
aut obi ographi cal notes, we actually know that the heroic |ady
lived quite old, since her elder son nmarveled that after being a
not her all her life, she had to take care of sone of her
grandchil dren al so, and even of a couple of great-grand-
daught er s.

In any case, being blessed with the incredi ble good
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fortune, for the tine, to breed sone healthy children had sone
di sadvant ages. The main one was that the parents could not feed
t hem

Gratien |’ Ancien’s early life was very eventful. W know
that he was 8 when he ended up at Saint-Victor de Marseille, 300
mles away fromhis birthplace. He stayed there until he was
ordai ned priest, noved to Silvacane, where he was reunited with
his brother, the sixth older in the famly, “Le Gos,” who was
paradoxically not fat at all.

It was in Silvacane, a fanous Ci stercian abbey | ocated in
Provence, that the brothers devel oped their distinctive style
for illum nating the manuscripts.

Fromtexts found in the abbey’ s archives, we can
reconstitute the stern image of a stubborn, hard-working Gatien
| > Ancien, while his brother was extraordinarily inventive and
brilliant, but peculiar. H's nicknanme should have been “Le Fou”
(the mad), rather than this incongruous “Le G os,” for he was
obvi ously nmuch nore unstabl e than big.

For some undi scl osed, grave, wild behavior, Gatien |le Gos
was ki cked out of Silvacane, and |’ Ancien followed him or
rather did not abandon him

After three years of peregrinations, they found their hone
in Le Terte de Carces, where the old regine at first appreciated
their qualities of copyists and illum nators. But after another

bout with delusion, Gatien Le Gos scared the Father Abbot of
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the tinme.

Fat her Garné, you guessed it, tried to intervene on behal f
of the talented brothers. He could only buy sone tine before
their inevitable expulsion. But that delay happened to be enough
for a drastic, unexpected twi st of fate to take place: the
return of Bérot, hence the departure of al nbst everybody el se.

Did | ever nention that Father Garné was usually a very
el usive man, hiding his real personality behind many confusing
masks? That trait protected himefficiently fromany unwanted
attention, a la Celestin V. However, Garné never hesitated to
state firmy an opinion and defend resolutely the people who
were, in his mnd, unjustly accused. So, he protected anong
ot hers, the younger Gratien, the “madman,” just before
supporting Bérot with the sanme energy.

Garné was the decided chanpi on of underdogs and | ost
causes.

| have insisted profusely on the anbiguity of Father
Garné’s character, appearing at tines like a sinpleton, and at
other tinmes, as a subtle, wise man. But it was obvious that this
anbiguity did not really exist for the inhabitants of le Tertre
de Carces in the 1320’s, where everyone unconditionally
respected Father Garné, even the sonetinmes haughty and
t enper anent al ex-cardinal from Miurcia, and even the unstable

younger Gratien.
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Gratien le Gros never |left any piece of personal witing, as far
as we know, except perhaps a little dedication that | shal
bring up later.

| mentioned that we can find sone indirect autobiographical
information here and there, by Gatien |”Ancien. There are a few
letters, addressed to different affluent people, mainly asking
for material support. Also, he was in a sense an editor, maybe
the chief-editor of the extraordinary rich volunmes of the Book
of Hours at Le Tertre de Carces. Thus, it is possible to
deci pher his particular “tone of voice” through his choices and
hi s notes.

Gratien the elder was a conplex man. At first very
confident in his art, experience and culture, he |earned
hum ity nore by following his brother in his ordeals than by
observing exactly the rules of the Church.

Wth tinme, he becane very conservative in his devotion. W
know that he applied hinself rather strictly the discipline that
Garné was reluctant to inmpose in the nonastery. However, he was
far from being your typical narrow m nded traditionalist. Maybe
having a brother so far outside the nornms had been a good
incentive to relax his too sanctinoni ous tendencies.

Alnost all his life, L Ancien had to convince others that
what they took for a case of denonic possession in his brother
was caused by sonething of a nore benign nature. He understood

instinctively that there was no devil involved in his brother’s
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condition. But he was al nost the only one with this belief.

As for Garné, it is difficult to know exactly what he
t hought of Le Gros’s madness. It is actually al nbost inpossible
to figure out what were the exact synptons devel oped by the
younger Gratien. We only know that the illum nator’s outbursts
were frightening for their wtnesses.

We can specul ate that, whether their causes were deened
denonic or com ng from an obscure di sease, Garné had the sane
cal mand cal m ng approach.

Was Gratien Le G os’s obvious inprovenent at Le Tertre de
Carces due to Garné’ s nysterious therapeutic aura? Maybe he knew
howto listen to the sick young man? On the ot her hand, maybe
this recovery had nothing to do with the venerabl e abbot. But
woul dn’t you secretly like that there was sone soot hi ng,
magnetic effects com ng from Garné and his col | eagues’
spirituality?

Then agai n, what good would that do to us, if we do not
know what their recipe for nental healing was, exactly?

Thi s i nopportune question makes ne think of a passage from
Bérot’s Readings of the Bible on Truth and Grace:

I f we know that Jesus appeared to the
Apostl es and taught them what is it to us,
if we do not beconme H's apostles?

(.)

If we know that Jesus healed a blind man of
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his blindness, what is it to us, if our soul

does not mracul ously open its eyes?”

We nentioned earlier that we believe we have found a snall piece
of witing by Gatien le Gos.

The nonastery’ s Books of Hours conpil ed an outstandi ng
variety of texts, themes, literary genres ranging from prayers
to tales with phil osophical conmentaries, sumraries or
transcriptions of sernons or discussions, etc.

In these volunes, the reader can appreciate a great variety
of rhythnms, neter, illustrations, and even synbolic
cal | i graphi es.

There is, remarkably, no entire repetition of any text in
the five volunmes of Books of Hours that resisted the passage of
tinme...at the exception of one sole story that has been
integrally copied tw ce.

Its first version was obviously witten by Brasquet de
Laons. Two weeks later, Gacien Le G os copied the text again in
its entirety.

Usual Iy, the bulk of the calligraphy was done by his
brother, |’ Ancien. But that one tine, junior wote solo. This
copy was nore than carefully crafted. It did not have the
typi cal exuberance of Le G os’ illumnations, but an
extraordi nary thoughtful ness in the neticul ous decoration of al

the capital letters and of certain nmeani ngful words.
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The text itself was a transcription by Brasquet of an
address that Bérot had pronounced during a visit to a | ocal
nunnery. The community had | ost a despotic Mther Abbess who was
not excessively |liked by the nuns and the novi ces.

In his copy of Bérot’s speech, Gratien Le G os wote these
wor ds:

“To our venerable and bel oved Fat her Abbot,
who was sent to us as our guide, with
heal i ng powers stenm ng from his goodness.”

These two lines and the formal beauty of the copy of the
text, as well as the fact that Le G-os chose it anobng hundreds
of pages, are very telling of the profound respect that Gatien
had for Father Garné.

Here is the translation of Bérot’s address to the nuns.

“I wish you to have a nother who |ets her
children find their own steps in the
orchard, in the poultry yard, in the woods.
She is there, but they do not see her.

They fall and she wings her hands, but lets
t hem stand up by thensel ves.

She | ooks up, straight at the sky, her back
erect and she asks and prays.

| wish you to have a nother who knows how to
dry her children’s tears at night. She

understands that their eyes will burn and
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they will eventually fall in a sleep full of
turmoil, threatening figures, rainbows and
hori zons so vast that they will wake up,
panting froma great dizziness.

In the norning, she can notice that colors
fromthe Orient stick to their eyes, and she
recogni zes that soon, they will |eave hone
to discover the |Iands of her forefathers.

| wish you to have a queen who pl aces her
guards at a distance, so her subjects do not
fear.

She gives to the poor, and the poor think

t hey canme across gold coins they have

di scovered by thensel ves.

| wish you to have an abbess who serves you
as you serve the community.

She woul d know that you have pl aced her

hi gher, so she will be a candle in your

ni ght, the noon that turns from behind the
cl ouds to show you where you are.

And that is why | wi sh you to have
continually, not the nost radiant sunlight,

but a glow, always there for those who | ook

up.

|s there any doubt that for Gatien Le G os, Bérot was
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describing in his address to the nuns, the dear Father Garné,

the perfect “glowing light of a religious community?”

| deal ly, the reader would find at the end of this volunme, sone

illustrations of the Gatiens’ art of illum nation.
Unfortunately, | cannot control how this book, actually

| abel ed “a novel,” will be published. And since nobody can

confuse ny literary style with Marcel Proust’s, | shall spare

you ny wetched efforts to give you an idea of the two brothers
artistic genius.

However, | nust nention at | east one piece sonewhat
not ori ous. You may not have heard about it in the “Art and
Entertai nnent” pages of your |ocal newspaper, but the Gatien
brot hers, and especially the younger one, were at the center of
a virulent debate around the “Gargoyle of the Cathedral in the
Clouds,” a work you nost |ikely know wi thout recognizing its
name.

The piece is an astounding 18X18 full page representing a
hi deous nonster, with features of wolf, snake, dragon, on a
giant bird skeleton in the forefront, and a stylized cathedral
entrance in the background. It is now kept at the C uny nuseum
in Paris.

The dispute started as soon as the drawi ng was di scover ed,
in 1856, in Burgundy, by the Abbott Dunont, teacher of the

French witer, Al phonse de Lamartine.
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W will glide over the earlier theories about its
hypot hetical origins. Let’s just mention that the nost popul ar
one assuned it dated fromthe biblical tines, no |ess!

M. Dunont’s personal opinion was that the work came from a
certain French artist, Delaisne, who lived at the end of the 18''
Century and who was a notorious forger of art work sold to rich
mer chants and the nobility.

From 1896 to 1986, the wonderful drawing was “definitely”
attributed to Tadeo the Illumnator. The title “The Gargoyl e of
the Cathedral in the Couds” was actually given arbitrarily in
the 19'" Century by the curator of the Bibliothéque Nationale,
who received it tenporarily fromDunont. It was soon after
transferred to Fontai nebleau where it was on display with this
caption:

“The gargoyle protects the entrance gate
fromthe sin of greed.”

For the record (no pun intended), if | said that you may
very well know the piece, it is because the creature is so
striking that it has decorated several rock-and-roll al buns,
notably the front cover of the hard-rock group “Stalled
Starshi p” al bum “Beyond Dar kness”.

Eventual |y, Martha G 0ni ng denonstrated in her doctoral
thesis that it was inpossible for the Italian Tadeo to be the
creator of the outstanding figure, since chem cal analysis

proved that the parchnment was anterior to Tadeo’s tinme, and that
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its conmposition was typical of the South of France.

Since then, a couple of scholars hypothesized that the
Gratien brothers, and nore likely Gratien Le G os, designed this
nmonster, quite unique for the tinme and the region.

This theory is nore than plausible. One of the later Tertre
de Carces manuscripts had this very paper size, but no
illumnations. In ny own “The Library of Tertre de Carces in the
14'" Century,” | argue that these |oosely bound manuscripts have
been stripped of all their illustrations, anong which the fanous
“Gargoyl e of the Cathedral in the Cl ouds” was the centerpiece.

It is also ny opinion that the nysterious nonster has
actually illustrated a text found in one of these late Le Tertre
de Carces anonynous manuscripts. Its first words, thus its

title, are: “The Message of Gory.” Its calligraphy is not
typical of Gratien |’ Ancien or the nonastery’s nost tal ented
novices. It would be interesting to analyze it thoroughly.

Wuldn't it be lovely if some new young scholars, with nuch
grant noney, researched who wote it?

In the neantine, here is the chore of The Message of dory
that Gatien Le Gros has, so we claim illustrated with his
Gargoyl e of the Cathedral in the C ouds.

I
“When the Angel went to announce to Mary she

will bear the Son of the Lord, he travel ed

t hrough eons and visited all the created
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worlds to sing the glorious news, before he
coul d eventually kneel down in front of the
G orious Virgin.
He went to the Seraphim and they join their
voi ces in amazenent.
He went to the Cherubim and they sang
| ouder .
He went to the Thrones; the Dom nations, the
Virtues, the Powers; the Principalities, the
Archangel s, and all sang and asked many
gquesti ons.
But the Angel said:

Further 1 rmust fly,

For I amentrusted with a

sacred m ssion.
The Angel traveled in all the different
Spher es.
He passed an abyss where the Fall en Angel,
henceforth reduced to discredit nen in the
eyes of the Lord, was plotting his dark
desi gns.
And when the Fallen Angel heard the
Announcenent, he | ooked up. He nodded and
asked a question.

He addressed directly the Messenger:
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“How dare you appear before the

chosen one, before the Virgin

Mary? Have you no humlity

what soever ?

Or do you think that you,

sinple soldier of God, are His

Voi ce?”
The Angel heard these words and did not know
what to answer.
He felt much contrition.
He sat and thought:

“How can | appear indeed in

front of the Mther of the Son

of God?”
The cruel words of the Fallen Angel, also
named the Cal umiator, had created a
humlity that did not exist in the
Messenger’s soul .
Angel s have no humlity since they never
di stinguish their own will fromthe Lord's
Comandnent s.
Angel s are not conparable to nmen who see all
in many colors. For angels, “me” does not
exist; only “H ni does.

It is said that they are inmersed in His
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Servi ce.
However, the Fallen Angel by the words he
had mal evol ently chosen, had planted a seed
of doubt for which the Messenger of the
Announcenent was not prepar ed.
Doubt al ways spreads in a soul |ike when a
decade of drought on the |and | eaves no
pl ant standing in its march.
At once, the Messenger |ost his nature.
Hi s wi ngs becane those of a dragon, his |egs
becane the linbs of a goat, his smle becane
the rage of a wolf, his eyes and his tongue
were those of a snake, his beauty becane a
decayed skel eton
He could travel only by night, hiding from
the |ight.
He appeared in the village where Mary |ived.
Al its inhabitants fled in distress and
horror.
A priest and Mary were summoned to run away
with all the others
The priest said:

“I't is a denon, to be sure. W

nust | eave.”

But Mary had always in her eyes, by day or
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by night, a quiet light of nerrinment. In it,
t he nonster was not terrifying.
She sai d:
“l do not understand. Are you
| ooki ng for ne?”
|1
When a creature | oses the nessage it bears,
it looses its purpose, hence its nature.
It beconmes what it was not conceived to be.
Its attributes are then its purpose.
Conpared to what it was, its transformation
i S nmonstrous.
The Messenger heard Mary’ s questi on,
“Are you | ooking for ne?”
and he saw hinself in her calm fearless
eyes.
He saw who he was and renenbered pronptly
hi s message, therefore his nature.
He transforned i medi ately into an Angel,
kneel ed down and sang t he good news.
And no sound had been so beautiful in the

hi story of the world.”

The first tinme | read carefully this “Message of Gory,” | was

el ated: the description of the Messenger who | ost his nature
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mat ched extremely well the characteristics of the Gargoyl e of
the Cathedral in the O ouds.

M ssion acconplished! The thrilling ending of another
epi sode of perfect academ c inquiry! The masked schol ar coul d
ride in the sunset, to new specul ati ve advent ures!

One graduate student was so inpressed with ny
acconpl i shnent that she asked nme if she could wite a paper on
“The Message of Gory.”

| believed that | had said all that could be said on the
text, but who am | to discourage anyone to study the precious
manuscripts fromLe Tertre de Carces? The nore people wite
about them the better it is for their dissem nation and, if |
were to be cynically truthful, for ny own reputation, as a

speci alist of the topic.

So, with nmy blessing, Ms. Marie D awara wote a 90 page paper
on The Message of dory. After her introduction, | was only
expecting an analysis of the synbols attached to the angel’s
transformation, with the nmedi eval neaning of the dragon w ngs,
the goat, the wolf, the snake, and the “decayed bird skeleton.”
And Ms. Diawara obliged, witing a brilliant chapter on
t hese synbols, with a neo-Freudian interpretations to boot: a
t ext book study, indeed.
But that was only one of six chapters. She al so researched

what exactly neant for a 14'" Century author the structure of the
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heavenly spheres, with Thrones; Dom nations, Virtues, Powers;
Principalities, Archangels...

