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PREFACE

If we would understand why the Middle Ages "

which were

in the full sense of the term the Ages of Faith
" saw the rise

and rapid spread of many strange and dangerous heresies, we

must look back to the times which immediately followed
upon

the inrushing of the barbarian peoples of the North. The

countless bands of missionaries sent forth by Rome at intervals

to bear the good tidings of salvation to these half-savage

hordes \ to soften their hard hearts, and to teach them to

harden their hands by a labour which was sanctified by

prayer "

the missionaries soon saw the proud heads of these

untamed children of the mountain and forest bow meekly at

the baptismal font to receive the waters of regeneration.

However, if the young nations of Europe put on the yoke of

Christ right gladly, they rebelled at intervals against its

constant chafing upon the shoulders which had known no

other burden than battleaxe and spear. Again and again the

loud call to the cruel sports of their former life,to war and

barbarous massacre, rang in the ears of these new converts

who had but now been listening to the words of peace, to

the hard sayings of Christian asceticism. Against their own

consciences and the words of Christ's heralds they fared forth

to battle
"

and how could men whose passion for slaying was

aroused curb the other passions of their hearts?

Of old the Inspired Word was written :
" Charity covereth

a multitude of sins." The penitent warrior who came tremb-ling

to the Church, to be shriven from his sins, was bidden to

put aside for God's poor some of the spoil he had taken. It
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was the Churcrualone which, in days raw, rude, and rough, was

able to carry on any kind of charitable work and activity;

it was she who alone was able to administer the alms of

generosityor penance to the poor. And whilst the feudal

lord set aside lands and their rents for the needy and suffering,

he did not forget,in his gratitude,to endow the Church who

had made it possiblefor him thus to ease his conscience.

But the heart of man is soon corrupted by wealth. Those

who were the almoners of Europe, the priestsof God, gradu-ally

fell from their high estate of gospel poverty and Christian

unselfishness,by the riches which their predecessors" better

men than they" had voluntarilyengaged themselves to dis-pense

to the poor. Many of the clergywho possessed great

riches and ample incomes began to tread devious paths.

The poorer clergy(especiallythe rural priests)were compelled

by the very nature of the giftshanded over to the Church for

the poor, to till the land, engage in secular business, and

drive bargains with their neighbours for their surplusgrain.

We can easilyunderstand now why there was a veritable

steeplechasefor rich benefices and canonries; and why on

the other hand the studies of the priestwere neglected,why

the people were left without instruction ; why, in a word, the

spiritualside of the priesthood was graduallyby the very

nature of the case obscured, and sometimes almost lost sight

of. Furthermore, the State was anxious to see in high

placesmen who were favourablydisposed towards the crown,

and this layat the bottom of the State's pretensionsto appoint

priestsand bishops to their charges. Lay investiture,which

Hildebrand had looked upon as the cryingabuse of his time,

had been a scandal to Christendom, and a significantobject-

esson to princes.

If then heresies arose in an age that longed to be Catholic,

the fact can be ascribed to causes that began to operate far

back in the past. A married clergy,a clergyoccupied with

secular affairs,a clergywhose appointment depended on the
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favour of the king, could not be expected to be sensitive

about heresy. Though in the thirteenth century many of the

grosser abuses had been stamped out, thanks to the reform

which spread,radium-like,from Cluny, and to the high ideals

which Rome ever set before her ministers,stillit is true that

the conscience of Europe had been scandalised in its youth.

And when heresydid arise the Christian European States did

not possess that innate antipathy to error which depends

largelyon purityof life and thought. The clergytoo, as a

body, was no longermoved by that apostolicspiritwhich can

thrive only in a heart which has had no other love in life than

zeal for the beauty of the Lord's house, and the desire for

a personal conscious union with the Master. It must not

surpriseus, therefore,to find Albigensianismfavoured on one

hand by the " most Christian State " of Europe, and on the

other hand, allowed to live by a clergywhose main interests

layin temporal matters.

