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ABELARD AND HELOISE

Presented by John Gale in association with Marvin Liebman and the
Northcott Theatre, Exeter on 19 May 1970, at Wyndham’s Theatre,
London, with the following cast of characters:

Peter Abelard Keith Michell
Heloise Diana Rigg
Alain David Robb
Gerard Mark Johnson
Philippe Michael Mundell
Robert de Montboissier Terence Wilton
Guibert Philip Sayer
Gilles de Vannes Timothy West
Jehan Peter Sergeant
Fulbert Johrn Warner
Belle Alys Valerie Minifie
Abbess of Argenteuil Elspeth March
Sister Laura Jo Warne
Sister Godric Rosalind Atkinson
Sister Constance Sandra Duncan
Mariella ) Mary Ashton
Gisella Elizabeth Norman
Alberic of Rheims William Redmond
Bernard of Clairvaux David Ashford
Denise Jennie Stoller
Hugh Stanley McGeagh

The play directed by Robin Phillips
Setting by Daphne Dare

The action passes in France in the first half of the twelfth century

The play is inspired by “Peter Abelard” by Helen Waddele, and the letters
of Abelard and Heloise.






ACTI
SCENE 1

The Chapel of the Abbey of the Paraclete, near Troyes, France, in the year
1131 AD. An afternoon in late autumn

Darkness. The sound of Monks singing is heard, followed by Nuns singing. The
lighting slowly fades up. A dove, the symbol of the Holy Ghost, is seen illumin-
ated on the screen upstage. As the brightness increases, a group of Nuns and
Monks, mostly of the Benedictine order, file slowly on. The Nuns take up
positions round one tower,; the Monks take up positions round the other tower.
One remains upstage holding a large wooden cross. When all are in position,
the Father Abbot and the Mother Abbess enter from opposite sides. They walk
slowly towards each other c. For a moment they face each other in silence,
thenthe Abbot turns away and kneels. The Abbess kneels. They pray in silence.
When the Abbot kneels, all the Monks kneel,; and when the Abbess kneels, the
Nuns on the tower follow suit and the others bow their heads

The singing ends. The Abbot crosses himself, rises, and goes up the stairs of
one tower to stand by the balustrade at the top, facing the Nuns, as though in a
pulpit. As the lights come up on him, we see the Abbot clearly for the first time.
Abelard, at fifty-two, is old beyond his years. His voice is thin and soft and he
speaks slowly, his manner gentle, humble, simple. There is little to indicate the
man he was, or for that matter still is, intellectually. For here, still, is the
keenest intellect in Europe. He raises his hands. The Nuns and Monks turn
towards him. The Monks kneel. All bow their heads

Abelard Exsurge, Domine, adiuva nos, et libera nos propter nomen tuum.

Monks and Nuns Amen. (They raise their heads)

Abelard Reverend Mother, Beloved Sisters in Christ, who have made the
long, hard journey across the plains of France to this, our Abbey of the
Paraclete—having been cruelly and wrongfully dispossessed of your con-
vent in Argenteuil, we, your brothers in Christ, do herewith freely, joy-
fully and with love surrender to you this, our Abbey, with the prayer that
you may here find a refuge and a place of peace. (He looks down at the
Abbess) And we do name you, Reverend Mother, Beloved Sister, whose
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piety, humility and devotion to God are unexampled, First Abbess of the
Paraclete, for as long as you shall live. This we do in charity, before God,
and in the name of his holiness Pope Innocent the second, given under his
hand on the twenty-eighth of November, in the year of our Lord eleven
hundred and thirty-one. And now, before we, your Brothers, take our
leave of you, let us pray together for the blessing of Almighty God upon
this, your new and, by God’s mercy, your enduring home. Let us pray in
silence.

The Nuns and Monks bow their heads. Abelard comes down the stairs and
kneels. As Abelard kneels,.the Nuns and Monks rise and turn upstage. We
hear the silent thoughts of the Abbot and Abbess in counterpoint

(Intimately) Eternal Father, whose love is so strong, so deep, so ravishing
that, like a crucible, it burns away down to the very marrow of the bones,
all earthly love, grant to us who walk the way of the cloister that purity of
soul which alone enables us to consecrate ourselves to Thee, O God our
Strength and Our Redeemer.