Ms. Marie D awara proceeded to devote four anbitious
chapters on the various aspects of the anonynous author’s
spirituality. For instance, she wondered why the Messenger woul d
comuni cate the glorious news to all parts of the Creation
before relaying it to the chosen one, Jesus’ nother, who appears
only at the very end. Ms. Diawara ventured to claimthat the
Messenger stood, in the mnd of the author, as the synbolic
representation of the human being during his passage on Earth.

In her daring estimation, the text reflected that the
aut hor believed that each born soul |oses right away its angelic
perfection, which is to know and recogni ze only God’s WII, not
its own. The transformation into a nonster is then automatically
realized, as doubt is bestowed upon the soul by the Fallen
Angel .

Following this theory, how would you like to get closer to
the mrror, dear reader, and contenplate your spiritual self in
it? Here is the image of Gatien s gargoyle before your
i ncredul ous eyes.

You and | are then natural nonsters of essential ignorance.
Qur only hope should be to acquire the quiet light of nerrinment
that would allow us to realize what our true nature is.

The theoretical beauty of this odyssey is that the Virgin

Mary is the goal — the perfection toward which nmen can aspire —
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and the nean of salvation at the same tine.

Once we get the hint (“Aren’t you supposed to |ook for ne,”
asks the Virgin Mary) we see ourselves in the |ight of
merrinment, renenber the nmessage we are carrying, thus our
nat ur e.

Ms. Marie D awara considered that the phil osophi cal

backbone of the tale is the sentence “Wen a creature | oses the

nmessage it bears, it |looses its purpose, hence its nature.”

| provided Ms. Diawara with the constructive coments you can

i magi ne. At sone point, my young disciple confided what was
especially troubling her. She could not figure out why the
ultimate weapon of evil — the Fallen Angel of the story - was to

create “a humlity that did not exist.” That concept seened to
puzzle her to no end.

Suddenly, a strange thought canme to ny m nd: what woul d
Bérot have answered to the young wonan? He woul d have surely
said that a hum ity conscious of itself is the exact opposite
of humlity.

Before delivering this answer to the inquisitive graduate
student, another question popped in ny deliquescent brain: what
woul d Martin de LI eda have answered her? He woul d have probably
tal ked her into sleeping wwth him The incongruity of this

t hought nade nme | augh with a nervous, probably slightly guilty

| aught er.
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Ms. Marie D awara thought that my apparently anused

response was very Zen-like.
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XVI1 Plato and Brasquet de Laons in the sanme sentence

As we exam ne as thoroughly as we can all the nmenbers of the
religious community in and around Le Tertre de Carces, soon we
have to stunbl e upon the enigmatic figure of Brasquet de Laons.

The man was a prolific “conpiler.” Besides the infanous
Readi ngs of the Bible on Truth and Grace attributed to Bérot, we
can recogni ze his hand in many pages of Le Tertre’s Books of
Hours. Al so, when | copied sone excerpts of Master Genar’'s life,
| nmentioned that Brasquet de Laons probably wote the four
“anonynmous” booklets on the idealized, inmaginary disciples of
the original Apostles.

Brasquet never refers to hinself in his witings, even
indirectly. Mentioned by the other nonks and by Martin de LI eda,
Brasquet appears as an honest and direct man, quite tenacious,
but open to new i deas.

We do not have any formal evidence he was ever ordained
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priest. The fact that he was referred in the nonastery as
“Brother Brasquet” is actually not conclusive. W do not know
anyt hi ng about his background. Fromhis witings, we can deduct
he was educated and that his know edge of classical Latin, if
far from being perfect, was indeed superior to Bérot’s. His
imtations of classical religious treaties were sonmewhat
courageous but fell a bit short of his intellectual goals. Sone
of his literary attenpts, including certain passages of Readi ngs
of the Bible on Truth and Grace, were sonetinmes a rather
confusing and clunsy in their fornul ation.

The rel ationship between Brasquet and Bérot is al so
shadowy. Brasquet, certainly followed Bérot to acquire a certain
spiritual know edge. He did not use Bérot as Plato for instance
used Socrates, to present and expend his own deducti ons.
Brasquet really thought that his role in life was to put Bérot’s
sayings in a witten form so that the Church could sonehow
incorporate their excellence in its official collection of
el evated witings.

We know of course how this attenpt backfired in a grand

way!

Curiously, Bérot showed a strange anbi val ence towards the
“Readi ngs of the Bible on Truth and Grace” he was supposed to
have pronounced. He never di savowed them but he never fully

endorsed them eit her.
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An illustration of this paradox can be found in one of the
many di scussions on grace reported in the Tertre de Carces’
Books of Hours

When the Cardinal Martin De Lleda started to read the
witings attributed to Bérot, the heretic in the making, he
stunbl ed upon a paragraph so convol uted that he did not know
exactly what to do with it. It would have been easy for a nore
cynical inquisitor to twist ever so slightly the words in order
to color themin a malicious hue. But Martin did not use themin
the drafting of the Papal Bull he was supposed to conpose.

However, Martin had not forgotten these puzzling |lines, and
a few years | ater, he managed to show themto his good friend,
Beér ot .

They read:

“Grace conmes fromGod, and its trajectory is
direct fromGod to the chosen ones and

i ndirect for everyone el se.

Then, it goes fromthe orchard to the sea,
fromthe river banks to the caves, fromthe
| eaves to the core of the stonp, fromthe
air to the sap.

It does not have the sanme blush for all.

But each nust imerse init, fromthe hair
to the toe, fromthe skin to the inner

bl ood.
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bl ank | ook on his face.

candi dl y:
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It is mandatory to reflect upon these things
and see what they nmean, for Gace is the

uni fying nystery, and the torch to see

t hrough this nystery.

I f the soul grasps Grace and its divine
origin, one mght say it is great science.
If the soul sees Grace and is blinded by it,
one mght say it is the way to know t he

Trut h.

I f the soul does see Grace, and Grace has
taken hold of the soul, subnmerging it, one
m ght not say anything, for nobody el se can
see it, understand it, testify about it.
Grace, at this point, is the other side of

bei ng.”

“Did | say that?”

Brasquet answered seriously:

“Not in these exact words.”

He expl ai ned:

“Didn’t you say that Grace has an

unpredi ctabl e novenent? Didn’t you say that

had a

He turned to Brasquet de Laons and asked
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there are several forms of G ace, but the
one that reveals Truth had to be a total

i mrer si on of the soul? Haven't you repeated
many tines that the divine influence travels
as fromthe |l eaves to the core of the tree,
and then again, in the opposite direction?
It travels also fromthe skin to the inner

bl ood, although it could be fromthe inner

bl ood to the skin, you said nore than once.”

Bérot answered with a sigh:

“Dd 1l say it? | guess | did,”

Brasquet may not have replied literally “I rest ny case,”
but he nust have nodded with a rather satisfied snle.

Martin De Ll eda concl uded:

“I still do not understand.”

Martin loved to trouble religious people. He was not really
antici pating any m nd-boggling explanation, but he had to poke
again at Bérot.

As expected, Brasquet intervened, trying to find another
angle for a better clarification. That tine, the Book of Hours

did not record Brasquet’s vain attenpt.

Brasquet de Laons appeared from nowhere and spent about ten
years followi ng Bérot, witing many pages about religion and

spirituality.
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Then he di sappear ed.

However, we know nore or |ess where he headed.

Around 1326, Le Tertre de Carces nonastery started a new
era. Substantial changes can be observed through the nonastery’s
Books of Hours of that tinme. Brother Martin was gone, except for
a couple of visits he nmade to see his friends, all of them
before 1330. Bérot becane | ess of an active participant in the
daily activities and nore of a recluse.

It is ny assunption that Brasquet de Laons got a little
bored, if | may use this trivial term After all, you can
i magi ne that, at |east fromthe outside, nonachal |ife was not
really zooming in the fast |ane. But at the end, Brasquet seened
to have lost his appetite for spiritual wisdom In other words,
his tenure at Le Tertre de Carces seened to end in an internal
vacuous standstill.

At that nmonment, fortunately for Brasquet de Laons, a great
di version cane to save himfromhis doldrunms. H's curiosity for
spiritual adventures was awakened again at last, that tinme by
t he Conpani ons Buil ders of the Sacred Altar.

This group was created in the late 1260’s by a certain
Hugues Bisault. Here is another fell ow who deserves his own
action series on your TV set, or perhaps just a bi-weekly comc

magazi ne rich of incredible action.

Hughes Bisault traveled all over Europe for 10 years before
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follow ng the famous Order of the Knight Tenplar to the Mddle
East. However, he was neither a nonk nor a knight, but a
bui | der .

Hughes started at a young age, in Rheins, as a quarrynan.
He travel ed East and then South, accunulating skills and
experience. Wen he finally enbarked with the Knight Tenplar, he
was a naster stonemason. Eventually, he becane in charge to
rebuilding a strategic fortress on the road to Acre. That gave
himthe title of “maitre d oeuvre,” an architect of the tine.

Unfortunately, his work was razed to the ground by the
eneny. Hughes Bisault escaped death only because of the bravery
of a few knights.

The rather intense experience shook quite a bit the new
maitre d oeuvre.

In those days, builders were grouped in professional guilds
or associ ations, alnost unions, called “soci étés de conmpagnons”.

When he decided to follow the Knights Tenpl ar, Hugues had
to switch his allegiance to a special society called “L'"Ordre du
Saint Devoir de Dieu” (the Order of the Saint Duty for God).
Thi s organi zation tended to nodel itself alittle |ike the
Tenpl ar.

After his traumatic near-death experience and when he
eventual ly returned to Europe, Hughes Bisault chose to create a
super Order of the Saint Duty for God. He established stringent

initiation rites and drastic rul es.
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| nst ead of being conm ssioned by the nobl enen, the
nmer chants or the Church, the group vowed to travel all over
Eur ope, and rebuild abandoned churches and ol d pil grinmage sites.

Since they woul d have no i ncone, Hughes Bisault imagined
they would |ive as Mendi cants Brothers. He named his group The
Conpani ons Buil ders of the Sacred Altar.

After Hughes Bisault’s death, the group added new
conditions to its already rigorous regulations. Its nenbers had
to pray six times a day and to observe a vow of silence when
wor ki ng and eati ng.

Qur special correspondent in the 14'" Century, Jan Anoul et,
wote these |lines about these intriguing fell ows:

“They eat and travel together. Wen they
find a consecrated site that seens requiring
their care, they work w thout stopping, as

i f possessed by a divine fervor, until the
building is conpletely restored.

If they fulfill their task with honor, they
are repaying the great gift God gave them

|f a conpanion fails his task, he is

severely punished by all..

Even before Hugues Bisault’s death, the local Church officials
di d not know exactly what to nake of this new secul ar order that

started to usurp a certain religious status.
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Once, a bishop went to visit a construction site chosen by
t he Conpani ons Buil ders of the Sacred Altar in his own diocese.

He asked the “maitre d oeuvre” why his nmen would rebuild a
church that had been abandoned and that nobody wanted to attend.

The answer was a |oud and curt

“Are you saying that a house built so that
the nane of the Lord could be revered, is
usel ess?”

As he pronounced this question, all the conpani ons stopped
brusquel y what they were doing and turned toward the unwel cone
visitor.

The bi shop, we can guess, cleared his throat, smled and
prai sed loudly God for the providential intervention of the
Conpani ons Buil ders of the Sacred Altar.

That anecdote, reported in various regional chronicles,
reflects well the clergy’s disconfort towards this novenent.

When Hugues Bisault died, he had gathered and initiated 23
conpani ons. \Wen Brasquet de Laons decided to join the
associ ation, they were alnost two hundred nmen, nostly young and
still very exalted.

Their pious m ssion gave them an aura of sanctity. However,
the spectacle of a couple hundred silent and ferocious | ooking
beggars, arnmed with heavy tools, invading towns and vill ages,
was rather disturbing to a |ot of people. Mreover, if these

conpani ons vowed sil ence, dedication to rebuilding churches, and
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mat eri al detachnment, they were far from swearing any type of
cel i bacy.

Sone sexual excesses were reported. They may have been
anplified, exaggerated by the villagers fears.

Many | egends foll owed the nmysterious troop until 1345, the
year they were outlawed both by the secular and the religious
authorities.

In 1346, Ceoffroy de Sercqg, an unpopul ar nobl eman seeki ng
sone political diversion, started to hunt down the renaining

conpani ons who left the region and soon after di sbanded.

It was brought to my attention that, at the end of the 19'"
Century, the Parisian newspaper L' Evénenent littéraire published
as a serial novel, “Les batisseurs de Chapitaux,” signed by a
certain Gustave Passel. It was a rather gory fiction, m xing
sexual situations a |la Marquis de Sade wi th hunongous body
counts; but it was explicitly inspired by the Conpani ons
Bui l ders of the Sacred Altar. | amactually surprised that
nobody has unearthed the once popul ar book by Passel to nmake a

series of novies filled with “adult thenes.”

One day of March 1329, Brasquet de Laons left |le Tertre de
Carces to join the Conpanions Builders of the Sacred Altar.
At that point, we |lose conpletely his trace. If he wote

the spiritual chronicles of his daily life with the conpani ons,
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t he manuscript did not reach our century, unfortunately.

We actually do not even know if he was admtted in the
exclusive and fervent circle. It is not inpossible but, in ny
opinion, it is not very likely. By then, Brasquet de Laons was
not a young man anynore, and the transition between a rather
sedentary, intellectual, nonastery life, and a rough existence

of action could be quite drastic.

If we let our imagination take over, we may see Brasquet |eaving
the group, getting married and settling down in a town not very
far fromLe Tertre de Carces.

| like to picture himas the wise man in a snmall town.
Maybe Brasquet became the proprietor of a tavern, raising often
his glass in the nanme of the Divine Gace and ot her profound
nmysteries. Then, perhaps he floated in an eternal and enchanted
al cohol i ¢ stupor he naned Heaven of Earth?

We can also imagine that, after all these many years of
spiritual peregrinations, as Voltaire s Candi de, he went back to
Laons and “cultivated his garden”?

Among all the possible endings to the life of the author of
the fateful “Sentences to Apostles, Saints and Prophets,” | can
hardly picture himlaying stones with nortar and pushing a heavy
wheel barr ow.

Then again, there are plenty of events | have failed to

fathom and that have occurred nonethel ess, |eaving ne al ways
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nmor e astounded.
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XVI1l Rich nmonks, poor nonks and cl ever nonks

Wi |l e evoking the characters in and around Le Tertre de Carces,
it would be logical to direct our attention to the nonastery
itself.

One typical nedieval paradox was that a nonk had to be
poor, but nonasteries were often quite opulent. Some nonasteries
were actually powerful |andlords that had sonme wei gh on the
| ocal econony and of course on its politics.

In the early 14'" century, the Tertre de Carces nonastery
was not only known for its library but also for its feud with
t he Count of Forquignoles.

When we study special nuances of spirituality in the days
of the Inquisition, we have to hire the cleverest literary and
sonetinmes scientific sleuths to gather a few clues. But if we
want to study a specific quarrel about |ands, we have at our

di sposal literally hundreds of docunents. Unfortunately, these
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abundant texts, filled with clauses and codicils wapped in
puzzling | egal jargon, enlighten us very noderately and coul d be
concei vably even nore tedious than this very novel.

We do have a plethora of docunents showi ng that, shortly
before Bérot’s return to the Tertre de Carces, the count of
For qui gnol es, the local |lord of the region, scored many
strategic coups. As a result, Le Tertre de Carces nonastery | ost
a big portion of its farmed | and.