Naturally enough, the people who could not reason for

themselves on abstract questions drew the conclusions for

their practicalevery-day life from the attitude of the clergy

and princestowards heresy. Since their rulers did not set the

example of relentless opposition to the new teachings,the

simplefolk began to dallywith the dangerous doctrines which

to them seemed harmless enough, since they were dressed out

in preciselythose colours which appealed mightilyto the eye

of mediaeval serf and " man." Then, too, the wary Catharist

leaders held out earthlyadvantages which were hard to resist

Thus it came about that the hideous teachingsof Catharism,

which struck at the root of Christianity,were quicklyaccepted

by the simplefolk of Southern France. The eternal question

of the Origin of Evil,which has puzzled the unlearned from

the beginning,was explainedby the Dualism of the Catharist.

Crude as the explanationwas, the masses were not then

intellectuallyfitted for a nicer solution. Wisely did the

innovators caricature " even while denying" the sacramental
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system of the Church ; for the Catharists had a curious and

lengthy ritual. For to the mediaeval man all outward

symbolism and pageantry appealed most strongly. He was

taughtchiefly,if not entirely,by his eye; the only " conduit-

pipe of education" then opened to him. The Catharists

stormed stillanother citadel of the Faith when they made a

great show of austerityand mortification,for a man in those days

was sincere enough with himself to wish to do violent penance

in atonement for a violent life of sin and wrongdoing. The

esoteric rites and practicesof Catharism fired the imagination
of the people,who held that all august secrets must be fenced

in by a picketof mysterious and significantobservances. And

for the wild passionsthat blazed like a furnace in the heart of

the stalwart warrior, Albigensianism had fuel in a morality

which was as vague and flexible as might be wished for by any

barbarian hedonist.

The Catharist movement was supremely dangerous. It

was utterly anti-Christian in its teaching. Guiraud has

shown that its main tenets filteredinto the Occident from the

old pagan Orient by means of Manichseism. It adopted

some Christian practicesthe better to obtain a footingamong
the Christian peoples of Europe. It struck at the very

foundations of societyin so far as it advocated the rejection

of marriage,and insisted on the duty of race suicide. The

"endura " opened a way of escape to such as might long have

been useful members of society.

If the mediaeval world was saved from this mighty

cataclysm it was in great part due to St. Dominic, who with

wisdom and foresight,and true knowledgeof the needs of the

hour, threw up the impregnabledykes of Catholic teaching
and moralityagainstthe murky waters that rushed onward

and downward. Others before him had essayed to stem the

tide. But their defence was unavailingbecause they had

failed to measure the strength of the force opposed to them.

Dominic Guzman, with the best and purest Gothic blood in
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his veins, came to the desolate plainsof Languedoc, and

before taking up his sword in defence of the Bride of Christ

studied well the strengthof his foes ; their weapons, method

of warfare,and plansof campaign. Long he wrought at the

forgeof prayer ; and when he did go forth to face the enemy,

his blade was keen and his arm rightstrong. Not for him

were tilt and tourney ; he was ready to laydown his life in

mortal combat for the Church in France.

It is because St. Dominic was pre-eminentlya warrior,

because he was rigidand uncompromising as regards the

thingsof God, that he is looked upon as a forbidding,frown-ing

figureby the historian. Just as the Church is heir to the

hoarded hatred of the wicked and unbelieving,so Dominic "

because he identified himself and his Order with the Church

in becoming the sworn champion of her teaching" will never

be a popularhero of history.But to those who love the truth

" and Dominic is dailyhailed by his children as
" Prcedicator

Veritatis" whilst his Order is known as the " Ordo Veritatis "

even to its enemies,1 and in the privaterevelations of the

saintlyBenedictine nun which antedated its foundation " to

those who love the truth, I say, his memory is a precious

thing,and his name a boast. Like some mighty snow-capped

giantof the Alps risingmagnificentto the clear sky,above

the lesser peaks,above the mists of the valleythe figureof

St. Dominic towers above his fellows,above the disguising,

concealinghaze of history,as the summit of Mont Blanc

soars above the clouds,aloof and pure.