The Mother Abbess raises her head and we see her face for the first time.
Heloise is still a young woman. She is, also, still palely beautiful, the eyes as
deep and haunting as ever. As she speaks, the Nuns and Monks turn downstage
to look at her and raise their hands in front of them, shoulder height, palms
outwards

Heloise I've never been very interested in God. These lovely, empty rituals
mean less to me than one man’s glance, a single touch of hands. Peter,
Peter, who art here beside me, hallowed be thy name, thy will be done on
earth—on earth—for what else is there?

The Nuns and Monks lower their hands. The Monks kneel, heads bowed

Abelard . . . and may Thy humble servants, Lord, proclaim the truth of
Thy Gospel which says: “Love not the world, neither the things that are in
the world, for all that is in the world, the lust of the flesh and the lust of
the eyes, and the pride of life, is not of the Father, but of the world. And
the world passeth away, and the lust thereof, but he that doeth the Will
of God abideth forever.”

Heloise Is this the end of the story?

The Monks and Nuns turn to look at Heloise, then turn their heads away and
raise their right hands to shield their faces

Can it be that we who have known the warmth and sweetness of each
other’s bodies, and endured the agony of separation, have come at last
together only to part again? Peter—

The Nuns drop their shielding hands and begin a low humming. The Monks
drop their hands, rise, and move upstage, humming

—O my darling, love me, love me, stay with me. I think of you always,
Peter At Mass. when nraver should be purest—and alone at night, in my
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cell at night, Peter, in bed, sometimes the very movements of my body—
I know it’s obscene. I know that I should tremble at what I've done. I
only long for what I've lost.

The Monks halt and stop humming. The Nuns change key, humming

Do the others, too, lie sleepless in their still, cold cells, frozen into virtue?
Do they, too, long for some human nearness, to call back yesterday ?

The lighting fades to a Black-out except for a spot on Heloise
The Monks, humming, file off. Abelard exits

(With a cry) O God, I don’t belong in this spider’s web of a life, with its
panic fears, it’s caution, it’s obsequiousness! I don’t belong, you know I
don’t belong!

All stop humming

I'm thirty-two. A young woman still—young and full of life. They think
me chaste, God. They call me holy. They see what I do: they can’t see
what I think.

Six Students march in two by two, downstage, marking time when they
arrive in position

God, nothing is good save that which is done for the love of You. Isn’t
that so ? Well, Heloise does nothing save for the love of him in whom she
lives and moves and has her being. One name only echoes in this soul.

The Students slap their thighs in rhythm: da-da; da-da-dah; da-da-da-da; dah
dah

Not yours, God. O God, not yours.

The Students clap their hands in the same rhythm and whisper ** Abelard”, then
continue doing this between each of Heloise’s “* Abelard”s and, before the last
“Abelard”, stamping their feet in the same rhythm, crescendo

Abelard! Abelard, Abelard, Abelard . . .

The light fades on Heloise and she exits 1*

SCENE 2

Outside Abelard’s lodgings in Paris. Some fifteen years earlier

The voice of Heloise melts into the voices of the young male Students, who
move downstage, cheering and shouting, as two of their number bear Abelard
shoulder high to his lodgings. He is deposited triumphantly at the top of the

* See Production Plot, page 75.
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steps to further cheers and cries of “Speech! Speech, Master! Speech!”.
Abelard, at thirty-seven, Master of the Schools at Notre Dame, is at the peak
of his powers and entirely aware of the fact. The voice we now hear is strong
and vibrant and he is dressed with considerable elegance. Apart from the
tonsured head, there is nothing of the cleric about him. He looks down at the
students clustered round the steps with the amused tolerance of a man whose
audience is, in every sense, at his feet. The cries of “Speech” are renewed

Abelard No, no, gentlemen. No more speeches.
A groan of disappointment goes up

No, I'm sorry, but two lectures a day is enough. Besides, I'm dry.
Alain (a student) Master, what’s your opinion . . .
Abelard I'm also hungry, and when the body calls the mind must wait.
Thank you for the ride. (He waves and turns to go up)
Alain Just one question, Master. Should a priest marry ?

There is a murmur from the Students. They know what is coming

Abelard (turning back in surprise) 1 thought it was philosophy we were
studying, gentlemen.

Alain Yes, sir, but philosophically speaking, sir—the tonsure being a
symbol of continence—well, you are an expert, aren’t you, sir?

