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Preface

HE author does not think it necessary to
offer any apology for having written a

life of Abélard. The intense dramatic inter-
est of his life is known from a number of
brief notices and sketches, but English
readers have no complete presentation of
the facts of that remarkable career in our
own tongue. The History of Abailard of
Mr. Berington, dating from the eighteenth
century, is no longer adequate or useful.
Many French and German scholars have
rewritten Abélard’s life in the light of recent
knowledge and feeling, but, beyond the
short sketches to be found in Compayre,
Poole, Rashdall, Cotter Morison, and others,
no English writer of the nineteenth century
has given us a complete study of this unique
and much misunderstood personality.
Perhaps one who has also had a monastic,
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v Preface

scholastic, and ecclesiastical experience may
approach the task with a certain confidence.

In the matter of positive information the
last century has added little directly to the
story of Abélard’s life. Indirectly, however,
modern research has necessarily helped to
complete the picture ; and modern feeling,
modern humanism, reinterprets much of the
story.

Since the work is intended for a circle of
readers who cannot be assumed to have a
previous acquaintance with the authorities
who are cited here and there, it is necessary
to indicate their several positions in advance.
The chief sources of the story are the letters
of Abélard and Heloise. The first letter of
the series, entitled the Story of my Calam-
Ities, 1s an autobiographical sketch, cover-
ing the first fifty years of Abélard’s life. To
these must be added the letters of St. Ber-
nard, Abbot of Clairvaux ; of Peter the Ven-
erable, Abbot of Cluny ; of Jean Roscelin,
Canonof Compiégne, Abélard’s early teacher;
and of Fulques of Deuil, a contemporary
monk. A number of Latin works written
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shortly after Abélard’s death complete, or
complicate, the narrative. The principal of
these are : the Vita Beati Bernardi, written
by his monk-secretary ; the Vita Beati Gos-
wini, by two monks of the period ; the D¢
gestis Frederici I. of a Cistercian bishop, Otto
of Freising; the Metalogicus and the Historia
Pontificalis of John of Salisbury ; and the
Vita Ludovici Grossi and De rebus a se gestis
of Suger, Abbot of St. Denis, and first royal
councillor. Many of the chronicles of the
twelfth century also contain brief references.

Chief amongst the later French historians
is Du Boulai with his Historia Universitatis
Parisiensis— ““ the most stupid man who
ever wrote a valuable book,” says Mr. R. L.
Poole. Amongst other French chroniclers
of the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries
we may mention : De Launoy (De scholis
celebrioribus), Dubois (Historia Ecclesie
Parisiensis), Lobineau (Histoire de Bretagne),
Félibien (Histoire de 1'abbaye de Saint Denys
and Histoire de la ville de Paris), Longueval
(Histoire de I’ Eglise Gallicane), Tarbé (Re-
cherches historiques sur laville de Sens), and,



vi Preface

of course, the Histoire littéraire de la France,
Gallia Christiana, and ecclesiastical histori-
ans generally.

A large number of ‘““lives” of Abélard
have been founded on these documents. In
French wehave La vie de P. Abélard of Ger-
vaise, a monkish admirer of the eighteenth
century, far from ascetic in temper, but much
addicted to imaginative description ; the
historical essay of Mme. and M. Guizot,
prefixed to M. Oddoul’s translation of the
letters of Abélard and Heloise ; the A4bélard
of M. Rémusat, pronounced by Sainte-Beuve
himself to be ““ un chef d'ceuvre ”; and the
Lettres Complétes of M. Gréard, with a help-
ful introduction. In German, Reuter chiefly
discusses Abélard as a thinker in his Ge-
schichte der religiosen Entklirung; Deutsch
is mainly preoccupied with his theology in
his Peter Abilard, but gives an exhaustive
study of thelast years of his life in Abdlard’s
Verurtheilung zu Sens ; Neander discusses
him in his Heilige Bernhard ; and Hausrath
offers the most complete and authorative
study of his career and character in his recent
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Peter Abilard. In English we have, as |
said, the eighteenth-century work of Bering-
ton, a small fantastic American version (quite
valueless), and the more or less lengthy
studies of Abélard found in Rashdall’s fine
Universities of Europe, Cotter Morison's Life
and Times of St. Bernard (scarcely a judicious
sketch), Compayré’s Abélard and the Uni-
versities (in which the biography is rather
condensed), Roger Vaughan's Life of St.
Thomas of Aquin, and Mr. R. L. Poole’s
[llustrations of the History of Medicvval
Thought (from whom we may regret we
have not received a complete study of
Abélard).

January 31, 1901,
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Peter Abélard

Chapter 1

The Quest of Minerva

ETER ABELARD was born towards the
close of the eleventh century. No
other personality that we may choose to
study leads to so clear and true an insight
into those strange days as does that of the
luckless Breton philosopher. It was the
time of transition from the darkest hour of
medizval Europe to a period of both moral
and intellectual brilliance. The gloom of
the ““ century of iron 7 still lay on the land,
but it was already touched with the faint,
spreading dawn of a new idealism. There
is, amongst historians, a speculation to the
effect that the year 1000 of the Christian era
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2 Peter Abélard

marked a real and very definite stage in the
history of thought. Usually we do vio-
lence to events by our chronological de-
marcations ; but it is said that Christendom
confidently expected the threatened rolling-
up of the heavens and the earth to take place
in the year 1000. Slowly, very slowly, the
sun crept over the dial of the heavens before
the eyes of idle men. But no Christ rode
on the clouds, and no antichrist came into
the cities. And the heaviness was lifted
from the breasts of men, and the blood
danced merrily in their veins once more.
They began again ‘‘ to feel the joy of exist-
ence,” as an old writer has it, and to build
up their towers afresh in the sunlight.