It was a glimpse of the greatness of Dominic, it was the

charm which hangs like a halo round the Holy Man of

Calaruegathat drew the author of the present work to all

those spots which he had sanctified by his presence whilst

battlingat close gripswith the Catharist heresy. We learn

here how St. Dominic sanctified his soul by prayer and

mortification,so that,having preached to others,he did not

xie.g.Louis the Bavarian.

b
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himself become a castaway ; we learn how his quick, alert

eye saw the evils that clamoured for a remedy, and how by

Heaven's own inspirationhe founded an Order that by

preaching should oppose the active propaganda of the

Catharists, whilst at the same time it should ensure to the

Church a race of messengers of the Great King's secret ; an

Order devoted to teaching the science of God, by which it

should expatriatethe Albigensianmasters from their schools,

and give to the Church a steady processionof theologians

who would be able to give a reason for the Faith that was in

them; an Order which, later on, by strict command of the

Pope, should send forth a line of Inquisitors,jealousfor the

integrityof that Faith. We learn too how he took com-passion

on the poor women whom the Albigensians had

ensnared, and how he made them the beloved daughtersof

Christ ; we learn finallyhow he won for himself the rightto

the title of the " Cid of Catholicism^ the " Second Martd"

in that he supported Simon de Montfort, by his advice, en-couragement,

and prayers, in the Crusade which the Vicar of

Christ on the Vatican Hill
" the " Watchman on the Tower

of Israel "
" proclaimed against the Albigensians and the

renegade Catholic princes they had won to their side. It

is,in sooth, a beautiful story we find here; beautifullytold,

beautifullyillustrated ; warm with the enthusiasm which comes

from the admiration of a great and good man's life and

deeds ; clear and convincingby reason of the lightwhich it

throws on the circumstances that went to the making of a

saint.

" Les pelerinagesne sont pas dans nos mosurs" remarked

M. Thiers one day in the French Parliament to the members

of the left wing who were agitatedover the manifestations of

Lourdes. It is earnestlyto be hoped that the present work

will disprove the French atheist's saying; that it will bring

into vogue the salutarycustom of going on pilgrimageto the

placeswhere, after seven centuries,St. Dominic stilllives in
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INTRODUCTORY NOTE

If it is ever permissible to attempt to disarm criticism before-hand,

I should like to try to do so here, as regards one or two

points connected with this book. For the title I will not

apologise, though many friends, both French and English,

have already pointed out that " St. Dominic's Country "

was,

in the literal sense of the words, not France but Spain. But

if anyone who reads this fragmentary account of the Saint's

fourteen years' mission in Languedoc does not agree with me

as to the identity of St. Dominic's country, I shall have written

in vain.

The book is not a life of St. Dominic
"

not even a con-nected

history of the Saint between 1205-12 19, the period

which he passed almost entirely in France. Still less, though

several chapters deal with this much discussed war, does it

claim to be a history of the Albigensian Crusade. That

history has yet to be written. It is simply an attempt to

describe St. Dominic's country as it is to-day, for the benefit

of those of his children who have not, and may never have, the

opportunity of visiting it ; and to stir in the hearts of others for

whom such a pilgrimage is possible, a great desire to make it !

With such descriptions history naturally links itself,and each

town, each villageis fragrant with memories of St. Dominic,

many " though by no means all
"

of which are noted in their

place.

The limitations and shortcomings of such a book are self-

evident. Owing to the fact that three ancient monasteries,

Boulbonne, Hauterive, and Saverdun, which St. Dominic

certainly visited, are not here described, the record of the

xxi
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placesfamiliar to him is imperfect. I am also perfectlyaware

that critics will take exceptionto the fact that many proper

names are given in French, while others are in English.

Especiallyhas this been the case as regardschurches and

sacred buildings. But it is extraordinarilydifficult to write

about French people and places,and give them English

names, which in many cases are quite unlike their own.

Those of celebrated persons which are almost household words

have as a rule been Anglicised" e.g. Peter of Castelnau " for

there is no fear of their being mistaken ; but in the case of less

importantpeople, the names have been allowed to stand in

French. Nor has there been a hard and fast rule about the

employment of French terms, for this book does not profess
to be critical. Again, many towns through which it is a

geographicalnecessitythat St. Dominic must have passed"

e.g. Aries, Nimes, and Avignon " have been omitted,simply
because there is absolutelyno record of his presence there.