Abelard On priests or marriage ?

Alain On continence—you being a member of the celibate community, sir,
and—well, I was wondering . . .

Abelard (putting a hand on Alain’s shoulder) Tell me, Alain, which are you

planning to enter first, the Church or matrimony ?

Laughter

Second Student It’s not Alain, sir. It’s Canon Evrard.

Abelard Evrard?

Third Student Haven’t you heard, Master?

Philippe It’s all over Paris, sir.

Third Student Canon Evrard has married his housekeeper, sir.

Abelard (after a pause; mildly) Then I suggest you take your question to the
Canon. Betterstill, look up your Theophrastus. He’s excellent on marriage
in general and wives in particular. Good day, gentlemen.

Students Theophrastus? Tell us about Theophrastus, sir! Go on, Master!
Tell us, Master! etc.

Abelard (turning back good-humouredly) Well then—but briefly. No yoke
bears heavier on a man than marriage. To feed a poor wife is a burden;
to support a rich one, torment. For if she’s beautiful, men run after her,
and if she’s ugly she runs after men.

Laughter

So that a man has either to keep what everyone wants or what no one
wants. In short, says Theophrastus, a life devoted to the study of truth
can’t be shared with a woman, it’s too exhausting. So if you would serve
philosophy, gentlemen, don’t take a wife: get a good servant!
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Laughter
Gerard Or a good mistress.
Laughter

Abelard (seriously) No. No, if you must love, love reason. The world is
sloughing off the skin of centuries slowly. It likes nothing better than to
live like a pig in a sty. (Powerfully) Goad the porkers. Quicken dead
minds. If you love reason, awaken thought. If you love reason, accept
nothing blindly. If you love reason, probe, challenge, question the
unquestionable. And if you love me, for God’s sake go home and let me
have my dinner. (He goes up the stairs)

Laughter
Third Student Good night, Master.

With general *“Good night”s the Students drift off, all except one, Robert

Robert Master!

Abelard Well, a new face. What’s your name, boy?

Robert Robert, sir. Robert de Montbossier.

Abelard Student?

Robert Novice monk. On leave from Cluny, Master.

Abelard A monk from Cluny? I know it well.

Robert I was at Clairvaux. I left Clairvaux for Cluny.

Abelard No one who knows Clairvaux will blame you for that.

Robert It’s a cold place, Clairvaux. Cold.

Abelard And Bernard of Clairvaux even colder. But now you’ve left Cluny
also. Why?

Robert To attend the Schools. To hear Master Abelard lecture at Notre
Dame.

Abelard I trust the course is proving instructive?

Robert The greatest experience of my life. I try to take down every lecture—
when you don’t go too fast for me—and memorize it afterwards. “It is
our custom in our daily speech to speak of things as they appear to our
eyes”—that’s my favourite.

Abelard (correcting him) “Senses. It is our custom in our daily speech to
speak of things as they appear to our senses, rather than as they are in
actual fact. For example, we say it’s a starry sky, or not, or that the moon
is shining more, or less, or even not at all, when these things, however
variable they seem to us, are in fact changeless.”

Robert I'd never thought of it like that. Through your eyes, it—it’s a new
world.

Abelard I'm flattered. But tell me, boy, do you always swallow what your
teacher tells you?

Robert It depends on the teacher. Abelard is the greatest in all France.

Abelard (sharply) In all Europe.

Robert He alone teaches the faith of reason. He alone offers a coherent
view of God. He alone heats the soul and lights the mind. He alone . . .
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Abelard Yes, quite. Quite. Of course, it’s conceivable—though naturally
improbable—that he could, just once in a while, be wrong?

Robert No, sir. Never. Not Abelard.

Abelard I'm bound to say I agree with you. Nevertheless—little monk, I
have a shock for you . . .

Guibert, Abelard’s servant, enters

Guibert It’s on the table, Master.
Abelard I'm coming, Guibert.
Guibert I’ve made you a nice omelette.

Guibert exits

Abelard I have a shock for you. Prepare yourself. Abelard is not God.

Robert Sometimes I think so.

Abelard (not displeased) Yes, I thought you did, you blasphemous pup.
They’d flog you for that at Clairvaux or Cluny. Not God, Robert. The
best available alternative, possibly. In fact, almost certainly. But not God.

The lights fade. To cover the scene change Students are heard singing *““The
Abbot of Angers”.