[t was a strangely chequered period, this
that changed the darkness of the tenth into
the comparative radiance of the thirteenth
century. All life was overcast by densest
ignorance and grossest lust and fiercest vio-
lence, the scarcely altered features of the
“converted ” northern barbarians ; yet the
light of an ideal was breaking through, in
the pure atmosphere of reformed monas-
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teries, in the lives of saintly prelates and
women refined beyond their age, and in the
intellectual gospel of a small band of thinkers
and teachers. Amid the general degradation
of the Church and the cloister strong souls
had arisen, ardent with a contagious fire of
purity. High-minded prelates had some-
how attained power, in spite of the net of
simony and corruption.  The sons of St.
Benedict, rising and falling too often with
the common tide, had, nevertheless, guarded
some treasures of the earlier wisdom, and
shared them lovingly at their gates with the
wandering scholar. Thousands there were
who could close heart and home at the fiery
word of a preacher, and go to starve their
souls in the living tomb of a monastery.
Thousands could cast down their spades and
their wine-cups, and rush to meet death in
the trail of a frenzied hermit.! They were
the days of the travail of the spirit; and

! | am thinking, of course, of the thousands of simple folk who
rushed blindfold into the fatal procession towards Jerusalem, setting
their children on their rude carts, and asking naively, at each tower
that came in sight in their own France, if that was the Holy City;
those whose bones marked the path to Palestine for later Crusaders.
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they rise before us in arresting vision when
we look into the life of Peter Abélard.
That life begins some day in the last
decade of the eleventh century, when the
young Breton, then in his fifteenth or six-
teenth year, went out from his father’s castle
into the bright world on the quest of Minerva.
Of his earlier years we know nothing. Later
fancy has brooded over them to some pur-
pose, it is true, if there are any whom such
things interest. The usual unusual events
were observed before and after his birth,
and the immortal swarm of bees that has
come down the ages, kissing the infant lips
of poets and philosophers, did not fail to
appear at Pallet. In point of sober fact, we
rely almost exclusively on Abélard’s autobio-
graphy for the details of his earlier career,
and he tells us nothing of his childhood,
and not much of his youth. It matters little.
The life of a soul begins when it looks be-
yond the thoughts of parents and teachers

As to the professional warriors, there is surely more humour than aught
else in the picture of the King of France and his like setting forth to
““ do penance ” for their vice and violence by a few months of advent-
ure, carnage, and pillage.
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—if it ever do—out into the defiant world,
and frames a view and a purpose.

The home from which Abélard issued,
somewhere about the year 1005, was an
ancient castle at Pallet, in Brittany, about
eleven miles to the south-east of Nantes.
At the end of the village, which was threaded
on the highroad from Nantes to Poitiers, a
steep eminence dominated the narrow tlood
of the Sangueze. The castle was built on
this : overlooking the village more, as it
chanced, in a spirit of friendly care than of
haughty menace. The spot is still visited
by many a pilgrim—not with a priestly
benediction ; but the castle 1s now the mere
relic of a ruin. In the most penetrating
movements of his prophetic genius, Ab¢lard
never foresaw the revolt of the serfs, or in-
deed any economic development. In this
one respect he failed to detect and outstrip
what little advance was made in his day.
His father’s castle has disappeared with the
age it belonged to, and the sons of his vas-
sals now lay the bones of their dead to rest
on his desolated hearth.
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Bérenger, the father, was a noble of a rare
type. He had fortunately received a little
culture before setting out in the service of
Hoel 1V., Duke of Brittany and Count of
Nantes, and he in turn communicated his
taste and his knowledge to his children.
From the fact, too, that he and his wife Lucia
adopted the monastic life a few years after
Abélard’s departure, we may gather that they
were also above the moral level of their class.
[t is not idle to note that Abélard’s mind en-
countered no evil or irreligious influences
when it first opened. All the circumstances
that are known to us suggest a gentle, up-
lifting, and reverential education. He was
the eldest of the sons of Bérenger: and,
partly, no doubt, because greater care had
been taken with his education, partly in the
necessary consciousness of mental power,
he early determined to leave home, and
wander over the land in search of learning.
His words give one the impression that he
shouldered a wallet, and sallied forth alone,
after the adventurous fashion of the day.
However that may Dbe, he says that he
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resolved to leave the chances of the favour of
Mars to his brothers, and set out to woo the
gentler Minerva. Abandoning the rights of
primogeniture and the possible grace of
kings, he passed away from the great castle,
and turned eagerly in the direction of the
nearest school.