We can be certain that he visited St. Trophimus at Aries,

Notre Dame des Doms at Avignon, but we are told not one

word about it. Therefore these,and many other places,which

it would have been a delightto describe,are left out because

they are in no way connected with the mission which it is the

design of this book to relate,though neither connectedlynor

completely.
It will also almost certainlybe objected that there is too

much of the pilgrimand too littleof St. Dominic " especially
in some of the chapters. But " as in the case of Albi,of which

we have only proof-presumptivethat Dominic ever visited at

all
" the details given of his work are often so slightas to be

almost negligible.His mission must be judged by its great

result,and that result was the foundation of his First and

Second Orders. Beside that,details are comparativelyunim-portant.

" In St. Dominic's Country " is the outcome of a suggestion
made two years ago by a Dominican friend,to whose inspira-tion,

encouragement, learning,and self-denyinghelp,not only

the idea,but the actual compilationof the book is due. It is
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to him I dedicate,with deep gratitude,what is reallyalmost

as much his work as my own ; as I thank him for suggesting

a pilgrimageso attractive " one alreadyfamiliar to himself.

I am also sincerelygratefulto a largenumber of savants,

who have contributed not only valuable information but in-valuable

criticism. In a list of names far too long for quota-tion,

which includes many French Dominican fathers,and

the clergyof nearlyall the parishesI visited
" whom I would

speciallythank for their unfailingcourtesy and kindness " a

few must speciallybe mentioned : The Very Rev. Fr. Pierre

Mandonnet, O.P., a historian of European fame, who has

generouslyundertaken most of the responsibilityof the French

translation of this book, to which he is writinga Preface ;

The Very Rev. Fr. H. A. Montagne, O.P., Editor of the

Revue Thomiste,and the Rev. F. M. Cazes, O.P., its secretary.

Many Dominicans of this University,both Professors and

students, have contributed expert information on various

subjects. It was to gain such information that the book was

written at Fribourg. I would also speciallythank the Very
Rev. Jean Lestrade, Curd of Gragnague, Hte. Garonne, an

eminent archaeologist,and Mile. Louise Guiraud of Montpellier,

a well-known historical critic.

As regards the picturesI must also say a word. Some

placesare not illustratedat all,while of others several different

views are given. The former are those in which, so far as we

know, nothingis left on which St. Dominic's eyes could have

rested;the latter are still full of traces of his presence, e.g.

Fanjeaux and Montreal. To the Rev. Fr. Rosaire Eckert,O.P.,

of Toulouse, whose seventeen beautiful photographs have

been speciallytaken for us, this book owes much of its value.

The thanks of all Dominicans are due to him. I am also

anxious personallyto express my gratitudeto M. Michel Jordy
of Carcassonne, not only for his generous giftof the four

photographs of the High City,but for his kindness in assist-ing

me to procure many of the other pictures.To Mme.

Malfilatre we are indebted for the charming views of St.

Lizier.
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The most interesting picture to many
will be that taken for

this book by the Very Rev. Dr. Franz Steffens, Professor of

Palaeography in the University of Fribourg (Switzerland), who

has reproduced a page
from a fourteenth-century MS. in the

Museum at Bale, of which he has kindly made
a transcription.

(See Appendix B.) To him I would specially offer
my

affectionate thanks
"

for much more than the picture. This

list, too, might be lengthened indefinitely, but those whose

names for want of
space cannot be mentioned

are by no

means forgotten.

If this Picture-Book of St. Dominic stir
up

in the heart of

any one of his children a desire to visit this beautiful country,

by far the most mediaeval part of the France of to-day, it

will have achieved
one purpose

for which it has been written.

For no one who makes
a pilgrimage to St. Dominic's Country

but will learn not only to know our
Saint better, to under-stand

and appreciate more intensely his glorious work, but to

love him with all his heart.

C. M. ANTONY.

Fribourg, Switzerland,

July 15, 1912.



IN ST. DOMINIC'S COUNTRY

THE ANCIENT ROAD TO CASTELNAU

The way into St. Dominic's Country is along the Ancient

Road to Castelnau, which leads through Montpellier to the

great Roman highway between Italy and Spain, by which the

mediaeval traveller passed through one of the fairest regions

of the France of long ago; the fruitful, sunny provinces of

Provence, Languedoc, and Guienne.