We have nentioned that the |local chronicles of the tine
inplied that the exodus of the nonks seened to have been
provoked by Bérot’s unwel come arrival. But, in the previous
twel ve nonths, the father abbot and the other elders of that
flourishing cultural site had been politically and economically
so soundly defeated by the Count, that they were very worried
for their own wellbeing. They feared that the relentl ess and
greedy Forqui gnoles was not going to | eave them al one, even
after his successes.

So, after exploring in vain all diplomtic responses, the
i nhabitants of the nonastery were ripe to abandon ship, just

when Bérot arrived.

When nost of the nonks left, the Count of Forquignoles, who
could care | ess about papal Bulls and visiting heretics, took
that flight as another personal victory, and understood that the

path to all the |ands of the nonastery was cl ear.



Cohen/ The Man Who /Knew/ 212

He licked his chops, but could not nake his nove right away
because of a peculiar, risky action he had just carried out, in
order to acquire sone other lands. In that second front, he had
found it nore convenient to physically elimnate an annoyi ng
nobl eman. Unfortunately, that bothersone rival happened to be
related to the Count Robert d’ Anjou, Forquignoles’ own suzerain.

Thus, Forquignoles had to lay low for a while, using his
resources to serve his lord with great zeal in order to get back

in his good graces.

Finally, reassured that his risky maneuver was forgotten, the
Count De Forquignoles came to visit the nonastery one day of
August 1332.

There was no doubt that he had in mnd to get hold of the
| ast few plots of lands still under the nonks’ control. He knew
by then, that the father in charge, Garné, had the reputation to
be a very sinple man, certainly easier to bully than his
pr edecessors.

The Count invited hinself and his nmen to a feast in the
refectory. He had brought with himrich food, wi ne and even
music in the person of a lutenist. He cane as a conqueror
visiting his future fief, ready to inflanme the situation, with
his captains and his two sons dressed for battle, exhibiting
synbolically their weapons in the religious site.

It is safe to assune that De Forquignoles did not |ike the
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clergy in general. He took some great pleasure to eat, burp and
rai se great raucous in the vast room roaring |loudly and
repeatedly his hypocrite surprise to see that only his nen were
feasting, while the nonks were seated silently, certainly

di sapprovi ng but al so thoroughly terrorized.

Garné had to sit next to his “guest”, but he was not taking
part to the agapes.

Toward the end of the neal, the Count offered to manage al
t he nonastery properties. The nonks woul d then be under *“his
personal care and protection.”

Garné answered him First, he asked for a common prayer and
a special blessing for his guests. Then, he recited passages of
the Bi bl e, thundering suddenly the nanes of Ezekiel, Zechariah
and Mal achi. And, pointing an accusatory finger, he asked:

“Do you understand, ny lord? | surely w sh
you under st ood!”

That was vintage Garné. The count was utterly confused. But
his contenpt for the nonastery, plus his natural greed, were
power ful antibodi es and soon, he recovered fromhis surprise and
was about to yell an ultimatumto the nonks when Brother Martin

i nt ervened.

The Count of Forquignoles was unaware that anong the nonks,
t here happened to be one man who had dealt with high political

and financial matters alnost all his life.
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As for any other endeavour, being prepared is indeed al ways
t he nost powerful weapon to have. Wil e the nobl eman was busy
underestimati ng an adversary he thought already defeated, Martin
De Ll eda, during the few weeks preceding the visit, gathered a

| ot of useful information on the Count.

Wiy did the ex-cardinal untertake the task of defending Le
Tertre de Carces?

He had been very likely asked. But by whonf? Nobody was
supposed to know his real identity, or that he possessed the
| egal acunmen and the ability to resist De Forquignol es.

Sonmehow, | cannot fathom Fat her Garné assessing coldly the
gravity of the situation and sumoni ng Brother Martin to
spearhead a surprising counterattack by the nonastery.

The person who accurately evaluated that Martin could be
the man for the situation, may have been Bérot, G atien |’ Ancien
or even one of the novices, like the peculiar Jan Anoul et who
may have recogni zed Martin fromone of his many voyages
t hroughout Europe and specifically, to Avignon.

In any case, entrusted with the defense of Le Tertre de
Carces, Martin De Lleda did not have tinme to begin a real
di pl omatic action, which would have involved visiting other
nobl emen and knitting a few key alliances. But he started
gathering all the information he could on the Count of

For qui gnol es.
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Andr é de Forqui gnoles was of rather recent nobility. H's direct
ancestors were nore usurpers than true blue bl ood. The Count was
not the nost literate person in the region. He had sinple
hobbi es, like feeling rich and respected, accunulating | and and
income. He did not excel at classical chivalry values. He hated
the Church, but he was weary of its power. Also, he did not want
to alienate God. He had a private chaplain that advised himon
matters of salvation and was appointed to pray for himand help
perform sonme | ow cost charitabl e deeds.

Thi s behavior illustrated his general philosophy in al
t hi ngs: beware of God, but abuse His creatures.

For instance, he was hinself the vassal of Robert d’ Anjou,
Ki ng of Naples who, fortunately for him did not care nmuch for
what was happening in this county as long as all the obligations
were fulfilled by De Forquignoles. And, at the exception of his
recent faux-pas when he had inadvertently killed a renote famly
menber of his suzerain, the Count André acquitted hinself of his
duties in a scrupulous and exenplarily servile manner. In
exchange, he felt entitled to set up edicts and |laws to get what
he wanted in his county.

Al so, he strong-arned the |ocal religious authorities, but
cultivated liberally his relationship with the Bishop of the

regi on.
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At the conquering dinner inposed by De Forquignoles at Le Tertre
de Carces, Brother Martin started by giving an el oquent tribute
to the nonastery’s “guests.”

He insisted on the Count’s wealth and enunerated all his
domai ns, anong which he listed in details the newWy annexed
| ands that used to be, he stressed, “under the local authority
of the Tertre de Carces.”

He added that the nonastery was, by the way, a sinple
adm nistrator for the powerful “Grand Maitre des hospitaliers”
of the tinme.

That last information was a blatant |ie. But it had the
expected effect on the Count: his ears perked up.

Martin concluded with a senblance of admiration that it was
a bold nove to defy the Gand Master. It proved how fearl ess the
Count of Forquignoles truly was!

And he bl essed the bravery of the man who could free the
poor nonks, who just wanted to devote thenselves to the service
of God, fromthe triviality of admnistering | ands for what was

truly “a nundane power.”

The Count of Forquignoles, | imgine, said sonmething |ike: “Wit
a mnute, ny man. Wit a mnute. Let's rewind the tape.”

Not with these exact words perhaps, but he did protest:
this monk full of verbiage was surely confused. H's newy

acquired | ands had nothing to do with any Gand Maitre des
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hospitaliers.

Martin repeated calmy that he understood the nobl eman’ s
nodesty, but he still had to thank himfor freeing the nonks
fromthese tedious adm nistrative tasks.

The Count did not like that his celebrating feast could be
souring. Wiat was this damm nonk tal king about? He affirnmed with
a discernible inpatience that he had the docunents to prove he
was the legitimte owner and defi ed anybody to say he was not!

Martin, still wth a fake deferential deneanor, stubbornly
conti nued:

“We all knowit is not a small endeavor to
chal l enge the Grand Maitre des hospitaliers.
But we worry al so, even though we trust in
the strength and wi sdom of our Lord the
Count, that H's Holiness the Pope would al so
intervene in the matter.
That intervention would be actually nost
certain.
But, ny lord, none of that matters, for you
are the nost valiant nobl eman of the world.
You and your heroic arny..

Here, Martin nust have paused to stare at the other guests.
“You and your heroic arny can take on
anybody. And, if the pope excomruni cates you

or declares a holly crusade agai nst you, you
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will be certainly nore reckless than

Louis 1V of Bavari a.

Qur only concern would be the Count Robert
d’ Anj ou’ s reaction.

However, we trust that you, our Lord, the
Count De Forquignoles, will convince himto
take your side in the matter. But we can not
hel p fearing that the Pope and the Crown of
Anjou can not conflict politically in this
somewhat mnor matter, for they are tied in
so many different affairs, vital to the
wor | d.”

The Count André | ooked around. Besides a few soldiers, his
captains and his two sons in war gears, there was a young
cleric, arelative of his nost trusted advisor who did not cone
because of his health. Besides, it was certain that the
victorious expedition did not require his services.

Now, that young cleric was here definitely out of Martin's
| eague.

Using his usual orator tricks, Martin de Ll eda changed his
tone of voice. Now, |ouder, nore deliberately, he suddenly
exhi bited a seal ed piece of parchnment:

“We have received a nessage fromthe G and
Maitre des Hospitaliers. Wuld you care to

read it, ny lord?”
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O course, the sealed letter was forged by the Gatien
brot hers who had precisely followed the ex-cardinal’s specific
and expert directions, since he was very famliar with that type
of docunents.
Martin had suddenly a cardinal-like authority when he said
to the Count, looking at himdirectly:
“You nmay want to see by yourself the
signature of the Grand Maitre des

hospitaliers.”

The Cardinal Martin De Lleda knew well the Sovereign Mlitary
Hospitaller Order (Les Hospitaliers).

WI1l the reader demand to be acquainted with it? Should I
sumari ze why the Pope C enent V dissolved the Knights Tenpl ar
Order in 1312 and how their properties were given to the
Hospitaliers?

It could be a | engthy chapter, very interesting (to sone).
However, in truth, even the Count of Forquignoles did not have
an exact grasp of who the Hospitaliers were. For him |ike for
nost of his contenporaries, they were nysterious and very
powerful. Like the Tenplar, the nane exuded a whiff of sacred
kni ght hood in faraway | ands, in the holy Palestine. Their
shadowy reputation rubbed off quite a few other groups of the
time, like the Conpanions Builders of the Sacred Altar that we

saw earlier, for instance.
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It would not be the choice of a |lower tier nobleman, with a
gluttony for material possessions slightly above average, but
not necessarily overly audaci ous, to have an eneny that was not
a local squire, but a potent organi zation whose kni ghts fought

against the Infidels all over the nedieval world.

The Count of Forquignoles was slightly nore tentative when he
declined Brother Martin's offer to exam ne the docunment. No,
after all, he did not need to read any letter.

H s men had sl owed down their rowdy consunption of food and
al cohol . They could feel that the situation went awmy at sone
point: the Count was letting this nonk tal king nonsense and,
nore inmportantly, they were not ransacking the place.

But For qui gnol es found sonme renewed strength in the sight
of his arnmed nen. He drank his glass, and had a | oud, assertive
| aught er.

Martin noticed the change. Before the Count could take his
sword to make a theatrical, synbolic gesture against the nonks
in the room the Hospitaliers, and perhaps even agai nst the
Pope, Martin placed swiftly a verbal coup de grace.

He unfol ded pronptly the docunent the count had refused to
check, and exclainmed, as if he was very inpressed by the
beauti ful and intimdating signature:

“H's name is Hélion de Villeneuve. And here

is the arnory of the G and Masters of the
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Order, ny lord. Here is, you see underneath,
the arnory of his famly. Can you recognize
it, my lord?”

Curious, the count could not help staring at the synbol. He
frowned. Way would he know it?

“The greyhounds. Like the Count Jobert de
Gast’s very own coat of arnms.”

There is no doubt that the Gratien brothers had thoroughly
enjoyed mxing three coats of arns for the design of this one
“official,” very sol em-1ooking, quite inposing docunent. They
copi ed the actual blazon of Jobert de Gast, a neighboring squire
t hat De Forqui gnol es knew very well. Then, they took sone
el enents fromit and added them subtly to their creation, the
supposed coat of arnms of Hélion de Villeneuve, a historical
character who was actually the G and Master of the Order at that
time.

It was of course Martin de LlIeda who had provided all the
necessary conponents for the docunent, the signature, the
various coats of arms and even the seal, to | ook real and
f or ebodi ng.

Eventual ly, the count had to articulate a question:

“What is the relationship between this G and
Maitre des Hospitaliers and Jobert de Gast?”
Martin was now in control. He started toying with the

Count, using all the information he had carefully coll ected.
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“You see, ny lord, the Grand Master and Jobert are
second degree cousins”.

Sonme | ocal runor clained that the Count of Forquignoles had
anbushed and killed Jobert de Gast. Both, you guessed it, were
haggl i ng over sone | and For qui gnol es desperately want ed.

Now, it |ooked |ike at |east the ghosts of two nen that
Dear Andre had killed to annex a few nore acres of |and, were

com ng back to exact their revenge.

Martin's plan was sufficiently farfetched, convoluted and
unexpected to overwhel ma conpletely unprepared Count of
For qui gnol es.

Now, in the Count’s mnd, there was a couple of blurry but
perilous |inks between the Tertre de Carces nonastery’s
properties and two potentially hostile and powerful entities.

He decided to think thoroughly about this predi canent and
first, consult his | egal counsel or

And to the great disappointnment of his belligerent party,

the Count ordered to retreat at once.

For the next few nonths, the Count de Forquignoles |eft alone
the Tertre de Carces nonastery. He had actually nore pressing
cares, since one of his captains, his personal advisor and his
el der son, tried to depose him

Eventual |y, the younger son took over, got rid of the
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plotters and ironically, found it appropriate to exile his
father...to a nonastery in Spain.

There should be sone noral | esson to draw here, shouldn’t

it?

Local chronicles, official docunents and, of course, the
nonastery’s own Book of Hours give concurring versions of the
event we have descri bed. However, one nay regret that we are not
left with a nore personal account of it, com ng from Brasquet or
Gratien, for instance; or Martin de Lleda hinself.
Once again, we may marvel about the conplexity of this
epi sode’s hero. Martin de Lleda, who admitted to be prone to
bouts of anger, and who was not the nost hunble man of the robe,
di splayed in the circunstance, a remnarkable, alnost perfect
sel f-control
Was the character who scored a textbook defeat of an
aggressive nobleman, with his epic mastery of diplomatic
strategy (or his gift for lying), the sane one who |anmented in
the “Sai nt Petersburg ‘anonynous letter’”
“One hundred tinmes, the Lord gives ne the
key of His Chest and one hundred tines, |
m spl ace it.
| cry, stamer and break in a sweat, for
have | ost the Way of all Treasures.

WIIl ny Lord forgive me one nore tine, as a
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nmot her who can not resent her |ast born, a

very devoted but also very slowwtted son?”

Let’s summari ze the essential question fromthe previous
par agr aph: how can the sane person be so perfect and so fl awed
within a very short period, or should we say “at the sanme tine”?
For our linear mnds, it would be acceptable to be fl awed
in the beginning and eventually finish as a perfect or near
perfect human bei ng.
In trivial terms, everyday observation proves that even a
great man or worman who seens to have achieved sone spiritua

excel | ence, can screw up | anentably, and nore than one tine!

The theme of perfection occupied greatly Bérot and Martin in
their religious discussions.

The sane way they had already determ ned that they could
not keep an everlasting Grace in everyday life, they also
admtted they were unable to experience a pernmanent perfection.

In theory, the true man of God should be able to achieve a
grace and a perfection that would die only with the chosen one’s
death. But the two nonks’ very different experiences tended to
show t hat such spiritual achi evenent was inpossible for conmon
men or, to repeat their recurring disclainmer, nmen who were
nei t her prophets nor saints. Even “hidden prophets” were

subj ected to the ephenerality of all human things.
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In other words, a righteous nan cannot be al ways ri ghteous.
O to take a nore concrete exanple, one could not expect the
Martin de LI eda who affronted Forquignoles with an adm rabl e
mastery, to be so evenly tenpered next tinme he would not find
his m ssal.
Al ready, Bérot/Brasquet had voiced that idea in Readings of
the Bible on Truth and Grace, in a comrentary of a Psalm
“(.) and nmy nouth shall declare Thy prai se.
But Thou know that my lips will be closed
soon, for nen are inperfect and they can not
sustain Thy perfection, nor can they receive
Thy infinite G ace, since they are finite
creatures.”
And in one of the later nonastery’s Book of Hours, an
anonynous scribe comment ed:
“This man is wi se and sone say he is
perfect.
But this perfection shall not last, for it
is not in man’s nature to | ast.
As truly as nmen are born, mature, fall sick
and die, man’s perfection will not |ast
bef ore your eyes.
But it will, in the Eyes of God.
So, if you are before a wi se man, do not

expect himto do the inpossible and be who
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he can not be.