It was not uncommon in those ‘‘Dark
Ages” for a young noble to resign the com-
fort of the chiteau and the glamour of a
courtly life in this way. The scholastic
fever, which was soon to inflame the youth
of the whole of Europe, had already set in.
You could not travel far over the rough roads
of France without meeting some footsore
scholar, making for the nearest large mona-
stery or episcopal town. Before many years,
it is true, there was a change, as the keen-
eved Jew watched the progress of the fever.
There arose an elaborate system of convey-
ance from town to town, an organisation
of messengers to run between the chiteau
and the school, a smiling group of banks
and bankers. But in the earlier days, and,
to some extent, even later, the scholar
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wandered afoot through the long provinces
of France. Here and there a noble or a
wealthy merchant would fly past in his
silks and furs, with a body-guard of a dozen
stout fellows; or a poor clerk would jog
along on his ass, looking anxiously towards
each wood or rock that bordered the road
ahead. Robbers, frequently in the service
of the lord of the land, infested every pro-
vince. It was safest to don the coarse frieze
tunic of the pilgrim, without pockets, sling
your little wax tablets and style at your
girdle, strap a wallet of bread and herbs and
salt on your back, and laugh at the nervous
folk who peeped out from their coaches over
a hedge of pikes and daggers. Few monas-
teries refused a meal or a rough bed to the
wandering scholar.  Rarely was any fee ex-
acted for the lesson given. For the rest,
none were too proud to earn a few sous by
sweeping, or drawing water, or amusing
with a tune on the reed-flute ; or to wear
the cast-off tunics of their masters.

It is fitting that we should first find little
Pierre — Master Roscelin recalls him in later
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years as ‘‘ the smallest of my pupils ” —un-
der the care of a rationalist scholar. Love
was the first rock on which the fair promise
of his early manhood was shattered, but
throughout the long, sternly religious years
that followed, it was his restless application
of reason to the veiled dogmas of faith that
brought endless cruelty and humiliation
upon him. Now, Jean Roscelin, Canon of
Compiégne, was the rationalist of his day.
As Abélard was fated to do, he had at-
tempted to unveil the super-sacred doctrine
of the Trinity ; not in the spirit of irreverent
conceit, with which people credited both
him and Abélard, but for the help of those
who were afflicted with a keen intellect and
an honest heart. For this he had been
banished from England in 1093, and from
the kingdom of France, and had settled in
one or other of the Gaulish provinces.
Mme. Guizot, in her very careful study of
Abélard, sees no evidence for the statement
that he studied under Roscelin, but the fact
is now beyond dispute. Otto von Freising,
a contemporary historian, says that he *“ had
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Roscelin for his first master”; Aventinus
and others also speak of Roscelin as an early
teacher of his. Roscelin himself, in a letter
which it seems ‘‘frivolous,” as Deutsch
says, to hesitate to accept, claims that
Abélard sat at his feet —it was the literal
practice in those days — ¢ from boyhood to
youth.” Abélard, on the other hand, writes
that he attended Roscelin’s lectures *“for a
short time ” ; but this correspondence took
place at a moment when the one would be
greatly disposed to exaggerate and the
other to attenuate. An anonymous anec-
dote, which we shall examine presently,
- pretends that he found Roscelin unsatisfact-
ory, but ““ controlled his feeling so far as to
remain under Roscelin for a year.” It is
clear enough that he spent a few of his
earlier years on the hay-strewn floor of
Master Roscelin’s lecture-hall.

There is some uncertainty as to the local-
ity, but a sufficient indication to impart an
interest to the question. Roscelin says
it was at the Locensis ecclesia  This is
easily understood if we interpret it to mean
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the monastery of Locmenach® in Brittany.
The monks of St. Gildas, on the coast of
Brittany, a wild band whose closer acquaint-
ance we shall make later on, had established
a branch monastery at Locmenach. As will
appear in due time, they would be likely
to have small scruple about increasing its
revenue by erecting a chair for one of the
most famous dialecticians in Christendom,
in spite of his condemnation for heresy at
London and Soissons. We have no special
information about the manner of school-life
at Locmenach, save that we know the
monks of St. Gildas to have been the living
antithesis to the good monks of Bec ; but
it is interesting to find Abélard studying
dialectics under a famous rationalist, and in a
monastery that was subject to the abbey of
St. Gildas of Rhuys. The dark pages of
his later history will give point to the dual
circumstance.

There is one other, and less reliable, ac-
count of Abélard in his school-days. Inan

' Locmenach=locus monachorum, ** the place of the monks.”
The older name was Moriacum. It is now called Locminé, and lies a
few miles to the east of Vannes.
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anecdote which is found in one or two
older writers, and on the margin of an old
Abélard manuscript, it is stated that he
studied mathematics under a certain Master
Tirricus. The anecdote is generally rejected
as valueless, on the ground that it contains
clear trace of the work of a ‘‘ constructive
imagination ”’; but Mr. Poole points out that
“there is no reason to doubt ™ the authen-
ticity of the substance of the narrative, and
it seems to me that the fictional element
may be reduced to a very slender quantity.
The story runs that Tirric, or Theodoric,
one day found Abélard shedding tears of
fruitless perspiration over mathematical pro-
blems. He had already, it is said, mastered
the higher branches of knowledge, and was
even teaching, but had omitted mathemat-
ics, and was endeavouring to remedy the
omission by taking private lessons from
Tirric.  Noting his effort, the master is
represented to say: ‘““What more can the
sated dog do than lick the bacon?” ““To
lick the bacon” is, in the crude Latinity
of the age, bajare lardum, and the story
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pretends the phrase afforded a nickname
for Pierre (Bajolard or Baiolard), and was
eventually rounded into Abélard or Abailard.
The construction is so crude, and the pro-
bability that Abélard is a surname needing
no legendary interpretation is so high, that
the whole anecdote is often contemptu-
ously rejected. 1t is surely much more
reasonable to read the phrase as a pun on
Abélard’s name, which some later writer,
to whom the name was unfamiliar, has
taken in a constructive sense.’