It is at Castelnau we meet St. Dominic at the outset of his

mission in the spring of 1 205 ; it is here we begin our pil-grimage

through the country in which he spent the fourteen

most important years of his life ; where he founded his First

and Second Orders ; and of which he may most truly be said

to be the Apostle.

Castelnau is a little village on the heights behind the fine

old city of Montpellier, which in St. Dominic's day prided

itself on its title of Catholic in the midst of the universal

corruption of the Midi1 by the Albigensian heresy. On the

history of Montpellier itself we need not dwell, interestingas

it is, for the town has no special connection with St. Dominic,

beyond the fact that he must have passed through it several

times, and that he was certainly present here when in January

12 15 Simon de Montfort was proclaimed Lord Paramount of

1 The word " Midi" is used throughout this book to designate the ancient

provinces of Provence, Languedoc, and Guienne, as it is at present used in

France to designate the corresponding departments of Aude, Ariege, "c.

The English word "south " is scarcely an equivalent.

A
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all the territories conquered during the Crusade, in the House

of the Knights Templars of St. John of Jerusalem,by the

Papal Legate,Pietro di Benevento. There is neither record

nor tradition that St. Dominic ever preached here; and

though the Council at which he makes his first public appear-ance

is usuallyknown as that of Montpellier,it was reallyheld

at Castelnau,to which we are now on pilgrimage.

Just as the last houses of the town begin to give place to

gardens and trellised vineyardson the slopeof the hill,a road

branches off to the rightfrom the highway ; a road so shaded

by thick trees as to be in summer a mere leafytunnel ; shut

in for a great part of its lengthby old walls,over the top of

which long luxuriant green branches have strayedfrom the

vineyardbehind. It is a road so inviting,so cool,so peaceful

that it would be impossibleto resist the temptationto explore

it,even if we did not see, high up on the crumblingbrown

sandstone wall^*he inscription,half-effaced by time :

" Uancienne Route de Castelnau"

Truth compels me to say that to-day a tram runs occa-sionally

" not too often " down the Ancient Road ; but

even that does not spoil it. Over the wall on the right,
which soon becomes a mere low barricade, lies a trulymagni-ficent

view. Below the sloping fields and gardens curves

the broad expanse of Montpellier,grey-brownroofs,and towers

set in trees clusteringround its fourteenth-centuryCathedral ;

and beyond, as far as the eye can reach on all sides,stretch-ing

to the Mediterranean littoral,sleepsa broad, richlyculti-vated

plain,where the golden green of the vineyardsand the

silver of the olive groves fade into a soft blue haze like that

of the distant sea. Across it lies the white ribbon of the

Roman Road from Montpellierto Nimes and Avignon.
After about a mile the Ancient Road turns abruptlyto the

left,and through surroundingswhich to-day at least are less

picturesque,leads us straightinto the littleold-world village
of Castelnau. Here, in St. Dominic's day, stood a strong
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the castle,and which was certainlyfamiliar from his boy-hood
to the great Cistercian martyr of the Albigenses.

A descent of two or three steps leads from the south door

into the nave, the western end of which has a curiouslylow

roof vaulted and groined. The rest of the nave, the north

aisle,and tiny choir are much higher. To rightand left

of the arch leadingto the sanctuary stand two largemodern

statues : on one side St. Dominic, bearing a lilyand a

book; oppositehim a Cistercian monk, a lance in one hand,

a cross in the other " the martyred Legate,Blessed Peter of

Castelnau. The church is well cared for and beautifully
clean. On the walls hang many pictures,some extremely

curious, a few very good. One remarkable oil-paintingof

the Crucifixion is in the style of Vandyke. St. John the

Baptiststands at the foot of the Cross, holding a spear from

which flutters a scroll bearingthe legend :
" Ecce Agnus Dei"

This picture,if not an original,is certainlysuch an excellent

copy of a masterpieceas one rarelyfinds in a wayside church

in France. One charming relic of the time of St. Dominic

still remains " the ancient holy-water stoup close to the

door, probably of the eleventh century " a deep stone bowl

poised like a water-lilybud upon a long and slender stem.

This he has surelyseen and touched.