SCENE 3

Gilles’ room in the lee of Notre-Dame 2

Gillies de Vannes enters and sits at the table. He is a Canon and is seventy years
of age. He sits in his great chair, his massive chin creased on his chest.On the
table is a partly eaten chicken and a flagon of wine and two goblets. As the
lights come up Abelard enters.

Abelard Don’t get up.

Gilles I wasn’t intending to. Sciatica.

Abelard I thought it was better.

Gilles (with a grunt) I suppose you’ve come for your dinner?

(He throws a chicken leg at Abelard)

Abelard (catching it) Well, since you press me. My man Guibert made me an
omelette. The grease stood on it in flakes. I don’t know why his food
always tastes so foul. He washes the platters, even the pots.

Gilles But does he wash the cloth that washes the pots? There’s no flavour
quite like it.

Abelard It’s lack of concentration, I think. His mind is on women. (Eating)
This chicken is delicious.

Gilles From my cousin, the Abbess, at Argenteuil. Why do nuns always
have the best poultry?
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Abelard Plump white flesh. Cluck-cluck-cluck. (He eats ravenously)

Gilles (chuckling) It’s a pleasure to feed you, Peter. Not only because you
eat like a hungry hawk, but because, like me, you're a sensualist.

Abelard (with his mouth full) God forbid.

Gilles It’s true. But I'm a sensualist in mind as well as body. Your mind
snuffs up the east wind, which is why you’re as lean as the kine of Pharaoh.
But there’s hope for you. I was once as lean as you—and fasted more often,
till I was past grace.

Abelard I've sometimes wondered if you ever knew it. (He starts to fill the
goblets)

Gilles Grace? (He holds out his goblet)

Abelard pours a drop into it

To the brim.
Abelard fills Gilles’ goblet, then his own

Oh yes, I knew it. But—is it Jerome or Ambrose ? “Nothing so estrangeth
the heart from the love of God as the faces of women.”

Abelard Not Jerome.

Gilles No. Too crude. The Blessed Gregory, perhaps. And after that, there
was this. (Raising his goblet) Was that hullabaloo this morning your
students ?

Abelard A few high spirits.

Gilles I hear they carried you shoulder high.

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

Gilles Where, naturally, you made them a speech.

Abelard I may have said a few words.

Gilles On reason as the habitation of God with men?

Abelard We arrived there eventually.

Gilles John Scotus Erigena said the same thing three hundred years ago.
They killed him for it in the end, you know. Stabbed him to death with
their pens. Like Hypatia. Which reminds me, Fulbert’s niece is back from
the convent.

Abelard Fulbert has relatives ?  always thought he happened spontaneously.

Gilles There was a brother, killed in the Crusades. He sired a daughter. She
borrows my Homer.

Abelard Odd taste for a girl.

Gilles Oh, Heloise has a mind. One reason, among many, why her uncle
dotes on her.

Abelard Does he? (Leaning interestedly forward) Incestuously ?

Gilles My dear Peter . . .

Abelard No, I suppose not. Tedious old sheep.

Gilles You have said that, I think, about every one of our Canons, barring
myself.

Abelird Well, so they are. Sheep, every one of them browsing over the
same close-bitten pastures, with their ““Saint this saith that”” and “Saint
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that saith the other”” and *‘Saint the other saith something else again”.
As if one couldn’t prove anything, and deny it, and prove it back again,
out of Augustine alone. One day I'll do it, just to show them.

Gilles Do what?

Abelard Smash the whole blind system of theology and substitute . . .

Gilles Master Peter Abelard?

Abelard Not that. Not that. But a reasonable soul. Augustine said a man
should serve the understanding of things. I'll be content if when I'm dead
someone says that about me. That’s why these youngsters like me, you
know. There’s a natural reasonable soul in most things when they’re
young. I can do what I please with them.

Gilles The young, yes. But have a care for the sheep, Peter. Old teeth still
bite.

Canon Fulbert fusses in. An aged and excitable ecclesiastic, as thin and
spiderish as Gilles is fat and florid, there is something naive and childlike
about him. He is in full canonicals

Fulbert (1o Gilles) Ah, there you are, Canon. All is in order. All is in order.
Is Heloise not here yet? (Suddenly seeing Abelard) Oh, Master Peter.
(He shakes Abelard’s hand) An honour, sir. An honour, as always. Yes,
indeed. I sent my niece to the library for a . . . (To Gilles) You’re not
dressed.