There are several good reasons for retain-
ing the historical framework of the anecdote.
It is a fact that Abélard never mastered
mathematics : chancing to mention arithe-
metic in one of his works, he says : *“ Of that
art 1 confess myself wholly ignorant.” It
was unfortunate for mathematics. Most pro-

1 The name occurs in a dozen different forms in the ancient records.
I adopt the form which is generally used by modern French writers.
D’Argentré and other historians of Brittany say that it was not unknown
about Nantes in those days. We must remember that it was the
period when nicknames, trade-names, etc., were passing into sur-
names. Another pun on the name, which greatly tickled the mediaval
imagination, was ‘ Aboilar,” supposed to convey the idea that he was
a dog who barks at heaven (aboie le ciel). 1t was perpetrated by
Hugo Metellus, a rival master.
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bably the puerility of that liberal art, in its
early medizval form, repelled him. In the
next place, there was a distinguished master
living in France of the name of Tirric, or
Theodoric, who is said to have had a
leaning to mathematics. He taught in the
episcopal school at Chartres, long famous
for the lectures of his brother Bernard.
Finally, a Master Tirric (presumably the
same) turns up at Abélard’s trial in 1121,
and boldly and caustically scourges papal
legate and bishops alike. However, if we
attribute so much authority to the story, it
clearly refers to a later date. The picture
of Abélard, already a teacher, sated with
knowledge, coming ‘‘in private " to repair
an omission in the course of his studies,
must be relegated to one of the intervals
in his teaching at Paris, not, as Mr. Poole
thinks, to the period between leaving Ros-
celin and arriving at Paris.

Abé¢lard himself merely says that he
“went wherever dialectics flourished.” For
five or six years he wandered from school
to school, drawn onward continually by
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the fame of schools and of masters. Schools
were plentiful, and the age was already
rich in great teachers. Charlemagne had
inaugurated the scholastic age two hundred
years before with the founding of the Palace
School, and had directed that every monas-
tery and every episcopal town should give
instruction.  With periods of languor the
Benedictines had sustained the scholastic
tradition through the soulless age that fol-
lowed, and the second half of the eleventh
century saw a brisk development. There
was the great abbey of Bec, in Normandy,
where St. Anselm still detained crowds of
pupils after the departure of Lanfranc.
But at Bec the students were not part of
a ‘‘ great undisciplined horde,” as Rashdall
calls the students of the early Middle Ages.
With its careful regulations, its bare-back
castigations, its expurgated classics, and its
ever watchful monks, it contrived at once to
cultivate the mind (in moderation) and to
guard the sanctity of faith and morals.
Cluny, in the south, had a similar school
at its gates, and the same control of the



16 Peter Abélard

scholars it lodged and fed. St. Denis,
near Paris, had another famous Benedictine
school. The forty monasteries that William
of Dijon had recently reformed had opened
free schools for the wandering pupils, and
even fed the poorer youths.

Then there were men of European fame
teaching 'in the cathedral cloisters of the
larger towns. At Chartres, good Bishop
Ivo—the only lawyer who ever lived and
died in the odour of sanctity—had spent
much energy in the improvement of his
school. Little John, or John of Salisbury,
has left us a proud record of its life at a
slightly later date, when Tirric and his
brother Bernard presided over it. At Tour-
nai, Master Eudes of Orleans, the peripatetic
of the time, walked the cloisters all day
with his questioning scholars, and gathered
them before the cathedral door of an evening
to explain the profound mysteries of the
solid spheres that whirled overhead, and of
the tiny, immortal fires that were set in
them. Other famous episcopal schools were
those of Tours, Rheims, Angers, and Laon.
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But every bishop had his master or masters
for the teaching of grammar, rhetoric, and
dialectics (the frivium), and in the larger
towns were ‘‘lectors” of the other four
liberal arts (the quadrivium), music, geo-
metry, arithmetic, and astronomy. Theo-
logy was taught under the watchful eye of
the bishop and his chapter, and in time
chairs of Hebrew, and, with the progress of
the Saracenic invasion of the intellectual
world, even of Arabic, were founded. At
the abbey of St. Denis, monk Baldwin,
sometime physician to the King of England,
taught and practised the art of healing. At
Chartres, also, medicine was taught some-
what later ; and there are stories of teachers
of law. And, beside all these, there were
the private masters, “‘ coaches,” etc., who
opened schools wherever any number of
scholars forgathered.