But he will be eternally wise in the Eyes of
God, for Hs Tine is different fromour tine
on this Earth.

And if you see a man that errs, do not say
he is a fool by nature.

Think of Peter. Did he not sin before and
even after being the disciple of Jesus?

Thi nk of the other Apostles. Wre they

al ways perfect towards Jesus Conmandnents?
Thi nk of the chosen people. Did they al ways
listen to Mbses and the prophets sent by
God?

Thus, you will know that things do not |ast
in the world of nen.

And if you think about it w thout passion,
ignorance will also fade; even the thicker
form of ignorance, which seens always |like a
| ayer of solid mud in the noon sun

That too will eventually di sappear.."

Many texts found at Le Tertre de Carces repeat nore or |ess
explicitly this conclusion:
“Grace and perfection will not stay with

men. Thus, the righteous man will not stay
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righteous. There is no infallibility anong
men”.

When exposed to it, nmy students are curiously divided. |
woul d roughly estimate that a magjority of ny freshnen students
judge this assertion rather negative and sonewhat depressing,
while ny graduate students, in general, judge it realistic or

even positive, since it frees men of the tyranny of perfection,

so to speak.

Very often, | just quote a text and | feel that the intrinsic
quality of the passage, its depth, is perceptible to all. |
forget that each text endures the transformation i nherent to any
interpretative reading (a marked redundancy, as we know).

Al'l readers are not equal, and we are not tal king about 1Q
or attention, but just of timng.

For instance, in a previous excerpt fromthe nonastery’s
Books of Hours, did you notice its outstandi ng concept of tinme?

“For (God’s) Tinme is different fromour tinme on this
Earth.”

We nust remenber that, |ike nmany concepts that nodern nen
take for granted, tine was not perceived the sane way in the
medi eval era. Since people did not have wistwatches and cl ocks
in their living roons, they depended on the sky, the |light and
other visible rhythnms, to sense tine. Oten, the church bells

accentuated its passage.
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However, the nonks at Le Tertre de Carces left many witten
reflections about human space and tinme and “their divine
counterparts.”

In a very convol uted passage of Readi ngs of the Bible on
Truth and Grace, Bérot placed hinself in the noment of rapture,
when in the “neditative prayer,” “Divine Grace is bestowed onto
the searcher of God.” In this spiritual place, the searcher is
imrersed in the divine reality, which is eternal. Wiile in this
“di mension,” we would say nowadays, the seeker shares God’'s
eternity. O course, to the naked eye of the possible observer,
this seeker would be “still grow ng old and deconposing, while
claimng to be inmersed in the eternity of God”

Superficial readers, |ike your average inquisitor, wll
indeed find quite sacrilegious to claimthat a nortal could be
in sone way “experiencing the eternity of God“.

To us, it is fascinating to see that the nonks had
conceived the quite abstract thought of a difference between the
linear tine that |eads a person frombirth to death, and the
divine time that the devout nortal upon whomthe G ace is
best owed, can experience. That tine is altogether another

di mension: a spiritual one.

Quite a few years before these cogitations took place at Le
Tertre de Carces, the nmuch cel ebrated Master Eckhart pronounced

in his sernon on “The nearness of God”:
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“The heavens are pure and clear w thout shadow of
stain, out of space and out of time. Nothing corporeal
is found there.

Their revolutions are incredibly swft and i ndependent
of time, though tinme depends on them

Not hi ng hinders the soul so nmuch in attaining to the
know edge of God as tine and place. Therefore, if the
soul is to know God, it nust know H m outside tine and
pl ace, since God is neither in this or that, but One
and above them

If the soul is to see God, it nust look at nothing in
time; for while the soul is occupied with tinme or

pl ace or any imge of the kind, it cannot recognize

God.”

Le Tertre de Carces was obviously a school of noderation. At a
ti me when nonasteries and religious novenents thought that
extrene strictness paved the road to salvation, Garné and his
nmonks cultivated a nore tenperate approach.

What Martin de Lleda found in the nonastery was not a
“heretic” secret, but the relief fromthe tyranny of eternal
perfection. His spirituality became nore linber. It allowed
room space for changes to proceed, since change nust occur.

This discovery actually allowed Martin de Lleda to explore

sone paths that the Church’s nore traditional ways had never
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revealed to him
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Xl X Jan Anoul et

The reader may renenber that anong all the odd things |I have
confessed in these pages, one was the desire to have been a
novice at Le Tertre de Carces when Bérot, Martin and conpany
lived there. | nmentioned that the ol der novice in these days
seened to have been Jan Anoul et, who was by then in his late
forties.

It is inpossible not to devote a few pages to this peculiar
character.

Jan Amoul et has left, literally, a remarkable paper trail.
He wote a lot. Sonme of his work has survived the centuries and
has been transl ated and studi ed. He gave sone inportant
information to historians, thanks to his keen sense of
observati on.

| ndeed, Anoul et did not see hinself as sone type of

“journalist,” who would be working for future scholars! He was
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in his owmn mnd a poet, a troubadour, a phil osopher and a “true
di sci ple of Francis of Assisi”

Unfortunately, posterity has not been too inclined to
acknowl edge his literary genius. Today, only a few vol um nous
literary anthol ogies nmention himbefore publishing reluctantly a
short exanple of his rines, usually judged very ordinary, from
an esthetic point of view

But if Jan Anoulet, the poet, is not very visible for the
hi storians of Literature, Jan Anoulet, the witness of his days,

is held in high esteem by us, nedievalists.

Through his early “troubadour” songs and his |ong self-serving,
lyrical poem “The Quest for Wsdom” Jan Anoul et painted the
followi ng portrait of hinself.

First, he never pretended to be a nobleman. According to
him he was one of Bruges wealthiest nerchants by birth. H's
nmost original song was actual ly about the passage of the Zw n,
the river around which Bruges was built

Versed in many arts and sciences (sic), he felt
progressively a very Augustinian boredom and the general regret
not to be “different.”

He had the noble aspiration, and he repeated it ad nauseam

in his witings, to know everything there was to know.

One day, while traveling for his trade, Jan Anoul et saw on the
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road a few very dismayed fam |ies journeying west. They had been
chased fromtheir land, or rather the land on which they were
wor ki ng for generations. There was at the tine sone political
instability and they were caught in the m ddle of bloody
confrontations between nobl enen. They fell also victins of

Vi ci ous bri gandage.

Jan, without further ado, gathered all his fortune and gave
it to these poor villeins. He felt instantly better. He was
“free of the servitude of Mammon.”

He started “roamng the world” for his true calling: the
search of wisdom He traveled south, expecting to join the ranks
of the nost el evated troubadours.

At that point, Jan Anoul et remai ned di screet about his
achi evenents or |ack thereof, as a poet and an entertainer. He
descri bed the regions he passed through in details, applying
al ways the sane pattern: he witnessed sone oddities he often
found | aughabl e or reprehensi ble. Then he applied hinself to
study each case in order to find through these “trials” nore
w sdom

In his opinion, Jan’s path seened to have been scouted and
prearranged by “angels and invisible em ssaries of the
Al m ghty.”

Hi s search of wisdomled Jan to neet sone “remarkabl e
figures” of his days. | shall spare the reader the rather

nmeani ngl ess litany of names and titles who “have acknow edged
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hi s sinple grandeur.”
Amoul et wanted to be indeed a “man of the world,” but also
a chosen soul, a man of great stature in the religious realm He
decl ared having a special and full relationship wth God.
However, he clainmed repeatedly not to understand his
“brother in the Lord,” the people of the Church.
The feeling was mutual. Jan wote several tinmes how
di sappointed he was with the Friars Mnor (the Franci scans) he
had nmet. Spiritually speaking, he did not doubt he was the
descendant of St Francis. O course, the Franciscans clained the
same filiation.
But Jan woul d ask shrilly:
“Who woul d you believe, the man who gave al
his wealth to the poor or a group of nen
who, contrary to what Francis ordered, had a
rigid structure and quite a few
possessi ons?”
Nonet hel ess, in spite of his apparent scorn of the
Franci scans, Jan tried several tines to be accepted by them not
as a sinple friar, but as a nodel of sorts. Meanwhile, the
Franci scans he net kept on seeing in himsonme msinformvagabond
rather than the true representative of the illustrious saint

f ounder of their order.

During his religious peregrinations, Jan Anobul et went to hear a
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few renowned preachers of his tine, providing us with several
very precious historical data.

He had also a certain propensity for seeking very strange
i ndi vi dual s who happened to have sonme type of follow ng.
Oficially, it was to refute them nercil essly.

For instance, he traveled 70 mles to see Marcos-the-G eek,
whose real nane was Marc Lemai stre and who cane actual ly
originally fromParis. Marcos affirnmed he saw saint nen’s
shadows at ni ght nam ng unceasingly the “stages of sins,” where
all of the human deeds were neasured in terns of sin gravity.
Marcos would ook in the eyes of his visitors, shake his head
and, the next day, assess an adequate penitence.

Amoul et met al so a certain Margarilda, an octogenarian | ady
who had heal i ng powers and who cl ai ned t hat angel s canme by ni ght
to evaluate the daily actions of nmen. Dreans reflected their
intrusions in nmen’s thoughts and that |ady had a systemto
interpret these telling dreans. Margarilda was a | ocal celebrity
and a few nobl enen and nobl ewonen cane to consult her in her
ham et at the border with Spain.

Jan noted anot her oddball theory expressed by a certain
Pages d’ Apt. It was an anim st vision of the world where
everyt hi ng was speaking of the Christian Message. Nature was
uttering neani ngful words that could weigh heavily on the human
fate. These words could be translated by a high priest (such as

Pages d’ Apt hinmself, wouldn’t you know) and relayed to the
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peopl e who had to obey them
The sernon by Pagés d’ Apt that Jan Anoul et attended took
pl ace at sunrise on the banks of a small river. Pagés |istened
intently to the running water, the insects, the birds, as well
as the wind. Wrd per word, the nature around Pages’ fl ock
started to build a text very close to “Behold. The hour coneth,
that you shall be scattered, every man to his own” (John, 16,
32). Jan Anoul et was not too inpressed by the religious service,
except for one thing: at sone point Pagés d’ Apt asked everyone
present to turn to the sun and breathe in and “swall ow the
nor ni ng rays. He chanted:
Holy Spirit, You penetrate al
corner of this Earth
In the norning dew, | make You
m ne
For You give us the strength of
the sun at its zenith.
Amoul et found the incantation so powerful that he did feel
“nourished and full of the energy of the conqueror.”

He kept performing on his own that ritual for nany years.

Jan Amoul et’s reports never contained one ounce of discernable
irony. He described what he was witnessing with great severity,
repeati ng often:

The wise man learns life by studying the
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errors of the fool.

Jan Ampul et was not afraid to wite a stern
coment ary/ concl usion |ike any expert in religious topics would.
And he did consider hinself to be an expert. After all, he had
read a lot, listened to many masters and above all, he had the
ultimate passport to the religious elite, at least in his mnd:
he had given all his fortune to the poor.

However, the first tine he went to observe Bérot’s service,
his comment of the event was sonewhat different from his usual
harsh revi ews.

As usual, Jan started by painting the surroundi ngs of the
mass wWith his typical circunspection. But, by the end of Bérot’s
sernon, Amoul et seened genuinely inpressed by the sincerity and
the inspiration of the man.

Jan Anopul et was actually so inpressed that, a little nore
than three years | ater, he decided to becone...a novice at the
Tertre de Carces! In his autobiographical poens, it appeared
that a quasi divine revelation pronpted himto go to the
nonastery.

W may indeed marvel at this mracle: the man who t hought
of hinself very nmuch superior to any Friar M nor, accepted, at a
rather ripe age, to join the ranks of apprentices nore than
tw ce younger than him in a small nonastery on the decline.

He abruptly left the dusty roads dear to his nodel and

spiritual master, Saint Francis, for the sedentary life of a
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Benedi cti ne- Dom ni can- Gar néi an novi ce!

There may have been a nore econonical conmponent to this
“divine inspiration.” W do not know exactly how Jan Anoul et
could travel so extensively after giving away all his fortune.

It is understood that, at the time, one did not need an
expensive transportation ticket, a rental vehicle and a bed in a
hotel, to explore a region. But, whatever sustained our nedieval
chronicler, either sone of his past fortune secretly stashed
away, or just a clever and frugal way of traveling, all that
cane to a stop around the tine Jan chose to go to Le Tertre de
Carces. Ampulet’s witings of those days reflected sone real

materi al and health concerns.

The previous remark, voiced during a |lecture, brought up a
puzzling debate that affected ne at a rather personal |evel, |
must say.

One of ny students had to wite a paper about Jan Anoul et.
She chose to describe a “realistic or pragmatic” version of his
decision to enter Le Tertre de Carces nonastery as a novice. At
first, her introduction was falsely “romantic”: Anmoulet really
felt intrigued by Bérot and, after an inprobabl e chain of
events, he could realize the goal of being his disciple.

Then, this graduate student established, with well
resear ched background details, a nore “realistic” reason for his

sudden vocati on.
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So far, there was nothing in this paper that | had not
taught. But this young woman had a particularly biting witing
style that stressed caustically the hypocrisy of the character
she was anal yzi ng.

She used at sone point the words:

“He had to lie to hinself and to others.”

In the previous paragraphs, ny own description of Jan
Amoul et hopefully shows that | was not duped either by the image
of hinself the ex-Bel giumnerchant tried to project in his
texts.

But Amoul et was still for nme the quite endearing figure of
a sinple man who wanted to lead a heroic life. He was a little
like a sweet and ol der great-uncle or a renbte cousin you nay
have in your own famly, who is quite broke, but always brings
t he nost extravagant gifts when invited, and tells inexhaustible
stories of his past glory.

When | saw Jan being harshly ridiculed and called a liar in

nmy student’s paper, | could not help running to his rescue.
As their teacher, | was able to drumup a plan, albeit a
bit childish as you will see, and run the foll ow ng question by

my students.
“On your way to school, you are daydream ng
of what you woul d respond when you hear that
your doctoral thesis has been accepted sunmm

cum | aude.
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Very nmuch entertained and di stracted by

t hese thoughts, you do not see a banana peel
on the pavenent. Your unconsci ous renenbers
the old Buster Keaston’s novies you liked a
| ot when you were young and you slide and
fall down.

Not as |inber as Buster, you tw st severely
your ankle. Now, what woul d be your version
of the incident if the Dean of the
Departnent asks you why you are |inping?

A small majority of students, tickled by the proposal,
clainmed they would tell the truth. The rest admitted being nore
confortable telling a “white lie.”

| raised the ante and repl aced the daydream of scholarly
success by a darker thought, maybe of lust, greed, etc. God
knows that we all have these, and ny students were kind enough
to delve in their own denonic |abyrinths. Al of themadmtted
they would not tell the truth

| had to pursue with another question. Wat would be the
nature of your lie?

My contention was that a lie that puts us in the center of
a personal, lyrical odyssey has sone outstandi ng advantages. |If
we nust lie to others and to ourselves to a certain extent, we
mght as well do it with a smle if it is possible at all, but

al ways with a sense of depth, with the conviction that there is
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anot her dinmension to the situation where we find ourselves.

In other words, if I fell down, it was for ne to see the
world froma | ower perspective (!); or to be taken care of by a
beautiful nurse; or to be tenporarily imobilized, so | could
read sone outstandi ng book that I would not have read ot herw se;
to wite a heartfelt poem about suffering that will win the Poet
in Geat Pain Conpetition; to becone nore hunble, etc.