Gilles Not dressed? Am I naked?

Fulbert Not dressed, not dressed for the deprivation!

Abelard (sharply) Deprivation?

Fulbert Yes, yes, yes, the deprivation of Evrard! Hurry, man, we don’t
want to be late. It promises to be something of an occasion.

Gilles You may go your ways, Fulbert. Not one foot will you get me inside
the Cathedral tonight.

Fulbert What? Now listen to me, de Vannes, you gave your word . . .

Gilles And don’t wag your finger at me. What does the man look like?
A wasp attacking a porcupine.

Fulbert (stiffly) I confess I find some difficulty in comprehending your
position, de Vannes. You gave your vote with the rest of us in Chapter.

Gilles T did.

Fulbert And yet you refuse . . .

Gilles But I have no liking for executions of justice. A bad conscience, no
doubt.

Fulbert Evrard is a Canon, not a choirboy. And a simple act of ecclesiastical
deprivation . . .

Gilles —is something I choose not to witness. Oh, he’s been a fool, I grant
you. If he’d made her his mistress instead of his wife, we’d have looked the
other way in charity.

Fulbert I would not have looked the other way!

Gilles It’s normal practice.

Fulbert It’s hypocrisy.

Gilles Well, of course.
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Fulbert I deplore it. A priest is a servant of God. Thou canst not serve God
and woman.

Gilles (to Abelard) You hear that, Peter? Fulbert has unearthed the
Eleventh Commandment.

Fulbert You mock me, Gilles.

Gilles There, there, you're a good fellow, Fulbert. A thorn in the flesh of
the unrighteous. But I will not go to your entertainment.

Fulbert I like a friend to sit with.

Gilles Ask Abelard. Perhaps he’ll go with you and hold your hand.

Fulbert (cagerly) Master Peter? It would be a considerable honour. I'm in
need of a friend.

Abelard It’s Evrard, I think, who needs the friend. I'll see you there.

Abelard goes out abruptly
Fulbert (plaintively) Why wouldn’t he walk with me, why didn’t he wait?
One of the bells of Notre-Dame starts to toll

I'm to make your excuses, then, Gilles?

Gilles Tell them I have a profound sciatica.

Fulbert Have you?

Gilles No, but I had yesterday.

Fulbert T't, Heloise, where is the girl? I shall be late. I sent her to the
Library for a copy of The Fathers—on illicit union within the Church—
in case our brother contests the decision, you understand. But it shouldn’t
take her more than five minutes. If something has happened to her—some
dreadful disaster—

Gilles No, no, no.

Fulbert—I shall never forgive myself.

Gilles Too much excitement is bad for the heart, Fulbert. Think of your
heart.

Fulbert There’s nothing wrong with my heart.

Gilles Then think of mine.

Heloise runs in, breathless. She wears green, girdled low, her long hair
falling to her shoulders. The eyes are haunting. She is seventeen. She kisses
Fulbert and hands him a book

Fulbert There you are child. Where on earth have you been?
Heloise I'm sorry, Uncle. I ran both ways all the way.
Fulbert In that case I can’t imagine why it took you so long.

Heloise kisses Gilles
Now you’ll go straight home, sweetheart?

Heloise Yes.

Gilles Leave her with me, Fulbert, while you’re in Chapter. There’s a copy
of the inscription for the lapidaries to make and I've gout in my thumb.

Fulbert You think the girl writes well, Gilles?

Gilles She has the best clerk’s script in Paris.
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Fulbert Beauty—and a brain to match.

Gilles A rare combination for some unfortunate man. .

Fulbert No. Heloise is mine—and God’s. (He places his hand on Heloise’s
head)

Gilles I notice you place God below the salt.

Fulbert I will come back for her when Chapter is over. And then I can tell
you, Canon, all about it.

Gilles I can scarcely contain myself, Canon. Oh, and Fulbert—I would
come with you to the stoning of Stephen, if I had the courage.

Fulbert (kindly) Not Stephen. Evrard. (4side to Heloise) He’s getting old.

Fulbert goes out

Gilles and Heloise look at each other and burst out laughing

Gilles (pouring out wine) Heloise, you’re the only contemporary I have.