Thus the historical imagination can readily
picture all that is contained in the brief
phrase with which Abélard dismisses the
five or six years of his studies. ‘ There
was no regular curriculum in those days,”
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Mr. Rashdall says, in his study of the Uni-
versities of Europe; but the seven liberal
arts were taught, and were gradually ar-
ranging themselves in a series under the
pressure of circumstances. Music Abélard
certainly studied ; before many years his
songs were sung through the length and
breadth of France. None of his contemp-
oraries made a more eager and profitable
study of what was called grammar—that is,
not merely an exercise in the rules of Do-
natus and Priscian, but a close acquaintance
with the great Latin poets and historians.
Rhetoric and dialectics he revelled in—
“1 went wherever dialectics flourished.”
To so good purpose did he advance in
this work of loosening the tongue and
sharpening the wit, that throughout his
life the proudest orators and thinkers of
Christendom shrank in dismay from the
thought of a verbal encounter with him.
““l1 am a child beside him,” pleaded Ber-
nard of Clairvaux, at a time when France,
and even Rome, trembled at the sound of
his own voice. But we must defer for a



The Quest of Minerva 19

few pages the consideration of medieval
dialectics.
¢ 1lli soli patuit quicquid scibile erat,”

said an ancient epitaph ; and, though the
historian handles epigrams with discretion,
it must be admitted that Abélard surpassed
his contemporaries, not only in ability and
in utterance, but also in erudition. There
is the one exception of mathematics, but it
seems probable that he despised what passed
under that name in the twelfth century.
““ Mathematics,” he says somewhere, in
a sarcastic parenthesis, ‘‘the exercise of
which is nefarious.” But in the thrust and
parry of dialectics he found a keen delight ;
and so he wandered from place to place,
edging his logical weapons on fellow-pupils
and provincial masters, until one day, about
the opening year of the twelfth century, he
directed his steps towards far-famed Paris—
beautiful, naughty, brilliant, seductive Paris,
even in those distant days.

But the Paris of the first decade of the
twelfth century was wholly different, not
only from the Paris of to-day, but even from
the Paris of Victor Hugo’s famous picture.



Chapter 11
A Brilliant Victory

IF you desire to see the Paris of those early

days, imagine yourself beside the spot
where the modern Pantheon stands. 1t is
the summit of what Paris called *‘ the hill ”
for many a century —the hill of Ste. Gene-
vieve. Save far the large monastery of
secular canons beside you, the abbey of Ste.
Genevieve, there is yet little sign of the
flood of grimy masonry that will creep up
slowly from the river valley, as the ages
advance, and foul the sweet country for
miles beyond. Parislies down in the valley
below, a toy city. The larger island in the
Seine bears almost the whole weight of the
capital of France. It has, it is true, eaten a
little way into the northern bank of the
river, to which it is joined by the Great

20
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Bridge. That is the Lombard Quarter, and
Lutetian commerce is increasing rapidly.
Numbers of curious ships sail up the broad,
silver bosom of the Seine, and make for the
port of St. Landry. The commercial quarter
is already spreading in the direction of
Montmartre, with the public butchery and
bakery at its outskirt; but it is a mere
fringe. The broad valleys and the gentle
hills that are one day to support Paris are
now clothed with vineyards and orchards
and cornfields, and crowned with groves of
olive® and oak. On the nearer side, too,
the city has already overflowed the narrow
limits of the island. There are houses on
the fine stone bridge, the Little Bridge, and
there is a pretty confusion of houses, chapels,
schools, and taverns gradually stealing up
the slope of Ste. Genevieve. But, here also,
most of the hill is covered with gardens and
vineyards, from which a chapel or a relic of
old Roman Lutetia peeps out here and there
— the ruins of the famous old thermea lie

1 This and other details I gather from fragments of the minor poets
of the time.
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half-way down the hill below us:— and
along the valley of the

““. . . florentibus ripis amnis ”

(to quote a poet of the time), to east and
west, are broad lakes of fresh green colour,
broken only in their sweet monotony by an
occasional island of masonry, an abbey with
a cluster of cottages about it.

It is down straight below us, on the long,
narrow island, that we see the heart of
France, the centre of its political, intellect-
ual, and ecclesiastical life. A broad, un-
paved road, running from Great Bridge to
Little Bridge, cuts it into two. Church oc-
cupies most of the eastern half, State most
of the western ; their grateful subjects pack
themselves as comfortably as they can in
the narrow fringe that is left between the
royal and ecclesiastical domains and the bed
of the river. Each generation in turn has
wondered why it was so scourged by “‘ the
burning fire ” (the plague), and resolved to
be more generous to the Church. From
the summit of Ste. Genevieve we see the
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front of the huge, grey, Roman cathedral,
that goes back to the days of Childebert,
and the residences of its prelates and canons
bordering the cloister. Over against it, to
the west, is the spacious royal garden,
which is graciously thrown open to the
people two or three times a week, with the
palace of King Philip at the extremity of
the island. That is Paris in the year of
grace 1100 ; and all outside those narrow
limits is a very dream of undulating scenery,
with the vesture of the vine, the fir, the
cypress, the oak, the olive, and the fig: and
the colour of the rose, the almond, the lily,
and the violet ; and the broad, sweet Seine
meandering through it ; and the purest air
that mortal could desire.

To our young philosopher Paris probably
presented itself first in the character of
“the city of philosophers.” Each of the
great abbeys had its school. That of the
abbey of Ste. Genevieve will soon be familiar
tous. The abbey of St. Germain of Aux-
erre, to the north, and the abbey of St.
Germain of the Meadow, to the west, had
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schools at their gates for all comers. St
Martin in the Fields had its school, and the
little priory of St. Victor, to the east, was
soon to have one of the most famous of all
schools of theology. The royal abbey of
St. Denis, a few miles away, had a school
in- which Prince Louis was then being
trained, together with the illustrious Abbot
Suger. A number of private schools were
scattered about the foot of Ste. Genevieve.
The Jews had a school, and— mark the
liberality of the time — there was, or had
been until a very few years before, a school
for women ; it was conducted by the wife
and daughters of famous Master Manegold,
of Alsace, women who were well versed in
Scripture, and ‘‘ most distinguished in philo-
sophy,” says Muratori.