A sheer unidirectional existence driving us frombirth to
death would lead us to inevitable despair. That is why, in ny
opi nion, humanity had to becone “religious”. Not solely to
believe at any cost in a paternal entity who would watch
benevol ently over us, nortals, but to give us another dinension,
a sense of the magic in our mdst, in our routine.

| f Jan Anpul et saw hinself as a secret knight of God and a
disciple of St Francis, his delusion did not fool anybody, |

think. But it did color his existence with an interesting hue.

| nmust admit that quite a few of ny students were not that
i npressed by that brilliant denonstration. They did question ny
defense of a “romantic” and subjective reality, while I was
supposed to |l ook solely at the cold facts, as any researcher
raised with pure academc integrity, should do.

Then again, those were the days when | was not a fiction

witer.
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As one can expect, Father Garné accepted that Jan Anoul et stayed
at Le Tertre de Carces. Even though Jan was supposed to be a
sinple novice, Garné tried to discreetly exenpt himfromthe
nost meni al chores.

Garné repeated pleasantly to younger novices that if he,
t he Fat her Abbot, did not clean the poultry-yard with them it
was not a matter of hierarchy but because he was hinself
physically so unfit that he would do a despicable job of it. He

may have uttered the sane excuse to spare the ol der novice Jan.

During the fourteen nonths he spent in the nonastery, Jan
Amoul et copi ed many pages in the library, but he hardly wote
anyt hing of his own.

He may have been actually a bit overwhel ned, not so much by
the wi sdom emanating fromthe place, but by the nore down-to-
earth schedul e.

Even with Father Garné’ s protection, Jan still had to take
part to nost of the daily masses. He had to work in the kitchen,
performa m ni mum of mai ntenance chores, read, study and of
course, copy a lot.

He was spared of helping in the fields and in the barn, but
he was supposed to | eave the nonastery and follow a certain
itinerary at least twice a week, preaching a little and trying
to actively help the persons in need.

At sone point, “angels and other el evated creatures”
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reappear ed, summoni ng Jan Anoulet to | eave the nonastery, so he
coul d explore new regions and |ive new adventures.

Here again, a nore pragmatic anal ysis woul d show t hat,
besi des the poetical call of these hazy, heavenly creatures, a
famly menber of Anoulet came to Le Tertre de Carces and may

have materially contributed to Jan’s departure.

Jan resuned his life of self-pronotion through his poens and
songs. He stopped for good in Simane, as he was over sixty
years old. The famly nmenber who appeared earlier at Le Tertre
de Carces was established there. He had a close relationship
with the | ocal baron. Together, they hel ped Jan Amoulet to
settle in this region.

We know not hing of his |ast years, because Jan stopped
witing when he settled down. Indirect sources indicate that he
may have been working for the Simane aristocracy, maybe as a
steward, as sonme records nention the nane Jehan des Fl andres,

very simlar to Jan of the Fl anders.

A precious collection of manuscripts called the Sénanque

Col | ection, because it was discovered in the 16'" Century in the
library of the fanmpbus C stercian abbey, contains nany works from
Cccitania and even from Castile, all dating fromthe |late

M ddl e- Ages. Anpbng these pages, researchers think they have

di scovered the original poemof the fanmous song “Sweet W sdonf



Cohen/ The Man Who /Knew/ 244

(Originally, “Douce Sagesse”).

“Sweet Wsdon? is a song that has circul ated for nmany
centuries throughout Europe. Its musical line, quite sinple, and
its lyrics, exquisitely nostal gic, endured many changes but may
be recogni zed in works distant geographically as well as
chronol ogi cal ly. The nusi col ogi sts Reese and Paton found obvi ous
traces of the song in O aude Le Jeune (16'" Century), John Bl ow
(17'" Century), Sammartini (18'" Century), etc. And nowadays,
everybody can hear it alnost as plagiarized as the fanmous “G een
| eaves,” in a nultitude of novie and TV series scores.

As inprobable as it may seem this original version of the
famous fol k song, the anonynous poem found in the Sénanque
Col l ection, was very likely witten by our very own Jan Anoul et.

This assertion is not one of nmy wilder deductions. It does
not only stemfromthe fact that Simane and Sénanque, where the
poem was found, are geographically very close. It is, believe it
or not, alnost comon know edge, at |east anong nedi evali sts.

Even though this poem does not boast Jan Anoul et’s
ostentatious signature, it has the formand the special blend of
Fl anders and Cccitan expressions, etc., typical of our Bel gi um
chronicler.

This piece was very different fromall his previous poens.
Jan al ways | oved bi g, obscure words, Latin redundancies, etc. In
“Sweet Wsdom” the author remai ned very clear. He did not force

his rimes and he elimnated the usage of an awkward rhyt hm t hat
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made Anoul et’ s poens so difficult to understand.
There is actually a dark irony in the fact that the only
time Jan did not sign a poem the piece becane “universal” and

was recogni zed by many as a nmasterpi ece.

Since no translation of this original “Sweet Wsdonm is
avai lable in English, here is, as usual, an al nost tel egraphic
version that takes into account the nmeaning but is, indeed,
unable to render the rhythmor the rimes of the work.

“As the sun rose on ny youth,

And the rose bl ooned its sunptuous noon

| foll owed shadows,

Fabrics of | egends,

Chal i ce of high seas

Ropes of boats never ashore

M will was to know and | ead ny brothers

My wish was to clinb to the top

My whins were to ask like others pray

As the sun shone on ny life,

And the rose |l eaned in the sunmer breeze
| followed the paths of heroes.

| swal |l owed a sunrise gl ow

My bark in still under the noon sun

No wind will lead it ashore
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M will was to know and | ead ny brothers
My wish was to clinb to the top

My whins were to ask |ike others pray

As the nopon rose on ny age,

And tornmented trees bend to the ground
Yel | ow petal s cover nen’s gl ee

Shadows glisten in the m st

And the noon reflects ny white hair
Fabrics of |egends,

Chal i ce of high seas

Ropes of boats never ashore

| wish | had solely followed ny Lord

One of the scholars who recognized in Jan Anopul et the author of
the original text of “Sweet Wsdomi was Dr. Zachari ah Fahey.

In an article published in the Journal and Archives of
Medi eval Studies (Spring 1997), Dr. Fahey gave a new bi ography
of our Bel gi um hero.

According to him Jan Anoul et may have exaggerated his
famly wealth. He was obviously greatly influenced by the life
of Pierre de Vaux and the Wil densians. Pierre, as we saw
earlier, was the nerchant fromLyon who gave away his fortune
and started to preach in the streets. Contrary to Francis from

Assi si, who had a rather simlar background and attitude towards
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the sanctity of Poverty, Pierre de Vaux and his followers were
excomuni cated. Thus, it is Dr. Zachariah Fahey's theory that
Jan Amoul et was nore Wil densi an than Franci scan. But, aware of
t he Church antagonistic reaction to Pierre de Vaux, Jan
prudently clainmed (spiritual) allegiance to the Franciscans,
duly recogni zed by the Pope. He actually seenmed to confuse

constantly Pierre and Francis in his witings.

Dr. Fahey, in his article, concluded that Jan Amoul et was a
touching figure, whose ego was only literarily overly inflated.
As the hero of his own poens, he was |arger than life. But he
was in reality hunble and al nost sel f-effacing.

As a matter of fact, at the Tertre de Carces, he was
descri bed as a man consci ous of his age, nodest, trying to

fulfill diligently his obligations.

In Simane, Jan Anoul et’s voi ce becane suddenly silent. This
literary death did not nean his actual passing away. Fahey did a
t hor ough study of all the docunents bearing the nane Jehan des
Fl andres. None was very conclusive. He found nore interesting
sone ot her | egal docunents that nentioned an “honorabl e | ayman”
who was a benefactor of the abbey of Sénanque. Dr. Fahey
identifies himas Jan Anoul et.

We quote part of his conclusion, with Dr. Fahey’ s graci ous

aut hori zati on:
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“As a nedieval Candide, he traveled as far as he
could, looking for a nythical, universal truth and an
al | -enconpassi ng wi sdom..only to find, eventually, a
sweet garden, where he did not have to make up any
nore stories, doing “good deeds and forgetting them”

as he wote in a poemhe deliberately never signed”

(.)

Brasquet de Laons, Jan Anoul et ... How many nedi eval Candi des can
we have in a single book?
Actually, Bérot and Martin de Lleda also qualify to a

certain extent, for that very nicknane.
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XX The concept of Gace in everyday life

After this overview of nost of the characters living at Le
Tertre de Carces in the early 1320's, we nmay have to exam ne how
the spiritual “golden age” of the nonastery started to fade.

Wiy did Martin De Ll eda | eave the nonastery? Had he found
what he was | ooking for?

And by the way, are we any closer to know, ourselves, what
was Bérot’s ultimte secret?

As a newy appointed novelist, | did have in mnd to render
the end of ny book quite exciting. But every time | considered
the answer of this question about Martin's departure and the
begi nning of the real decline of Le Tertre de Carces, | stunbled
again on the less than climactic concept of grace.

Next time, I'll have Bérot and Martin fighting over a nun
who conmitted sonme gruesone nurder when she was a novice.

For now, | nust go back to nore spiritual matters.
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The common nodern definition of “grace” is “state of one
who i s under divine influence.” W saw that for Bérot, the term
was a hot chpotch of various concepts that had in commopn a
connection with the divine. In short, at Le Tertre de Carces,
“grace” was, so to speak, the neeting point with the divine.

Since grace was the apparent crux for Martin' s departure

fromthe nonastery, let us buzz around the word.

First, Gace should not be confused with nodern, ecunenical
i deas, such as “nirvana,” “transcendental enlightennent,”
“meditative trance,” etc.

O should it?

As soon as | wote the brilliant previous sentence, | had
the sick feeling of having junped into quicksand.

Then, | had the fantastic inspiration to add that, for
Bérot, grace was not “an extinction” |ike the nirvana.

That is when | noticed that half of my brain was getting
nunb, or perhaps di sappearing, which is a synonym for “becom ng
extinct.”

VWhat a coi nci dence!

Let’s tenmporarily forget any new attenpt to explain the word and
let’s go back to what we know about the concept of grace for
Beér ot .

lts main characteristic is to be fickle, to have a stubborn
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tendency to abandon the comon and inattentive worshippers,
which is basically alnost all of us.

Also, it is not a special instant, brought about by sone
intense neditation. It is |less of an exceptional or blissful
occurrence than a continuous presence that can be perceived as
by accident, like the sudden reflection of something behind you

when you gl ance for a second into a mrror-Ilike surface.

Martin de Lleda’s own spirituality nmade himnore inclined to
feel grace as an illum nation.

He wote that one can encounter this grace in church,
per haps during mass, when Christ’s mystery shines upon the one
who prays. But Martin tried to denonstrate that this
illumnation could also blossomin a flash, in many ot her

pl aces.

What do these two definitions of grace have in comobn and do
t hey conpl ete each other in sone way, or are they conpletely
antithetic?

Fromthe echoes left in the nonastery’s Books of Hours,
Bérot’'s explanations of the divine grace, always blurry and
pol ynor phic, had a way of frustrating the nmuch nore intell ectual
former cardinal. However, it did also challenge himin a nore
positive way. It enticed himto pursue his research outside of

his spiritual confort zone.
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It is a great feat for anybody to | eave one’s phil osophi cal
confort zone. But it is truly a mracle for someone who had
devoted all his time in a certain religious path, like a
cardinal, to | eave that confort zone.
We al ways marvel about it, finding the phenonenon
equi valent to Jesus giving the gift of sight to the blind nman.
Opening up is, in our experience, as rare as any mracul ous

heal i ng.

We suggested that Martin’s willingness to overcone his annoyance
toward Bérot’s neek intellectual simles, stenmred fromthe
respect he felt for Bérot. His curiosity and his esteemfor the
nmonk had enticed Martin de Lleda to stay at Le Tertre de Carces
for many years.

After a while, Martin understood that Bérot and Brasquet
were tal king of a grace, a contact with the divine, with the
Lord, not located in one incredible nmonent of rapture. G ace was
a hub between what is precarious (or human) and what is
essentially eternal and ommipresent, like the Lord Hi nself.

The inprecision of their descriptions was to avoid voicing
a startling truth that could have really led themto be burnt as
heretics: the authentic nmystery was not the Creation, the
Trinity and the Church...It was the nost inmediate daily |ife!

Martin de Lleda could find ironic that the Pope and the
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authorities wanted to condenn Bérot for having the gall to utter
sentences like “I know the Truth,” while his real nessage was in
a way infinitely nore offensive for the religious establishnent:
grace is in everyday life and is given to every human bei ng, not

to one specific representative of the superior classes.

So, Martin could fathomintellectually Bérot’s concept of grace,
but he could not truly experience it. He was able to imagine it,
think about it, etc. But when he went on to his daily chores,
“the tedious, repeated steps” (as he wote) kept their weight on
hi s consci ousness and no “permanent grace” could lift his

spirits up.

As we know, describing spirituality is truly inpossible. If you
have ever tried to evoke precisely a fantastic personal inner
experience, you know how i neffectual words can be. But to
illustrate Bérot’s theory of grace, a certain exanple may cone
to mnd. W have the |uxury to hop through tinme and cul tures and
to call to the witness stand the illustrious San Juan de |a
Cruz, who lived nore than two centuries after Martin and Bérot.

| f people |ocated a few decades apart cannot understand
each other’s technol ogy, sociology, culture and even sone
general psychol ogi cal perspectives, it is not the sane for
spiritual matters. Even our contenporary Pope would never affirm

that, after two thousand years of progress, he is nore
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know edgeabl e than any of the Apostles in the matters of the

soul !

That is why, if Martin could have heard Juan de la Cruz
Stanza of the Soul, | do believe he would have understood it as
an accurate poetical illustration of his own thoughts.

1. On a dark night, Kindled in |love with
year ni ngs—eh, happy chance! —

| went forth without being observed, MWy
house being now at rest.

2. I n darkness and secure, By the secret

| adder, disgui sed—eh, happy chance! —

I n darkness and in conceal nent, My house
bei ng now at rest.

3. In the happy night, In secret, when none
saw ne,

Nor | behel d aught, Wthout |ight or guide,
save that which burned in ny heart.

4. This light guided ne More surely than the
I i ght of noonday

To the place where he (well | knew who!) was
awai ti ng me—A pl ace where none appeared.

5. Oh, night that guided ne, Oh, night nore
| ovely than the dawn,

Ch, night that joined Bel oved with |over,

Lover transfornmed in the Bel oved!
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San Juan described in this stanza an ascensi on by night
towards the Divine. It is a nonent of rapture. Commentators nay
argue about the nature of each “object,” the |adder, the night,
the light burning in the heart, etc. It expressed a process, a
novenent .

Let’s imagine that Martin could have recited that poemto
Bérot, as to illustrate his own definition of grace. It is
probabl e that the nonk woul d have appreciated it as a wonderf ul
pi ece. After a few mnutes of probing, Martin would have heard
Bérot repeat that he liked a lot the poet’s style, but as far as
a personal indication, an advice, a guide to encounter the
di vine grace...all this gymastic with the | adder in the dark
seened a bit superfluous to him

The divine grace was already there. There was no need to do
any contortion to reach it...On the contrary!

Now, from our perspective, it seens clear that, if Gace is
placed in a summt of consciousness, not easy to reach; or if it
is all around us al ready but not perceptible at once, in both
cases, Gace is far frombeing evident. So, if we junp up and
down to reach it or learn nore or less nethodically to see it,
there is a certain discipline to follow. Then, the paths to
reach it or to see it, could be conceivably simlar or
i denti cal

But Martin would not settle for this conciliatory view of

the problem He would just continue to be frustrated by the idea
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that the esteenmed Bérot perceived a grace that escaped him

Frustration may not be the best spiritual catalyst and, in the
monastery, not all discussions on the topic of grace were
t hor oughl y constructi ve.