Heloise I think so, too. Where are the inscriptions?

Gilles An excuse for your company. (Offering her his goblet) Here, try this.

Heloise Mn. Cold and green like well-water—(She drinks)—yet it warms
like the sun. (She gives Gilles his goblet, then takes one and pours wine for
herself) Where does it come from?

The bell ceases tolling

Gilles Moselle. Isn’t it strange that a man with a palate like Ausonius
should write a long poem about that dull river and not one line about its
vineyards?

Heloise Perhaps he despised them, being from Bordeaux.

Gilles A man’s palate should have no country.

Heloise Gilles, what will become of Evrard? Was he wrong to marry?

Gilles Canonically, yes.

Heloise Then is marriage a sin?

Gilles Not a sin. Only a mistake.

She grins

That’s why the canonists regard it so gravely. One can be absolved of a
sin, but there’s no absolution for a mistake.

Heloise But Evrard—it was such a good face, and she—I saw his wife this
morning at her door, all sodden with crying and frightened.

Gilles God comfort her in her distress.

Heloise My uncle says you voted against Evrard in Chapter.

Gilles And should vote again tomorrow.

Heloise But why, Gilles? You, of all people? You’re not a hypocrite.

Gilles But I am. Officially I'm a Canon of Notre-Dame, and I have the
morals, and, what’s worse, the appearance of Silenus.

Heloise At least you make no pretence at goodness, like the others. Yet
you condemned Evrard.

Gilles Canon law condemned him, as it would condemn the Archbishop
if charges against him were brought and proved. And marriage, re-
member, is easier to prove than—other forms of depravity.
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Heloise Is-that how you think of marriage? As a form of depravity ?

Gilles Marriage—is a compromise with the flesh. The Church in its wisdom
has given its blessing to that compromise, speaking of a certain spiritual
union, of which I have seen little and desired less. To me the root of
marriage is the satisfying of a lust of the flesh.

Heloise Then love is lust?

Gilles Its root is lust. You find that horrible.

Heloise (almost inaudibly) Yes.

Gilles (gently) The rose is lovelier than its root, Heloise. Even so, marriage
is the effort to make that permanent which is by nature transient.
Nequidquam. In vain.

Abelard enters

So soon? That was a swift stoning. What happened ? Did they all throw
at once? You've not met, I think. Heloise—the man who has your
generation by the ears—Master Peter Abelard.

Abelard (after a moment) I've just come from your uncle. He fainted in
Chapter. There’s no cause for concern. He’d been fasting, I think. He
asks you should go to him.

Heloise (quickly) Yes, of course. (She gives the goblet to Gilles and moves
upstage)

Abelard (following her) T'll see you there safely.

Heloise No. Thank you, but I—I'll be quicker alone.

Heloise runs out

Abelard stares after her

Gilles (rising) Seventeen, they say. Not much colour.

As he speaks, Gilles moves downstage with Abelard. The Nuns take up a
position to watch the following scene. 3

Alys and Alain enter, go up the tower and embrace. Guibert enters

1 like a white-faced wench myself. The eyes show better so. Why do fools
say black as night? There’s more colour in a night sky than ever there
is at noonday. Stars, too. You’re not listening.

A spot comes up on Guibert, and a treble solo voice is heard singing *“When
summer on is stealing”

Abelard I'm listening.

Guibert Alys!

Abelard My man Guibert—in search of woman.
Gilles (chuckling) Ah, yes.

Abelard and Gilles exit
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SCENE 4

Outside a house in the poor quarter of Paris. Moonlight

The lighting comes up on Alain and Alys. Alain comes down in high satisfac-
tion adjusting his clothes

Alain (calling up to Alys) Hey! Alys!
Alys leans out

Thanks!
Alys (a tart, but comely) Pleasure, dear. Come again.
Alain That I will.
Alys Any time. I'm all yours.

Alain exits
Robert crosses

I’m all yours too, dear.
Robert glances up, then hurries off
Please yourself. (She starts to withdraw)

Guibert lumbers out of the shadows

Guibert (hoarsely) Alys! Alys! Don’t go!

Alys Who’s there? Oh, it’s you, Guibert. Got any money ?

Guibert Is it money tonight, Alys?

Alys Money every night, dear. I'm not in this for the timbrels and dancing.

Guibert I've got a new song.

Alys Can’t eat songs, dear.