But Abélard went straight to the centre
of Paris, to the cloistral enclosure under the
shadow of old Notre Dame,' where was the
first episcopal school in the kingdom, and
one of the first masters in Christendom.

! The Notre Dame of to-day, like the earlier Louvre, dates from the
end of the twelfth century,
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William of Champeaux was a comparatively
young master, who had forced his way into
high places by sheer ability. He was held
to be the first dialectician in France, and
““almost the first royal councillor.” In the
great philosophic controversy of the period
he was the leader of the orthodox school.
The Bishop of Paris had brought him to the
island-city, and vested him with the dignity
of archdeacon of the cathedral and scholas-
ticus (chancellor or rector) and master of
the episcopal school.  So high was the re-
pute of his ability and his doctrine that, so
Fleury says, he was called *‘the pillar of
doctors.” From an obscure local centre of
instruction he had lifted the Parisian school
into a commanding position, and had at-
tracted scholars from many lands.  And he
was then in the prime of life.  Within
a few months Abélard made his authority
totter, and set his reputation on the wane.
In six or seven years he drove him, in
shame and humiliation, from his chair, after
a contest that filled Christendom with its
echoes.
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Let us repeat that William of Champeaux
was then in the prime of life, or only ten
years older than Abélard. There are those
who talk of the ‘“ venerable teacher ” and the
audacious, irreverent stripling. This pic-
ture of the conflict is historically ridiculous.
Rousselot and Michaud, two of the most
careful students of Champeaux’s life, give
the date of his birth as 1068 and 1070, re-
spectively. He had fought his way with
early success into the first chair in Christen-
dom ; he cannot have been much older than
Abélard when he secured it. Abélard had
an immeasurably greater ability ; he was
frankly conscious of the fact ; and he seems
promptly to have formed the perfectly legit-
imate design of ousting William—whose
philosophy certainly seemed absurd to him
—and mounting the great chair of Notre
Dame.

Such a thought would naturally take shape
during the course of the following twelve
months. The only indication that Abélard
gives us is to the effect that William was
well disposed towards him at first, though
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there is no foundation in recorded fact for
the assertion that William invited the youth
to his house ; but they were gradually in-
volved in a warm dialectical encounter.
Abélard was not only a handsome and
talented youth (which facts he candidly
tells us himself), but he was a practised
dialectician. The lectures of those untiring
days lasted for hours, and might be inter-
rupted at any moment by a question from
a scholar.  Moreover, William was princip-
ally occupied with dialectics, and it would
be quite impossible—if it were desired—to
instruct youths in the art of disputing, with-
out letting them exercise their powers on
the hosts of problems which served the
purpose of illustration. Hence the young
Breton must have quickly brought his keen
rapier into play. The consciousness of
power and the adolescent vanity of exhibit-
ing it, both generously developed in Abélard,
would prepare the way for ambition. Ques-
tion and answer soon led on to a personal
contest.

But there was a stronger source of provoc-
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ation, and here it will be necessary to cast
a hurried glance at the great controversy of
the hour. Cousin has said that the schol-
astic philosophy was born of a phrase that
Boetius translated out of Porphyry. Itisa
good epigram ; but it has the disadvantage
of most epigrams—it is false. The contro-
versy about genera and species is by no
means of vital importance to the scholastic
philosophy, as Abélard himself has said.
However, there is much truth in the asser-
tion that this celebrated controversy, as a
specific question, may be traced entirely
to Porphyry.

Boetius was the chief author read in the
early medieval schools. Ainongst other
works they had his Latin translation of
Porphyry’s Introduction to Aristotle, and in
one corner of this volume some roving
scholastic had been arrested by the allusion
to the old Greek controversy about genera
and species. To put it shortly : we have
mental pictures of individual men, and we
have also the idea of man in general, an
idea which may be applied to each and all
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of the individual men we know. The grave
problem that agitated the centuries was,
whether not only the individual human
beings who live and move about us, but
also this ““ general man” or species, had an
existence outside the mind. The modern
photographer has succeeded in taking com-
posite photographs. A number of human
likenesses are superimposed on the same
plate, so that at length ‘individual features
are blended, and there emerges only the
vague portrait of ‘““a man.” The question
that vexed the medizval soul was, whether
this human type, as distinct from the indi-
vidual mortals we see in the flesh, had a
real existence.

In whatever terms the problem be stated,
it is sure to appear almost childish to the
non-philosophical reader ; as, indeed, it ap-
peared to certain scholars even of that time.
John of Salisbury, with his British common-
sense and impatience of dialectical subtlety,
petulantly spoke of it as “‘ the ancient ques-
tion, in the solution of which the world has
grown grey, and more time has been con-



30 Peter Abélard

sumed than the Cesars gave to the conquest
and dominion of the globe, more money
wasted than Creesus counted in all his
wealth.” But listen to another Briton, and
one with the fulness of modern life outspread
before him. Archbishop Roger Vaughan,
defending the attitude of the enthusiasts in
his Thomas of Aquin, says: “Kill ideas,
blast theories, explode the archetypes of
things, and the age of brute force is not
far distant.” And Rousselot declares, in his
Philosophic du Moven Age, that the problem
of universals is “‘the most exalted and the
most difficult question in the whole of philo-
sophy.” Poor philosophy ! will be the av-
erage layman’scomment. However, though
neither ancient Greeks nor medizval formal-
ists were guilty of the confusion of ideas
and 7deals which Dom Vaughan betrays,
the schoolmen had contrived to connect
the question in a curious fashion with the
mystery of the Trinity.