For instance, Bérot may have uttered a description of
grace. Martin, being a nore acconplished and a shar per
intellectual, would then pronptly slice to pieces, rhetorically
speaki ng, that attenpt.

One day, as Martin and Bérot went together on an excursion
to help in a ham et that had been destroyed by sone calamty,

t hey saw an exhausted worker taking a nap under a tree. The man
was having sone kind of nightmare. He shivered in his sleep and
had brusque novenents of his |inbs.

Bérot went to himand woke hi mup. The peasant | ooked
around himw th i nconprehensi on. Wien he recogni zed where he
was, he had a wide smle

“What was your dream about ?”

“I don’t remenber. But it is good to be here.”

O course, the inforned reader can guess that a Zen-like scene
i s devel opi ng as we speak.

And here it cones, indeed.

Bérot turned to Martin and sai d:

“This is Grace”.
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Martin smrked. H's answer was going to be brief, sharp and
certainly sarcastic. But at this very nonment, soneone called
harshly the tired builder, calling himnanmes of various aninmals
with a sad reputation for |aziness.

The Grace, and the smle, had vani shed.

Suddenly, Martin de Lleda’s analytical mnd started to heat
up: this sleeping fellow was in a certain, nysterious world.
Abruptly awaken, he opened his eyes, realized where he was and
seened relieved. Oddly, Bérot called that occurrence, a nonent
of grace, which could be visible in the man’s face, because of
his bright smle. Then, common, callous reality took hold of the
man’ s consci ousness as soneone scolded him and grace and smles
di sappeared al t oget her.

The ex-cardinal rushed to the nman, who was hauling a heavy
| oad, and introduced hinself with his usual volubility. But for
the life of him he could not get the ex-dreanmer to renmenber
what he was thinking or seeing when he had opened his eyes.

“You smiled!”
And the man with a shrug:
“Did I?

So what? My wife cries during her sleep”

Goi ng back toward Bérot, Martin continued to cogitate.
VWhat did the nan see, or feel, that reassured him so?

Not hi ng but what was before — and after — the dreariest reality.
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Bef ore his nap, the builder had no peculiar appreciation for the
pl ace. And now that he was dragging his burden, there was little
doubt that this location was of little interest to him But,
after a frightful dream that very place seened heavenly to the
wor ker .

Seen fromthe outside, the place before the dream during
the dreamand after it did not change an iota.

Martin felt confusedly that this observation of the sleeper
suddenly awaken, could be an illustration of a mnd that
unexpectedly sees a quality that was always there, but that was,
before and after that instant of recognition, very nuch
i nvi si bl e.

Martin de Lleda kept on with his train of thoughts. He was
with Bérot and the sleeper in one place. At a certain point,
that very place had a special neaning only for the sl eeper
brusquel y awaken, but not for Martin, Bérot, or even that very
man before and after that specific instant.

The sudden relief of the man could be called grace, as
Bérot did, or sonething else. Wiat was inportant was that Martin
had intellectually conceived how a mnd can be blind to a hidden
reality, before suddenly glancing at it, and eventually | osing
it again afterwards.

The thought of Mses and the Burning Bush canme to Martin.
| f he had gone to Mount Horeb with the prophet, Martin de Ll eda

woul d not have seen anything: the bush was burning for Mses
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so to speak, very much like the relief that

appeared solely in the suddenly awaken worker’s mnd. It was

r eal

for him but not for anyone el se.

Thus, concluded Martin, Gace — and all religious issues,

as a matter of fact — were not for the people but for the

individual! In Martin de LI eda own words,
“a sacred truth is only revealed inits
total splendor, to one soul and one sou
only.”

t he past

t hat

“You | ook |Iike you have seen a ghost, or a

denon, brother Martin,” said Bérot, alarned.

Martin de Lleda was just intellectually struck.

Even if this very reasoning had occurred several tines in

r adi ance.

in his mnd, it never had this type of obviousness and

After a rather long tine, Martin asked his friend, with an

awkward m x of suspicion and antici pati on:

“What this man felt for a brief instant was

Grace, wasn't it? Wiat if a man woul d not

| ose this nysterious vision of the world
that makes it shine and makes us sml e?
And, fromthe truth of your heart, tell ne:

do you have it? Do you have this vision?”

Bérot appeared at first confused by the aval anche of
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guestions com ng apparently from nowhere, since the two nen were
on a practical mssion. After all, they were far fromreflecting
in one of the evening peranbul ations. Martin's acidic tone of
voi ce was al so quite puzzling.
Bérot did not reply i mrediately.
Martin insisted:
“Do you have this vision right now?”

From everyt hi ng we know about Bérot, everything that
Brasquet and the various scribes of the nonastery’ s Books of
Hours ever wote about himand his spirituality, we can guess
that for Bérot, grace, the neeting point with God — or with the
di vine — coul d not be permanently engraved in the mnd of conmon
human bei ngs, those who are not prophets and saints. Men are
bound to lose it, eventually.

Therefore, we would bet our proverbial collective farns,
that Bérot had a sheepish smle and answered:

“OFf course, | have this vision, but only now
and then”.

But this is not what happened. Let it be a | esson for al
of you, proverbial collective farns bettors, out there.

Eventual ly, looking at his friend in the eyes, Bérot

nodded.

What pronpted Bérot, that fateful day, to nod at his

di sconcerted friend that yes, he had a permanent vision of the
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di vi ne grace?

Actually, much later, Martin de Lleda did try to answer
this riddle hinself. He speculated that a vision that flickers
remai ns nonetheless a vision. The flickering is part of its
nature. It may be due to the weakness of the human m nd.

What ever its cause, when the “light is off,” nost people do
panic: will it ever cone back? But Bérot would not get
flustered. This extinction, this absence was part of the
process.

Bérot’s great discovery was to relax, maybe to have a
“light shrug,” and perhaps even to enjoy the absence. He took
the conplete cycle as a whole. Therefore, Bérot had the feeling
that, even when he lost the divine grace, the | oss was part of

t he divine grace, thus he never lost it, and he would never |ose

it, no mtter how | ong he would be without it.

As onl ookers of the interaction between these two nen, we may
have wanted to whisper in Bérot’s ear that we kind of understood
what he neant when he answered he felt the divine grace right
then, or that he could claimhe never really lost it. But we
woul d have added that the timng was not ideal to nod at
Martin's question.

The second axi om of Bérot’s spirituality is that a man who
knows the divine grace is not infallible. Gace does not provide

the gift of divine prophecy or righteousness, but just a nore



Cohen/ The Man Who /Knew/ 262

trut hful and pl easi ng perspective of our existence.

This second axi om applies to what happened in this
situation. Bérot may have answered positively to his friend s
guestion with the best intentions: wth the hope to help him to
show himindirectly the way. He may have acknow edged that he
never | ost grace as another encouragenent for his fell ow
sear cher of God.

But in that case, Bérot had grossly m sjudged what Martin’s

reacti on woul d be.

Once by hinself, Martin de Lleda, a man intellectually very
conpetitive, drew a strange conclusion fromthe fact his friend
may have possessed a religious gift that hinmself, a lifelong
seeker of the Truth, could fathom but not reach.

Wiy was that realization different that day?

Because, for the first time, Martin was able to define what
grace truly was for Bérot. And he may have |iked what he saw or
i deal i zed.

Martin de LLeda felt jolted. His own spirituality, at this
instant, with all his prayers, all the pages he had witten, his
triunphant debates, etc. becane very dim Even his Senez
experi ence, where he thought he had reached Heaven on Earth, had
lost its relief.

Still fromour position of spectators, we wi sh we could

have shouted the third axiomof Bérot’'s spirituality: everything
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changes in the universe of nen. If only Martin de Lleda could
have been distracted by a benign incident on the road back to Le
Tertre de Carces nonastery, the intensity of Martin's sudden
sense of spiritual shortfall would have passed, and perhaps his
search for the sacred woul d have been indelibly enriched.

But the two friends wal ked silently back home, and Martin
| ost the insight he had on the subtle reality of the instant of
grace, and remained trapped in a swanp of doubts.

The vision of the worker who saw grace and then went back
to his dreariest reality, superseded inexorably the glinpse of a

man sinply touched by a grace hidden in this dreariest reality.

We have nentioned earlier “The Book of Mrrors,” a fanous

medi eval , religious manuscript copied anong nany places, at Le
Tertre de Carces, and therefore often quoted in its Books of
Hour s.

In one chapter, the book reports the journey of a group of
four wise nen towards the Throne of God. Only one of them
reaches his noble goal, while one gets distracted with acquiring
secondary powers and never nakes it to the Throne. Another one
| acks interior stamna and spiritual strength and has also to
stop. The third one makes it to the final sphere and receives
the foll owi ng recomrendati on

“At that point, you shall see the brightest

I ight you have ever seen. Turn your eyes
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away rapidly if you do not want themto
burn.”
O course, this wise man i s hypnotized and | oses his sight.
This story canme to nmy mnd as | was attenpting to anal yze
what happened that day between the two inprobable friends.
Martin de Ll eda had stared at what he thought to be a
gl i npse of the hidden grace, not only available to the chosen
ones, but to every man. For sone reason, his understandi ng of
the religion froze there. Like the wise man of the tale, who
could not | ook away, Martin was unable to think away.

Maybe any “ultimate truth” should be only glanced at?

At that point, the only reprieve Martin de Lleda could find was
to | eave the nonastery.

Less than one week after the exchange we have just
reconstituted with the reputable accuracy one can expect from a
264 pages ol d novelist, Brother Martin announced he was | eaving
for a journey of a personal nature. In order to avoid any type
of explanation or farewell, he said his absence was going to be
brief.

As a matter of fact, in the next three years, Martin nmade
three short swings by the nonastery. But the fanous
“Peranbul ati ons” and spiritual discussions had been, by then,
repl aced by recitations of spiritual verses and prayers.

The nonastery’s Book of Hours did not record Martin de
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Lleda’s |l ast visits.
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XXI Wonen of God and of the Devil

When he left the nonastery, Martin de Lleda did not go very far.
He stopped for quite sone tinme at St Claire Du Bon Secours, a
convent |ocated |l ess than 100 miles west of Le Tertre de Carces.

In those days, the convent was rather fanmous. Wen he was
cardinal in Avignon, Martin de Ll eda had heard of the |egendary
Abbess |sabelle, the Mther Abbess who refornmed that convent.

| sabel | e appeared in 1279 in what was then a rundown
convent that was built for the Oder of St Care.

She left at the door the nane Isabelle De Fresne. She did
not waste any tine, obtaining swftly fromthe tenporary Mot her
Abbess the perm ssion to visit right away a few | ocal nobl ewonen
to beg themto restore the buil dings.

And her efforts were instantly successful.

Where did she conme fron? Her origins are puzzling. W know

she was well educated and was rai sed as a nenber of the
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nobility.

The French novelist Christine Villeparis, who is supposed
to have also a college degree in Hi story, devoted a whol e book
showi ng that |sabelle De Fresne was in fact a descendant of the
t heol ogi an Al exander of Hal es.

The reader may be suspicious of Ms. Villeparis's |line of
reasoni ng, but her historical novel, “The Resilient,” has the
merit of being imaginative and a very entertaining read, which
is a precious quality, as ny distressed but faithful readers can
vouch.

Let’s just say that Isabelle De Fresne officially clainmed
to have received her education in Eibingen, the nonastery of the
illustrious Hildegard Von Bingen. |sabelle actually went as far
as professing learning directly from Hil degard.

| do not know if, during her lifetine, she was often
chal | enged by skeptics remarking that the two nuns |lived one
century apart. In that case, | guess she would have clained a
spiritual relationship woven through dreans.

So, one day, out of nowhere it seens, |sabelle, who was in
her twenties, appeared at St Claire Du Bon Secours and overt ook
t he nonastery.

Here again, the information of this religious “coup” is
sketchy. We know that abbesses in the region and of this O der
were certainly not that young. They were not el ected but naned

by the Mt her Abbess of Al Convents, who was herself selected
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by the Pope.

There is no trace left of any prior correspondence between
| sabel l e and the Order before her arrival at Le Bon Secours.

Al so, unfortunately for us, all official texts that could
have shed sone light on Isabelle’ s first years in her new domain

have di sappeared in a fire in the 15'™" Century.

The Order’s proclained asceticismand self-sacrifice were very
good, but hardly enough for Isabelle and her taste for reforns.

She provoked a little internal turnoil by demandi ng that
the nuns al so read and studied. She invited sonme nmasters from
Eur opean universities and got a fewto come, after convincing
t hem she was sone nodern, Southern version — we could not say
“reincarnation” - of Hildegard Von Bi ngen.

| sabel | e established rigorous yearly, nonthly, weekly and
daily schedul es for her nuns, a nodel of sorts, where her Care
Sister alternated studies, penitence, chores, active good deeds
toward the nore unfortunate nenbers of the conmunity, seclusion
in conplete silence, preaching, etc.

Sonme | ocal nenbers of the clergy frowned at the “reforns’
inpl emented in a congregation that had very different founding
rules. Her regulations, a fifteen page nmanifesto enconpassi ng a
typi cal year of devotion, entitled “Imtation of Marie and
Magdal ena” nade its way to a prelimnary analysis in Avignon.

To prevent any m sinterpretation of her words, |sabelle
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traveled to the papal city and asked to be received by the
Ponti f ex Maxinmus hinsel f.

O course, that was not possible at once, but I|sabelle got
to see one of his cardinals. The one who had the good fortune to
grant her a hearing was the Cardinal of Parma

| sabelle’s volubility, her m xture of erudition and
exal tation, her constant references to Hildegard Von Bi ngen,
etc., made this poor fellow s head spin. Pressed to have her
| eave Avignon, he reassured |sabelle: he would organize a
nmeeting with the Mt her Abbess of the Order and woul d appeal to
her generosity, so Isabelle’s changes in this one convent woul d
be permtted under certain conditions.

In truth, the cardinal appeal to the generosity of the
Mot her Abbess of the Order was a stern ultimatumin the nanme of
t he Pope. But the | anguage of the Church had to be, of course,
slightly nore flowery.

In the neantine, and in exchange for his tactful prom se,

t he young Mot her Isabelle was to return to her nonastery and
wait there...leaving finally alone the exhausted Cardinal of

Par ma.

So I sabell e went back honme triunphantly. Her “Imtation of Marie
and Magdal ena” becane the rul ebook of the Abbey. She al so got
some nore nobl enmen to sponsor the construction of two new w ngs

to the convent.
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However, after her nonmentous and blistering entrance in the
religious world, her nmultiple attenpts for other “coups,” such
as openi ng new nonasteries, becom ng a magi ster (a teacher, a
traveling master), spreading the religious hymms she had
conposed, etc., did not neet the sane success.

After two decades at the el mof her nonastery, |sabelle,

who had groomed a nun to succeed her, disappeared.

| sabell e’ s personality and her nenorable visit to Avignon nmade
her rather notorious anong the clergy, and nmany years after this
visit, Martin de Lleda was told of her story.

He wi shed he could have net her. His stop at St Claire Du
Bon Secours was as much to inquire about her nysterious
di sappearance as to neet |sabelle’ s successor, the Mther Abbess
Hauqui na Marie, also notorious, but for other reasons.

How did the col orful, boisterous, dom neering |Isabelle ever
chose Hauqui na as her spiritual daughter?

Hauqui na was anong the young nuns bei ng educat ed when
| sabel l e, 16 years her elder, invaded St Claire Du Bon Secours.

Hauqui na’ s background is clearer than Isabelle’'s, to a
certain extent. She was one of the many daughters of a nerchant
and she entered the abbey at a very young age. She was di screet,
apparently unassum ng

The archives do not explain anything about the relationship

bet ween the two wonen. As long as | amwiting a work of
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fiction, I could have made up sone titillating, guilty ties
between the two nuns. It would have entertained me and perhaps
i ncreased ny readership.