Guibert You liked the one I sang you last week—remember? And then—
afterwards, Oh, Alys, it was so wonderful.

The singing finishes
Alys Yes, well, you got the better of my good nature. There’s been a change

of policy. (She starts to withdraw)
Guibert No, wait! Alys. Listen! (He sings)

When Summer on is stealing,

Alys moves to listen
And come the gracious prime
And Phoebus high in heaven
And fled the rime

Guibert sits With love of one young maiden
My heart hath ta’en its wound
And manifold the grief that I
In love have found
That I in love have found.
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Alys slowly comes down and stands behind Guibert

If she would once have pity

And take me to her side

And stooping lean down o’er me
And so abide,

And stooping lean down o’er me

Alys fondles his head
And so abide.

Abelard enters and moves into the shadows to watch the ensuing scene

Alys Who wrote that?

Guibert I did.

Alys Liar.

Guibert Well, it’s one of Master Abelard’s, actually. One of his best,
don’t you think ?

Alys Not bad. (She stands invitingly before him)

Guibert (moving hesitantly to her) Can I come in now?

Alys puts up her mouth. He kisses her hungrily. She responds

Alys (eventually) There. Now go on home like a good little boy.

Guibert But—but, Alys, we haven’t . . .

Alys I said go home.

Guibert Oh, God. Please—please—I must—I must . . . (He seizes her
clumsily)

She wrestles and throws him off. He sprawls on the ground

Alys (without rancour) No free rides. I'm a business girl.
Guibert (rising) How much?

Alys How long?

Guibert All night?

Alys gives a derisive laugh

All night, Alys?

Alys You bring me a hundred gold besants, you can have me for a night.

Guibert A hundred gold besants?

Alys That’s what I said.

Guibert Just for one night?

Alys Course, if I'm not worth it . . .

Guibert Yes—(surveying her hungrily)—God, yes, you’re worth it. But
where am I going to get a hundred besants?

Alys That’s your problem, isn’t it, dear? And look—Guibert—don’t
bother me again. Not unless you’ve solved it. All right?

Guibert Alys, for God’s sake . . .

Alys Oh, go home!

Alys exits
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Guibert moves downstage 4

Guibert (to the audience) Tl get it. A hundred gold besants. I don’t know
how, but I’ll get it. Once you’ve had a woman, well, you know how
itis . . .

Abelard appears out of the shadows

Abelard No, I don’t know how it is.

Guibert No, that’s right, Master. Nor you would.

Abelard But I can imagine. The hunger. The hunger for love.

Guibert That’s it, sir. That’s it, exactly. (He snaps his fingers) I'll save.
That’s it. I'll start saving.

Abelard (opening a purse at his waist and handing Guibert a coin) To open
your account.

Guibert Thanks, Master Abelard. That’s—sympathetic.

Guibert exits

SCENE §
Abelard’s old room in Paris

Abelard moves below the bench 5

Abelard (to the audience) A scullion and a harlot—and yet—when she
took him in her arms and their mouths met, it seemed to me as if suddenly
all the things that I contend for—books, philosophy, dialectics—

Gilles enters

—the whole spectrum of the intellectual life—as if suddenly they were
nothing. It was as though—for a moment in time—harlot and lout had—
immortality. Can you believe that, Gilles?

Gilles (moving to the chair and sitting) Without difficulty. And then?

Abelard And then she slapped his face and shut the door on him.

Gilles Ha! Yes, that’s the way of it. Poor Guibert. By the way, Fulbert
says you can take him with you. Yvonne, that’s his cook, will be happy
to feed you, but naturally you must have a man about you to fetch and
carry.

Abelar):i (sharply) What's this?

Gilles Fulbert wants you to go and live with him.

Abelard Fulbert wants me . . .?

Gilles The picture of stupefaction. Now why?

Abelard Why? Good God, man . . .

Gilles He was always by way of regarding you as a demigod, and since you
carried him home when he fainted in Chapter . . .

Abelard I did not. I gave him an arm.

Gilles Horizontal or vertical, the fact remains he blushes and stammers
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whenever he speaks of you. Which is why I am Winged Mercury—well,
scarcely winged, but none the less a messenger.

Abelard I don’t understand anything you’re saying.