When, therefore, Jean Roscelin began to
probe the question with his dialectical weap-
ons, the ears of the orthodox were opened
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wide. The only position which was thought
compatible with the faith was realism—the
notion that the species or the genus was a
reality, distinct from the individuals that
belonged to it, and outside the mind that
conceived it. By and by it was whispered
in the schools, and wandering scholars bore
the rumour to distant monasteries and bish-
oprics, that Roscelin denied the real exist-
ence of these universals. Indeed, in his
scorn of the orthodox position, he con-
temptuously declared them to be ‘‘mere
words 7 ; neither in the world of reality,
nor in the mind itself, was there anything
corresponding to them ; they were nothing
but an artifice of human speech. Europe
was ablaze at once. St. Anselm assailed
the heretic from the theological side ; Wil-
liam of Champeaux stoutly led the opposi-
tion, and the defence of realism, from the
side of philosophy. Such was the question
of the hour, such the condition of the world
of thought, when Pierre Abélard reached
the cloistral school at Paris.

If you stated the problem clearly to a
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hundred men and women who were un-
acquainted with philosophic speculations,
ninety-nine of them would probably answer
that these universals were neither mere
words nor external realities, but general or
generalised 1deas—composite photographs,
to use the interesting comparison of Mr.
Galton, in the camera of the mind. That
was the profound discovery with which
Abélard shattered the authority of his master,
revolutionised the thought of his age, and
sent his fame to the ends of the earth. He
had introduced a new instrument into the
dialectical world, common-sense, like the
little girl in the fairy tale, who was brought
to see the prince in his imaginary clothes.’
This, at least, Abélard achieved, and it was
a brilliant triumph for the unknown youth :
he swept for ever out of the world of thought,
in spite of almost all the scholars of Christ-
endom, that way of thinking and of speak-
ing which is known as realism. [ am familiar

! Lest there be a suspicion of caricature, or of ignorance (though, 1 too,
have sat in the chair of scholastic philosophy, and held grave discourse
on genera and species), let me remind the reader of the theological
import which was read into the problem.
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with the opinion of scholastic thinkers on
this question, from the thirteenth century
to the present day. It differs verbally, but
not substantially, from the conceptualism of
Abélard. The stripling of twenty or twenty-
one had enunciated the opinion which the
world of thought was to adopt.

We still have some of the arguments with
which Abélard assailed his chief—but enough
of philosophy; let us proceed with the story.
Once more the swift and animated years are
condensed into a brief phrase by the gloomy
autobiographist ; though there is a moment-
ary flash of the old spirit when he says of
the earlier stage that he ‘‘ seemed at times
to have the victory in the dispute,” and
when he describes the final issue in the
words of Ovid,

‘“. .. non sum superatus ab illo.”

He soon found the weak points in William’s
armour, and proceeded to attack him with
the uncalculating passion of youth. It was
not long before the friendly master was con-

verted into a bitter, life-long enemy ; and
3)
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that, he wearily writes, ““ was the beginning
of my calamities.” Possibly : but it is not
unlikely that he had had a similar experi-
ence at Locmenach. However that may be,
it was a fatal victory. Ten years afterwards
we find William in closest intimacy and
daily intercourse with Bernard of Clairvaux.

Most of the scholars at Notre Dame were
incensed at the success of Abélard. In
those earlier days the gathering was pre-
dominantly clerical; the more so on
account of William’s championship of ortho-
doxy. But as the controversy proceeded,
and rumour bore its echo to the distant
schools, the number and the diversity of the
scholars increased. Many of the youths
took the side of the handsome, brilliant
young noble, and encouraged him to resist.
He decided to open a school.

There was little organisation in the schools
at that period—the university not taking
shape until fully sixty years afterwards
(Compayré) —and Abélard would hardly
need a ‘““license ” for the purpose, outside
the immediate precincts of the cloister. But
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William was angry and powerful. It were
more discreet, at least, not to create a direct
and flagrant opposition to him. The little
group of scholars moved to Melun, and
raised a chair for their new master in that
royal town. It was thirty miles away,
down the valley of the Seine ; but a thirty-
mile walk was a ftritfle in the days when
railways were unknown, and William soon
noticed a leakage in his class. Moreover,
Melun was an important town, the King
spending several months there every year.
William made strenuous efforts to have the
new academy suppressed, but he seems to
have quarrelled with some of the courtiers,
and these took up the cause of the new
master of noble rank.