An unfortunate |ingering academ c probity prevented nme to
stoop to this interesting |level. Let’s make our next novel a

trashy one, shall we?

As unnoti ceabl e as she may have been, conpared to her
illustrious predecessor, Hauquina Mari e was nonet hel ess
incredibly efficient.

In a very short tinme, the nonastery veered back toward the
classical rules of St Claire., but with a tw st. Hauqui na want ed
that the Sisters had nore of a social presence. So, she reduced
the tinme for penitence and contenplation and increased the
chores for hel ping the poor and the sick in the nearby
conmuni ties.

Wil e Isabell e was the “superstar” of the convent, Hauqui na
knew how to del egate. For instance, she created different
“councils,” a truly unique structure for this Order. Each
council had “a small arny” of Sisters working on multiple
specific projects, such as caring for the sick, burying the
dead, finding nore roomfor the convent hospital, finding food
and shelter for the surviving inhabitants of a nearby village
ravaged by the passage of a rogue arny, repairing the bel

tower, etc.
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Rat her than establishing new formal rules grounded in a
conpl ex theory, and trying to expand the nonastery spiritual
i nfl uence, Hauquina wote a nedical treaty “Raphael’s | egions”
and trained at length her nuns to care for the sick.

By today’s standards, Raphael’s legions is a strange and
surrealistic conpilation of far-fetched theories and
unbel i evabl e renedies. Its title refers to the belief in the
heal i ng powers of the angel Raphael. Hi s |legions are the nyriad
of plants and recipes duly noted in the book.

Even a stench new age guru, eager to return to the w sdom
of old wves’ renedies, may waver before applying these
directions to fight certain disease.

Here is a mld exanple, against back pains:

“I'f the soreness is |like a needle in the
back, and prevents soneone to get up or to
nove, the Sister of God may relieve the pain
using a patch of cloth soaked in hot water,
rosemary, yarrow, and ground chicken bones.
If the pain remains as intense after two
days, one may add sonme bone marrow to the
pat ch.”

We are not sure about the quantities used, but we do know
of reports of frequent healings. Was it because of the hidden
virtues of bones and bone marrow, or was it a nere placebo

effect anplified by the inage of virtuous wonen, praying at
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one’s bedside, follow ng a nysterious book, and giving conplex,
speci fic medi ci nes?

What ever the cause, the abbey of St Claire Du Bon Secours
had a great reputation anong the commoners of the region and

beyond.

A wi ng of the conmpound was devoted to shelter the travelers,
according to the rules of the abbey.

That is where Martin de Lleda was invited to stay when he
arrived. The place was a sort of cranped “hospital” where poor
peopl e would flock to be cured froma variety of ailnents

Martin did not stay very |long anong the crowd of crippled,
wounded, disease-stricken...He quickly got a separate cell and
Mot her Hauqui na accepted that he gave to her nuns a series of
| ectures on the Fathers of the Church.

A young novice recorded all these lectures. As brilliantly
as ever, an inspired Brother Martin started with the biography
of the venerable Fathers, such as Saint Augustine, C enent of
Rone, Tertullian, etc. to lead subtly his |isteners towards sone
intellectual and spiritual specul ations they had never heard
bef or e.

Apparently, Mther Hauquina listened to a few of his
theories with some concerns for her nuns and novices cl assi cal

and sinple religious val ues, but she never intervened directly.
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Brother Martin nanaged to see Mot her Hauqui na often. Pl ease,
silence these | oathsone fantasies of yours. The two were never
al one and we have very specific records of their encounters

t hanks to the same young novi ce/ secretary.

For instance, after the first couple of weeks of his
lengthy stay at St Claire Du Bon Secours, Martin renmarked quite
boldly to his hostess:

“I't just so happened that once, | cane
across a trial against a witch. She was
usi ng very much sone of the sanme recipes you
are using.”

Martin tried to deci pher Haugina' s reaction. She may have
bl ushed. It was difficult for Martin to be certain, since he
could not stare too directly at her.

It was inpossible to estimate Haugina s age. Martin could
see her face with | arge cheekbones, a skin that has not been
protected by the shade of the convent, but rather battered by
t he weat her and sone old burn, and deep dark, intense eyes. Her
gaze actually fascinated Martin

Wth a soft voice, Mther Hauqgi na answered himw th a
guesti on:

“Why was this witch using this renmedy?”

Martin found an inquisitorial tone when he replied curtly:

“What is the difference? What matters was

not whet her she was naking a | ove potion, a
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remedy or a curse. What matters is that she
used a power that is not com ng from God.”
As soon as he had uttered that generic, orthodox statenent
agai nst the witches, Martin de Ll eda knew he had gone too far.
As usual, he just wanted to give an argunment to “stir the

pot”, or the caldron, if you prefer. H's answer sounded too nuch

like the real official condemation of wi tchcraft.

It was true that Martin de Lleda was well versed in the official
position of the Church toward wtchcraft. Contrary to common
beliefs, the papal inquisition of that specific tinme period was
much nore concerned about “intellectual” heretics that could

| ead to popular anticlerical novenents, than about w tches who
were essentially individuals, usually ol der wonen nore or |ess
peculiar or crazy, and certainly not dangerous for the papal
authority.

Wtch hunting was a popul ar sport in the 1320's, a sport
for the masses. Sonme officials took part in the hunt at tines,
in secular tribunals, and for various reasons.

| studied closely the case of a nobl enan who periodically
went witch hunting. He was actually aimng each tinme at boosting
hi s saggi ng popul arity.

Awtch trial was, so to speak, a “public relation” schene
that proved the nobl enman valiance and probity, while finding a

cheap and easy scapegoat to divert the tensions stenm ng from
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real social problens.

Haugi na answered calmy Martin de Lleda’s attack. She used yet
anot her questi on:
“Have you ever net a witch, Brother Martin?”
- Well, yes.
- Did you have the opportunity to talk to her?
Martin had attended a couple of witch trials, but he had

never spoken privately to one of the wonen.

So, Mot her Hauqui na organi zed an excursion for Brother Martin.
She brought along a few novi ces.
It is tinme to conme clear about one of them You nmay have
noticed in one of our nost recent paragraphs the sentence
“A young novice recorded all of Martin's
| ectures.”
A fine exanple of classical literature, to be sure!
You may have wondered what the function of this sentence
was, or if the author was going to eventually elaborate on it.
Then again, if you chose to be so neticul ous and ask this
ki nd of questions, you would be still crawing, seriously and

i nextricably aggravated, around the first chapter of this book.

The young novice found the | ectures so marvel ous that she

consigned themin witing the best she coul d.



Cohen/ The Man Who /Knew/ 277

These pages are accessible to the contenporary researcher
in the Dijon (France) Library. They are actually nmuch nore than
just the summary of Martin's lecture at St Claire Du Bon
Secours. The novice devel oped a fascination for this erudite
stranger and she sought Brother Martin’s answers to her many
guestions about religion.

You can i magi ne how i nportant these docunents are for us.

Al so, this novice was not anonynous. Curiously, | hesitated
to wite her nane. | even thought of changing it, in order to be
spared of the accusation of trying to inpersonate the worst kind
of novelist wannabe, the type who likes to pull sone incredibly
thick tricks for easy effects.

Well, the novice s name was Hel oise. | know, a young wonan
fromthe M ddl e-Ages, admring an ol der scholar to the point of
witing, not letters in this case, but a treaty about him
sounds |ike déja-vu, or a total lack of inmagination fromny
part. That is why | was cowardly tenpted to change her nane to
Adel ai de, her m ddl e name, why not even Berthe, in a desperate
attenpt to dodge any criticismagainst ny inventiveness or |ack
t her eof .

Then agai n, Hel oi se Adel ai de Vitens, said Hel oi se de
St Aurillac, did exist and it is likely that what is left of ny
reputation as a scholar would have taken another blow if | had
changed her nane in this text. Also, | finally sobered up and

came to wonder why | would be so scared that ny creativity would
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be under assault. As if it was avoi dabl e!

What do we know about this young | ady? The 1434 fire that we
have already nmentioned did erase all the records of the
residents of the abbey.

Al'l we know for certain is that Hel oise net Martin de Ll eda
when she was 16 years ol d.

Martin stayed twice at St Claire Du Bon Secours. The first
time was a long visit of about five weeks. The second one
happened after Martin's return journey to Toul ouse. He canme back
al nost one year after his first stay, visited Mther Hauqui na
for a couple of days, and left.

That time, Heloise did not ask a single question to her
spiritual and intellectual idol, or rather she did not record
anyt hing of the sort.

Less than one nonth after Martin de Lleda s second visit,
we | ose her trace, her voice, at St Claire Du Bon Secours.

| see where you are going with this type of succinct
information. Next tinme, nmust | promse, or threaten, | shal
cater to nmy readers’ nost |ascivious side and wite sone juicy
secret affairs at the abbey.

How exciting to think that you entered this first novel
w th some apprehensi on and perhaps sonme repughance, know ng that
it would be sone type of classical m shmash, certainly not

daringly avant-garde...But now, you are rewarded with a new
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uni verse of spin-offs popping up before your very eyes, a w de
array of books and filnms, maybe theatre plays, nusicals, wthout
forgetting TV series ready for syndication, and action figures:
“The Sanurai Mnk adventures”, “The secret |ife of nuns”; “The
Decamaroon: the journey of Martin Casanova de Lleda”; just to

nane a few.

On their way to the village of the witches, the nuns stopped
several tinmes to provide assistance to the sick.

Martin was extrenely inpressed by the devotion and the
efficiency of these pious wonen. In his experience, fromthe
universities to the papal court, and all the churches Martin had
vi sited, nobody was at the |level of these “frail wonen,” in
terms of total dedication for hel ping people.

O course, he had nmet many em nent religious thinkers who
wrote and spoke beautifully on the topic of enulating Jesus and
assisting the needy. But these Sisters were truly and very
di screetly imrersed in action.

The word “discreetly” is inportant because we all know that
when a person does any type of good deed, that person has a
strong tendency to spread the news, and vociferously if
possi bl e.

We renmenber Bérot’'s “hidden prophets.” Hauqui na was
undoubtedly one of them in Martin’s mnd. She had actually

i npressed hi m maybe nore than anybody he had ever net. He evoked
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in his owmn “Sentences to Apostles, Saints and Prophets,” St
Francis’s exanple, and cited the epi sode when Francis decided to
change his ways and do whatever he was frightened of

undertaki ng. He had an understandabl e repul sion for the sight of
| epers, so, he decided to kiss a | eper on the I|ips.

Through Martin de Lleda’s owmn witing, the reader can see
how terrifying this imge was for him Later, Martin confessed
he could not attend the gravely wounded. The sight of the sores,
the pus, the blood “drained his intelligent energy.”

Sonmehow, | can very well imagi ne Father Garné, sone of the
novices in Le Tertre de Carces and even, nore tactfully, Bérot,
being tickled to death at the idea of a dignified religious man
and a recogni zed intellectual, fainting before an injured child,
whi | e an anonynous nun has to take care of the child and of the
fallen cardinal, |aying unconsciously next to him

At St Claire Du Bon Secours, Martin wtnessed the Sisters
patiently and carefully cleaning all the nost obnoxious
purul ence without batting an eye.

Keep in mnd, dear contenporary reader, so hard to inpress,
t hat rubber gloves, anong other anenities, were yet to be
i nvent ed.

Also, in tinmes of need, the nuns would reduce drastically
their owm pittance to feed the nore unfortunates.

Martin told facetiously one day to Hel oi se:

“The Fallen Angel pointed at the Earth and
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all of Men’'s sins and sai d:

“Why do they have a Church?

They are so | ow

t hey are not

wort hy adversaries for ne.

How can they fight nme? Men enter

their churches, but | amin their

hearts al ready.

The parish priest,

t he bi shop

and the pope: | enter their

t houghts as | please.”

But the Fallen Angel was answered:

“The Church exists because it

has begotten the hunbl e nuns

who truly spread the word of

God, which is of conplete

devotion and imtation of

Christ.”

The little group eventually arrived in a village,

Les Br anmmdes,

besi eged by many afflictions. That was the place we called so

i magi natively, the village of the wtches.

As usual , Mot her Hauqui na and her “courageous little arny”

attended sone of the terrorized,

si ck i nhabitants.

Wen the peopl e demanded an urgent nmass of purification,

she declined to serve it, because she was too busy hel ping the
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poor, ill victims. However, she referred the population to the

| ess useful Martin, the eloquent preacher, and everybody was

happy.

Before the sol enmm mass of vespers and his special blessing,
Martin inquired about the nature of the evil curse overwhel m ng
t he area.

For a few nonths, people, cattle and crops were dying at an
uncommonl y fast pace; cows, goats and sheep were having | ess
m | k, hens | ess eggs, everybody nore skin rashes, heartaches and
quarrels

The cause of all this general m sfortune was, in the eyes
of everyone, two wonen living in a ham et north of Les Branades.

Brother Martin listened to all the evil characteristics of
the witches. The litany agai nst them seened i nexhausti bl e.

First, one was a known wi dow gone mad, the other one was a
stranger, with a strong accent. Both were “barren” (they did not
have children). They were ugly and possessed marks of the devil
on their face and body. Finally, there were countless eyew tness
testinonies of their evil pronouncenents and deeds.

The villagers brought before Brother Martin a young boy who
swore to have seen the witches in a stormy night flying on top
of a “cloud shaped |ike a goat.” Martin asked a coupl e of
guestions to the boy, and the answers reveal ed a young mnd very

di sturbed. Martin | ooked around. Nobody in the popul ace
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assenbled in front of the church seened to notice how
preposterous the boy’ s responses were.

Martin recogni zed the madness of fanatics and did not
insist. Crowds are very dangerous entities and Martin knew it

was not the nonment to object or intervene.

After the special mass, even though it was quite late, our
heroes decided to pay a discreet visit to the wtches.

On the way, Modther Hauquina tal ked to her conpanions in
general ternms of two wonen who had to join forces and find sone
sol ace in each other’s conpany and support:

“Life is hard in this region for a worman
without a famly.”

Martin asked her if she was specifically tal king about the
two “wtches” they were going to see, and if she knew them
personal |y, sonmehow.

Hauqui na answered with a sinple “yes” that could have

applied to one question or both.

The visit was sonmewhat anticlinmactic. Mther Hauqui na had
described the plain and harsh reality of these two wonen
fighting sickness, solitude and poverty.

Martin had heard, back in the village, sone severe
accusation of ghastly enbraces between the wi tches and the

devi | .
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Wtches were traditionally associated with | ascivious,
i moral sexual practices. No natter how decrepit an old “w tch”
may have appeared to the naked eye, in the boundl ess inmagi nation
of the sexually repressed popul ace judgi ng her, she was al ways
havi ng passionate intercourse with a powerful and virile devil,
in sulfuric positions they fantasized with a titillated horror.

In that case, a scandal ous threesome with two | eshians
satisfying each other, plus the denon, hardly fitted the reality
of these two sick and hel pl ess wonen, unl ess one had a very
frustrated m nd, assessed Martin de Ll eda who, as we saw

earlier, had a hands on experience about the topic of the flesh.

Mot her Hauqui na asked the two wonen a few questions, for
Martin' s information.

It appeared that the wonmen used potions, recipes, renedies
to cure thensel ves and ot her peopl e.

The sick lady rem nisced with sadness that when her husband
was alive, she was somewhat of a good doctor and people from
ot her villages, when passing by, would often consult her. After
her husband died in gruesone, “unnatural” circunstances, a runor
spread — she had her suspicion about its origin — and her
reputation changed rapidly. She acknow edged al so that, ravaged
by sorrow, she was not the sane by then. Her transformation may
have surprised many. She expl ai ned that her husband was a good

man who did | ove her for who she was. Hi s brutal death nade her
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worl d col |l apse and she may have responded with sonme bitterness
and aggressiveness that was wongly interpreted by her

nei ghbors. She heard one of them a fornmer friend and “patient”
testifying that she was always munbling sonme evil prayers in a

strange tongue.