Gilles Apparently there’s a room at the top of the house. It looks over the
Seine. An improvement, I gather, on your present quarters. Well,
almost anything would be that. There’s space enough for yourself and
your books, and he’ll take you for half what your housekeeping costs
you now, but he asks, with diffidence, if in part consideration of board
and lodging, you would, in such leisure as your weightier studies afford
you, instruct his niece. He bade me say that she’ll be at your disposal
whenever you choose. (He heaves with silent laughter)

Abelard Is the man out of his wits? I'm thirty-seven and she’s . . .

Gilles A schoolgirl. I reminded him of the fact, but he spoke much of your
reputation for chastity, and of St Jerome and his pupil Eustochium.
You would, it seems, be doing him the greatest imaginable honour if
you would consent to live under his roof.

Abelard Honour?

Gilles His word. He used it at least three times. Well? Is it to be yes orno?

Abelard Tell me.

Gilles My good Peter, I'm the last person on earth to ask that question of.
Never in my life have I said no to anything I greatly desired. But then—
you already have the male population at your feet—perhaps you’ve never
really wanted—anything else?

Abelard (after a moment) Yes, once. One summer I went home to my
father’s house at Le Palais, to my sister Denise. She married Hugh, my
father’s steward. And I’d have given all I had to be like Hugh and sweat
all the mischief out of me at the hay and then go back and lie all night
with something warm and kind like Denise.

The Nuns whisper ‘‘Heloise”

And I could have cursed my wits that had spoiled me for living. And my
head—God, how it ached! And then Denise would come and sit beside
me on the grass and hold my head in her hands. No woman had ever
done that to me.

Gilles Ah, those hands, those healing woman’s hands—that moment
when they take your head in their hands and carry it to their breasts . . .

The lights fade. Gilles exits

SCENE 6
Abelard’s room in Fulbert’s house. June

It is a comfortably furnished room at the top of the house. Nothing luxurious,
but an obvious improvement on his previous lodgings.

The Monks move away upstage on one side, and the Nuns move up on 6
the other. Fulbert enters unnoticed during the general movement and
Jjoins Abelard
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Fulbert . . . You'll find she has a good mind, a logical mind. And an
excellent memory. Whatever you teach her, she’ll retain. Stores it all up
here, she does, like a—whatever animal never forgets. I forget. Now, you
have everything you require? Splendid. And we have your man—what’s
his name 7—

Abelard Guibert.

Fulbert—Guibert installed in the loft, so all is in order. All is in order.
(He calls) Heloise! Come along up, my dear. She’ll prove an apt pupil,
a worthy pupil, I have no doubt. If not, you must punish her. Yes,
indeed. A touch of the birch on the buttocks is good for all of us,
especially the young.

Heloise enters

A thing they know well in convents—the value of a touch of the birch
about our hinder parts—isn’t that so, my dear? Mind you, the nuns
thought highly of her. A devout girl, pious and virtuous, neither the
desires nor the vanities of this world could turn her from her studies. A
natural religious, I should say. But I'm wasting your precious time. (To
Heloise) 1t’s a privilege to have such an eminent man give a few hours
to a child like you. Remember that. (He gives her a little kiss) Master
Peter, I place my niece in your hands. Confidently. Without reserve.
You are a great man of letters. My house is honoured. Yes, indeed.

Fulbert gives a little half-bow, clears his throat, and shuffles out on his
walking-stick

Abelard (at length, coldly) Sit down.
Heloise sits obediently

(Eventually) Did the nuns beat you?
Heloise No. (After a pause) 1 think they preferred to beat themselves.
Abelard (afrer a pause) They say it sharpens the soul.
Heloise (thoughtfully) 1 don’t think it would sharpen mine. In fact, I'm
sure it wouldn’t. (She pauses) But then I’ve never tried it.
Abeiard No doubt that will come later.

She smiles up at him. He makes no attempt to lighten his expression

You like Homer, [ believe?

Heloise I've read the Jliad and the Odyssey.

Abelard What did you make of them?

Heloise (warmly) Oh, Homer. Homer was inspired, wasn’t he?

Abelard I doubt if the point has been disputed. (After a pause) Is that all
you have to say about Homer?

Heloise Weren’t his poems the dawn of reason?

Abelard Not the dawn. But a beacon fire. The cry of the watchman; the
dawn is coming. It was four hundred years later, when Buddha appeared
in India, Confucius in China, Plato and Aristotle in Greece, that man
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