When Abélard saw the powerlessness of
the chancellor of Notre Dame, he decided to
come a little nearer. There was another
fortified and royal town, Corbeil by name,
about half-way to Paris, and thither he trans-
ferred his chair and his followers. The move
was made, he tells us, for the convenience
of his students. His reputation was already
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higher than William'’s, and the duel of the
masters had led to a noisy conflict between
their respective followers. Corbeil being a
comfortable day’s walk from Paris, there
was a constant stream of rival pupils flow-
ing between the two. In the schools and
the taverns, on the roads and the bridges,
nothing was heard but the increasing jargon
of the junior realists and conceptualists.
Besides the great problem, dialectics had
countless lesser ones that would furnish
argumentative material for an eternity.
““Whether the pig that is being driven to
market is held by the man or the rope ™ ;
““whether a shield that is white on one side
and black on the other may be called either
black or white,” and problems of that kind,
are not to be compared in point of depth
and fecundity with such mere matters of
fact as the origin of species. But the long
and severe strain had gravely impaired Abé-
lard’s health ; he was compelled to close his
school, and return to Brittany. William
was not the only one who rejoiced. The
Church was beginning to view with some



A Brilliant Victory 37

alarm the spread of the new doctrine and
the new spirit.  Cynical rivals were com-
plaining that “‘ the magician ” had brought
““a plague of frogs ” on the land.

Abélard tells us that he remained “ for
several years almost cut off from France.”
Rémusat thinks it was probably during this
period that he studied under Roscelin. but
there is now little room for doubt that his
intercourse with the famous nominalist falls
in the earlier years. Much more probable
is it that we should assign his relations to
Tirric of Chartres to the later date. The
substance of the anecdote that was found
on the margin of the Ratisbon manuscript
seems to accord admirably with Abélard’s
circumstances in the period we have now
reached. The question, however, will in-
terest few beyond the narrow circle of his-
torical specialists. He himself is silent about
the few years of rest in the Breton castle,
merely stating that he returned to DParis
when he had recovered his health. We
have to remember that the autobiography
he has left us was entitled by him the Story
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of my Calamities. 1t is not the full pre-
sentment of the swiftly moving drama of
the life of Abélard. He speaks of joy only
when it is the prelude to sorrow, or when
some faint spark of the old ardour leaps
into life once more.

When Abélard at length returned to the
arena, he found a significant change. Wil-
llam had deserted the cloistral school. In a
solitary spot down the river, beyond the
foot of the eastern slope of Ste. Genevieve,
was a small priory that had belonged to the
monks of St. Victor of Marseilles. Thither,
says Franklin, William had retired ‘‘ to hide
his despair and the shame of his defeat.”
The controversy had by no means been de-
cided against him yet. Indeed, William’s
biographers loyally contend that he was
sincerely touched by the religious spirit of
the age, and adopted the monastic life from
the purest of motives. Abélard, on the
other hand, declares that the inspiration
came from a hope of exchanging the chair
of Notre Dame for that of an episcopal see.
Abélard 1s scarcely an ideal witness, though
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the passage was written nearly thirty years
afterwards, yet his interpretation is probably
correct; at least if we take it as a partial
explanation.  William was shrewd enough
to see that his supremacy in the scholastic
world was doomed, and that the best alter-
native was a bishopric. He was still young
(about thirty-eight, apparently) and ambi-
tious ; in his character of archdeacon, he
was already only one step removed from
the episcopate ; and he had influence and
qualifications above the average. It is
scarcely correct to say, as Gervaise does,
that at that time “* the monastery was the
recognised path to the episcopacy,” on ac-
count of the wide degradation of the secular
clergy. Their degradation was assuredly
deep and wide-spread, but so were simony
and electoral corruption. We generally find,
in the old chronicles, one or other of the
deceased bishop’s archdeacons ascending
the vacant throne. However, William of
Champeaux was a religious man ; for the
pious the surest path to the episcopate
passed through the monastery.
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Whatever be the correct analysis of the
motive—and it was probably a complex
feeling, including all the impulses suggested,
which William himself scarcely cared to ex-
amine too narrowly— the fact is that in the
year 1108 he donned the black cassock of
the canon regular, and settled with a few
companions in the priory of St. Victor. The
life of the canons regular was a compromise
between that of the sterner monks and the
unascetic life of the secular canons and secu-
lar clergy. They followed, on the whole,
the well-known rule of St. Augustine. They
arose at midnight to chant their matins, but,
unlike the Cistercians, they returned to bed
as soon as the ““office ” was over. They
ate meat three times a week, and were not
restricted in the taking of fish and eggs.
They had linen underclothing, and much
friendly intercourse with each other, and
they were less rigidly separated from the
world.  Altogether, not too rough a path to
higher dignities —or to heaven—and (a not
unimportant point) one that did not lead far
from Paris.
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Such was the foundation of one of the
most famous schools of mystic theology.
The abbey that William instituted before
- he was removed to the coveted dignity in
1113 has attained an immortality in the
world of thought through such inmates as
Richard and Hugh of St. Victor.

Abélard’s first impulse on hearing the news
was to repair at once to the cloistral school.
He found the chair occupied. William had
not, in fact, resigned his title of scholastic,
and he had placed a substitute in the chair. It
was a poor ruse, for there was now no master
in Christendom who could long endure the
swift, keen shafts of the ambitious Breton.
Abélard would quickly make the chair of
Notre Dame uncomfortable for the most
pachydermatous substitute; and he seems to
have commenced the edifying task at once,
when he heard that the unfortunate Wil-
liam had set up a chair of rhetoric at St. Vic-
tor. Like a hawk, Master Peter descended
on the ill-fated canon. The Bishop of Mans
had, it appears, stimulated William into a re-
newal of activity, and he had chosen that
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