It was in the late spring of 1205 that an important Con-ference

" we should perhaps rather call it a Council " was

held at Castelnau by the Papal Legates,who for two years

had been attempting the apparently hopeless task of the

conversion of the Albigenses of Provence and Languedoc,
with so little success that they had been seriouslydebating
the advisabilityof resigningtheir mission,and begging the

Pope to relieve them of a burden too heavy for them to

bear. Matters must have been at a very serious pass so

completely to discourage the activelyheroic spiritof at

least two of their number.

It was to the Cistercian Order that Innocent III. had

entrusted the task of the evangelisationof the Midi, and

the uprooting of that mediaeval form of Manichaeism known
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in France as the AlbigensianHeresy ;
1 and the three Legates

assembled at Castelnau were all Cistercian monks. Their

chief,Arnauld Almeric, Abbot of Citeaux, was a man of

stern and unbending character, whose hatred of the crooked

doctrines of the Catharists and Waldensians was onlysurpassed

by his single-hearteddevotion to God, the Church, and his

Order. He has been paintedby his enemies in the darkest

colours. It is of him that one of the most famous lies of

historyhas so often been told " that he cried at the Sack of

Beziers (1209): " Kill,kill,the Lord will know His own ! "
"

a slander fortunatelycompletelyrefuted by critical historians,2

and in any case unintelligibleto an impartialstudent of

his character as portrayed in contemporary history. He

was a man of one idea "
the triumph of the Church over

her enemies, and he was preparedto go even to extremes to

ensure that triumph. Prudent, though perhaps narrow in

his outlook, the Abbot of Citeaux,if not a great diplomatist,

was certainlya good organiser. Honourable, fearless" his

enemies called him despotic" he inspiredrespect rather than

affection,fear rather than love. He had not the magnetic

power, which was the natural giftof St. Dominic and Simon

de Montfort, of attractingmen and inspiringthem to heroism "

a giftessential to all reallygreat leaders. But in spiteof

his stern rigidityhe was not wanting in tenderness. Though
the duplicityof Raymond VI., Count of Toulouse, the

principalopponent of his mission,had already filled him

with disgust,even to Raymond his justicewas tempered with

mercy, whilst his attitude to Peter of Aragon, hesitatingin

1 2 13 on the brink of apostasy, was that of a true father. We

shall meet the Abbot of Citeaux often in the course of our

pilgrimage; at the outset it is well to understand something
of his character,and of the motives which animated a great

man who has been cruelly maligned. Appointed by the

Pope in 1204 to be Chief Legate in the Midi, he found there

two colleagueswho had been already engaged for more

1 See Appendix A.
2 SeeGuiraud : Histoire Partiale,Histoire Vraie, article " Sacde Beziers."
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than a year in the arduous task of fightingthe heresy" Fr.

Peter of Castelnau and Fr. Raoul, both religiousof the

Cistercian Abbey of Fontfroide,near Narbonne.

Of Fr. Raoul personallywe know little,but from what

we do know we picturehim as one who infinitelypreferred
the solitude of his cell, the peace of his cloister,to the

tumult of the world; gentle, a lover of study, supremely

conscientious,acceptinghumbly the mission laid upon him

by the Holy Father, and devoting himself body and soul in

all obedience to the discouragingtask, from which death

released him in 1207.

Peter of Castelnau was a man of very different stamp,

absolutely fearless, deeply, even passionatelyenthusiastic,

counting the risk of his own life a small thing if thereby
he might gain a singlesoul. Eloquent and highly gifted,
his zeal, his energy, were boundless ; his burning desire to

gain men from heresydailygained in intensity.His whole

soul was in his mission, and neither threats nor attempted
violence discouraged him. For an entire year (1205-6) he

worked single-handedin Provence, which he speciallyloved,
and where he gained the crown of martyrdom on the banks

of the Rhone, in January 1208.

If St. Dominic is the Apostle of Languedoc, Peter of

Castelnau merits equallythe titleof Apostle of Provence.

The other members of the Council, whose names are

unknown, were doubtless prelates from the ecclesiastical

province of Aries, with a certain number of Cistercian Abbots.