When Mot her Hauqui na had entered the little cabin of the

wi tches, she displayed her usual courtesy and respect. However,
Martin did notice that she bowed quickly before the ol der | ady,
“the stranger with an accent.”

It was obvious that this woman was afflicted with a form of
denmentia. But Hauquina' s discreet reverence towards her nade
Martin observe the “witch” nore carefully. Her eyesight was
al nost gone but she had still a profound and intense gaze. Her
accent that appeared reprehensible to the popul ace, was not that
pronounced. However, she spoke in a m xture of northern,
(“Parisian”) French, Provencal, German and Lati n.

Suddenly, Martin thought he had recognized in her
nonsensi cal | ogorrhea entire sentences of Hi |l degard von Bi ngen.

He called: “Mther |sabelle?”

The ol d woman turned her peculiar gaze towards him Her
eyes becane brighter and soon, silent tears rolled down her

cheeks.

Mot her Hauqui na asked softly the two wonen to cone with themto
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t he abbey of St Claire Du Bon Secours. She explained they could
hel p around.

Martin de Ll eda approved this proposition that could keep
the two poor souls out of harms way. But to his surprise, they
el ected to stay.

| sabell e just said “no,” and tal ked a | ot afterwards, but
wi t hout uttering any reason anybody coul d understand. Her friend
claimed to be too tired to travel anywhere. Besides, she wanted
to keep the proximty of her |ate husband (sic).

The ex-cardinal tried to plead with them He argued that
not hi ng good coul d happen to themif they stayed. But the
remar kabl e debater could not convince these two ol der wonen.

Mot her Hauqui na concl uded phil osophically:

“We can not force them W do not know what
appears inportant to them do we? The wll

of God escapes the mnd of nen.”

The little group did not go back to their abbey directly. In the
wee hours, the next day, the novices returned to Les Bramades,
giving notice to the inhabitants that a special blessing would
be given that very evening. O course, it concerned the
m sfortunes that had plagued the region for sone nonths.

That night, the church was filled like for a Christnas
Mass. Martin served once again the Vespers mass. He knew t hat

hi s el oquence woul d not be sufficient to save the two ol der
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wonen accused of witchcraft. Maybe if he had his purple robe and
all the accessories for the best cerenonial ponp, he could have
subj ugated these difficult parishioners. But, as a sinple
priest, he had to take a figurative backseat to Mdther Hauqui na
who had a burgeoning reputation of sainthood anong the people.

So, instead of attenpting to shock or puzzle his audi ence
with one of his patented sernons, Martin chose to devel op the
theme of the quasi divine qualities of Mther Hauqui na. He gave
a glowing summary of what the good nuns at St Claire Du Bon
Secours were doing for the community. He described el oquently
sone astoni shing healings he had witnessed. Then, Martin
enunerated the names of the local famlies the nuns had visited.
He slipped quickly, as a detail of little inportance, the shack
located in the ham et North of Les Branades

As expected, the news was not received quietly by the
pari shi oners who pressed himwith bitter questions.

Martin asked hastily Mther Hauquina to cone to the pulpit.

The nun got up

The hostile nmurmurs stopped tenporarily.

However, Hauquina did not join Martin at the pulpit. She
started to speak from where she was standing, in an even softer
voi ce than usual

Many cri ed:

“Louder, |ouder! Speak |ouder, Mother.”

She smiled but did not conply.
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Then, Mt her Hauqui na proceeded to ask at |length sone
guestions. Wiy the trials of existence? Wiy do the innocent and
the virtuous have to endure suffering, etc.

She did not wait for any answer. The “frail wonman” (sic)
did not know the divine reasons behind m sery, but she was
convinced that the way to respond to all these tribul ati ons was
| ove:

“Love is a very difficult concept, don’t you
t hi nk?

We do love our famly, but how do we |ove a
stranger that we do not understand, a

nei ghbor who w onged us?

These questions must be answered, or else we
are in danger of eternal dammation, for
Jesus, who was sent to us by Hi s Father had
only one nessage: Love.

I n our experience as hunbl e daughters of the
Church, love is too elevated a concept for
our petty souls.

For | ove, our Lord accepted humliation and
agony. For love, He endured the ultimte
sacrifice.

How coul d we ever |ove as He did? W | ooked
and searched, and shed nany tears as we were

confronted to our absol ute hel pl essness.
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However, eventually, we understood one idea;
only one!

For the little servants of the Lord, the
only way to follow Hmin the path He has

bl azed for mankind, was to be the servants
of all. W could indeed help others. W
coul d hel p each ot her.

Therefore, we say that helping is the way to
| ove.

Did our Lord Christ accept to cone as a man
to hel p other men? Then, we nust do our best

to hel p other people.”

After hearing the soft, slightly quivering voice of this saintly
woman pronounci ng this inpassioned sernon, the audience felt a
great current of generosity and altruismcirculating through the
chur ch.

However, soneone asked about the two witches. The inspired
pari shi oners may have accepted to give alns if they could, and
hel p each other in the future. But generosity anong nen, after
all, did not include w tches!

Martin de LIl eda could see that the remarkable nun could
not reach her goal. The villagers were not going to | eave the
two poor wonen al one.

So, he intervened.
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First, Martin worked on the transition from what Mther Hauqui na
had just said about love. H's plan was to turn the sernon into
an om nous threat. As a forner cardinal, he knew well the
i nqui sitorial phrasing.
“Mot her Hauquina refers to the nmessage of
Christ, ny fellow Christians. The Apostle
Matt hew told us that Jesus was asked:
“Master, which is the greatest
commandnment in the Law?"
Jesus replied:
"Love the Lord your God with al
your heart and with all your soul
and with all your mind.' This is
the first and greatest
commandnment. And the second is
like it: 'Love your neighbor as
yourself.” Al the Law and the
Prophets hang on these two
commandnent s. "
Martin's listeners, of course, could not read the Bible.
But he gave all the references of his quotations and even
pronounced some of themin Latin and in Geek, stressing themin
an om nous tone of voice.

Finally, he addressed his audi ence harshly:



Cohen/ The Man Who /Knew/ 291

“WIIl anyone in this church rise against
Christ?”

After a few seconds of silence, he continued:
“Christ was pronouncing the commandnment from
Leviticus. Let ne rem nd you what the
prophet sai d:

“Thou shalt not avenge, nor bear
any grudge agai nst the children of
thy people, but thou shalt I|ove
t hy nei ghbour as thyself:”
And this commandnent is foll owed by that
ot her one in Leviticus:
“But the stranger that dwelleth
with you shall be unto you as one
born anong you, and thou shalt
| ove himas thyself”
“WIlIl anyone in this church rise against the
Bi ble, the Wrd of God?”

After a few seconds of silence, he continued:

“You are tornenting your neighbor. You are
tormenting the stranger anongst you!”

A murrmur of horror went through the church. Men and wonen

coul d not conprehend they would be criticized by this nonk.
“And you think that God is not seeing what

you are doing to H s daughters?”
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That was too much! Cries of protestation started to fil
the church: this man was defending witches and calling them
“daughters of God?”

Martin de Lleda turned his body noticeably and softened his
voi ce. He addressed Hauqui na:

“Mot her Hauqui na, is the older woman this
village is persecuting the Mther Abbess who
refornmed the Abbey of St Claire Du Bon
Secour s?”

Hauqui na answered affirmatively. Martin felt the
under st andabl e wavering of the parishioners:

“What did she say? Did she say that the
witch was a not her abbess? Did we hear
right?”

Martin, wth a boom ng voice and an accusatory, dramatic
finger pointing at the villagers, pounced:

“You want to nurder the Mther of the saint
sisters who have tried to help you, |ike
they help the poorest creatures of God in
this region? You want to kill God s servant,
| sabel |l e De Fresne, who went to defend her
abbey before the Pope, and whose religious
zeal was acknow edged by one of his em nent
bi shop, the Cardinal of Parm?”

After a nonent of silence and before the nost stubborn of
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the villagers could recover, he elevated his voice to his nost

t hunderous degree to recite a few passages in Latin froma

Directorium Il nquisitorumused in Avignon. He translated — and

interpreted for an audience that started to feel gravely ill at

ease:

“These are the trials a person accused of
sorcery has to pass in order to prove he or
she is not fromthe devil.

They must go, in this specific order,
through the trials of water, blood and fire.
But if they are proven innocent, these very
trials nmust be perforned on the accusers.
Let ne repeat that: if a person is found

i nnocent of sorcery, it is just to deduct
that his or her accusers nmust have obeyed an
evil voice. Therefore, they too nust go

t hrough these very trials by water, blood

and fire.”

Martin glared for a nonent at some of the nobst vehenent

accusers of the two wonen.

“You nust have heard of the fanmous test of
floatation or the search for the mark of the
devil on the bodies of the presuned w tches
But nowadays, the nethods of our Saint

| nqui sition are even nore sophisticated. One
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of them consists in holding an i ncandescent
bl ade against the left eye of the accused,
whi | e pronounci ng secret nanmes of angels and
denons in a certain order, |ike Azazel,
Raphael , etc.
W wait for one brusque nove, and the head
turns irresistibly toward the fine edge of
t he bl ade. Experience shows that w tches
prefer to | ose one eye rather than |istening
to the sacred nanes.”
After a long silence, he changed again his tone of voice,

softening it, but making it nore threatening, somehow
“Do you know who | anf? | am sent by the
Cardi nal of Murcia. | have the power to
sumon the Inquisition to set a trial for
the two presuned wi tches.
This is why Mdther Hauquina invited me to
cone here.
| f you decide to proceed, | will report that
you are accusing two wonen to have spread
all types of plagues and di seases in the
region. One of these wonen is |Isabelle De
Fresne, the Mdther Abbess who reforned the
Abbey of St Claire Du Bon Secours. The ot her

one is her friend and her hel per, now t hat
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age and si ckness have ravaged Mot her

| sabell e’ s body, like they will, to

everybody’s, and to yours too, in due tine.

These are the wonen you are accusing, then?”
Anot her pause, and then, the coup de grace:

“I need the nanes of the people who have

wi tnessed their witchcraft and who can stand

before the envoy of the Saint |Inquisition.

If the two wonmen are to be found innocent,

they will need to accept to go through the

trials endured by the wongly accused, as

these trials are set in witing in the

Di rectorium | nqui sitorum

| will be taking their names.”

The parishioners | ooked at each other with great
uncertainty. How did Martin contain his satisfaction when he saw
t he peopl e around the deranged boy who was the nmain “w tness”
agai nst the two wonen, being ushered quickly out of the church?

He concluded in a softer voice:

“Cf course, you, good people, can not
undertake a precipitous trial by yourselves.
For your own good, you will let the Saint

| nqui sition take care of the matter. For, if
you were to harmunjustly one of the nost

em nent daughters of Christ, you may have to
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i ncur eternal dammation at the end of your
life, and a judgnent and puni shnents by the
Saint Inquisition, before it.”

He repeated with a fatherly smle that tine:
“I' will be waiting to take your nanes at the
church door.”

Wul d you believe that nobody canme to hinf
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XXI'l First epilogue

| f Hel oi se Adel aide Vitens, aka Hel oise de St Aurillac, had not
been already smtten by Martin de Lleda’ s particular charm this
excursion to Les Bramades woul d have won her over conpletely.

In her spiritual journal, Hel oise depicted this episode in
great details. She fell short of concluding wth a nmoan: “My
hero!”

As an apprentice novelist, | would have gladly described
Martin riding a black horse, why not a stallion, into the
sunset, that very night, yelling: “So long! O her adventures are
awai ting nme!” while Hauqui na, Heloise and all the other nuns,
wringing their hands, sighed, remenbering that under the
religious cloaks of the Little Servants of Christ, womanly
hearts were still pal pitating.

But in her journal, Heloise sinply reported that Brother

Martin stayed el even nore days in the abbey. Her style was as



Cohen/ The Man Who /Knew/ 298

ent husi astic as al ways, but she only gave the particulars on
sonme nore doctoral |ectures pronounced by Brother Martin on
Tertul l'i an and Augustine of Hi ppo.

Hel oi se stopped her spiritual diary in April of 1330, just

after Martin de Lleda left.

It is understandable to think that, after his long stay at Le
Tertre de Carces, Martin de Lleda had, in a way, to clear up his
m nd.

He nmay have had the urge to take the road and see nore
pl aces and people after being cooped up for a few years in this
nonastery. He also wanted to return to the place where he had
encountered great mnds and original thinkers, in his formative
years, the University of Toul ouse.

On his way, as we saw, he stopped at the abbey of St Caire
Du Bon Secours, by curiosity, since he knew the story of Mt her
| sabel | e.

There, he becanme fascinated by Hauqui na and by what she
represented: a religion of pure action, of total devotion not
t hrough prayer, study, contenplation, but through serving people
in distress.

Hauqui na was, in Martin’s mnd, the femal e equivalent to
Saint Francis, not in what they both intended to do (follow
Christ’s exanple) but in their unique, total commtnent to it.

He marvel ed at the fact that Mther Hauqui na did not have
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one ounce of opportunismin her veins.

The ex-cardinal had encountered nmany renmar kabl e nen who
identified wwth a noble cause and becane opportunistic for that
particular worthy cause. This identification of a person and a
cause always seened nmurky to Martin

But Hauqui na was obsessed, not by the abbey of St Claire Du
Bon Secours and its nuns, |ike her noble predecessor, but by the
endl ess probl em of adequately relieving the sufferings of her
brothers and sisters. The abbey was barely a nean to achi eve
t hat pressing, burning goal.

Hauqui na had repeated one thousand tinmes to Martin, who was
SO eager to absorb her secret, or rather the secret of her inner
st rengt h:

“The love of God is the |ove of nen.

The |l ove of nmen is hel ping them”

However, the same way that Bérot’s grace was understandable to
Martin but not quite attainable, Hauquina s imersion in pure
action, as fascinating as it may have been, was too difficult to
achi eve for our ex-cardinal.

So, Martin de Lleda went back to Toul ouse, to his dear
cloisters of The Jacobins. But he could not find his old
prof essors, except for a couple of em nent Dom ni cans who were
too conservative in their approaches to help him

Martin remai ned a few weeks in the region, attending
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vari ous sem nars. Because of his flight fromthe papal pal ace,
he tried to remain i nconspi cuous.

One can find a nention of a certain Martin de Miurcia in a
| etter dated Novenber 1330, by the scholar Pons d’ Auvergnes who
was then teaching in Toul ouse. Pons referred to him as

“an old friend who brought back a feww ld
tales fromperilous borders” (sic).

Pons ended that sane letter with this seem ngly incongruous
concl usi on:

“One can not stare with inpunity at the sun
as we pray for our distinguished brother to

be | ess fool hardy.”

We |l ose Martin's trace before his reappearance at the abbey of
St Claire Du Bon Secours for a couple of days, in My, 1331.

It is possible that he came from Toul ouse via a little
detour through Spain, but we nmust admt that it is anybody’s
guess, as nuch as the answer to this nore inportant problem
what happened to himafter this short visit to Mther Hauqui na?

And, by the way, what happened to Hel oi se whose literary

voi ce beconmes suddenly silent?

It may be tine to rem nd our estimted readers that for the
great majority of scholars, the cardinal Martin de Ll eda had

of ficially di sappeared under nysterious circunstances from
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Avi gnon, about ten years before this second vani shing act.

It is only yours truly who has identified, or clained to
have identified, the wandering friar as the ex-cardinal from
Mur ci a.

But at this point, after another short visit back to Le
Tertre de Carces in August 1331 by Martin, we |ose for good our

religious he