The Bishopric of Toulouse was vacant " its last occupant

having been deposed for simony " the Bishop of Agde was

under sentence of suspension,the Bishop of Beziers had also

been deposed,and the Archbishop of Narbonne, an old man

who very stronglydisapproved of the line already taken by
the Legates,beingdesirous of "

peace at any price,"and who

had already appealedagainstthem, is not likelyto have been

present. So terrible,so universal was the spread of Catharism

in the Midi, that even the prelatesof the Church were

tainted with the fatal heresy.
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To these ecclesiastics sittingin council in the old castle,

sorrowful and desponding, were announced two visitors,one

of whom was well known to them by name, and whom they

welcomed warmly, for they all knew that if any man could

counsel them in their present difficulty,that man was the

Spanish Bishop of Osma in Castile,Don Diego d'Azevedo.

The prelatewas accompanied by his friend and chaplain,a

young priestin the white habit and surpliceof an Augustinian

Canon; slender,fair-haired,of medium height,with a face whose

beauty those who saw it never forgot. His eyes were large,

clear,yet piercing; from his broad brow seemed to radiate a

supernaturallight; his whole bearing was angelic. He was

presented to the assembly by the Bishop of Osma as Brother

Dominic de Guzman, Sub-Prior of Osma. The impressionhe

made was evidentlygreat, for he was immediately admitted

by the Legates to their Council, and listened,beside Don

Diego, to the sad story they hastened to relate.

Don Diego of Osma is far too little remembered by
Dominicans to-day. It was he who, if he did not actually
form the character of St. Dominic, at least influenced him

more than any other human being,and directed him in his

true vocation. He was the Elias whose mantle was soon

to fall upon the new Eliseus. Canon of St. Augustine and

Prior of Osma, he had been appointed Bishop of that See in

1 200, at the death of Martin de Bazan, the holy prelatewho

had introduced the Rule of St. Augustine to the Cathedral

Chapter of Osma, and who in n 98 had summoned thither

from Palencia Brother Dominic de Guzman, the report of

whose virtues had reached him through Don Diego. Two

years later,when Don Diego himself succeeded Martin de

Bazan, Dominic was appointed by him to the sub-Priorate,
and became his Bishop'sclosest friend,the recipientof his

confidences, the sharer of his enthusiasm. For Don Diego
was consumed with zeal for the evangelisationof the heathen,
and such enthusiasm as his is infectious. It was then that

St. Dominic appeared "like a luminous star in the midst

of his brethren
. . .

like a cityset on a hill
...

the first
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in holiness,the last in the humility of his heart, diffusing
around him a perfume . . .

like that of incense on a summer

day." So writes his son, Blessed Jordan of Saxony, in

words as true as they are beautiful. Dominic's whole soul,

we are told,was bent on perfection.Like another glorious

contemporary Saint, Antony of Padua, once also a Canon

of St. Augustine, between whose short career and that of

St. Dominic so many parallelscould be drawn, the founda-tions

of his apostolatewere laid in the cloister,by days and

nights of ceaseless prayer. And Don Diego loved him

as a son.

In 1203 King Alfonso IX. of Leon and Castile appointed
the Bishop of Osma on a mission both difficult and delicate.

He was sent to Denmark1 to negotiatea marriage between

Alfonso's son, Prince Ferdinand, and a certain Danish

princess. He chose Dominic as his companion, and together

they set out in the early summer by way of Toulouse and

Paris, doubtless visitingRocamadour on the way, for the

court of the King of Denmark. The embassy was successful :

the hand of the princesswas promised; and joyfullyDon

Diego and his friend returned to King Alfonso, only to be

sent again to Denmark at the head of a splendidcortege
intended to escort the bride-elect back to Spain. When

they arrived at their destination a second time, the princess

was dead.

Then the Bishop of Osma, despatching swift messengers

to bear the tidingsto the Court of Castile,sending back to

Spain a largepart of his numerous suite,proposed to Dominic

that they two should go on pilgrimageto the Eternal City.
He had now a chance of layinghis great desire before the

Holy Father, without whose permissionhe could not dream of

carryingit out. We can imagine the joy with which Dominic

1 Bernard Gui gives the name as
" Marchia Dacia," of which Denmark is a

literal translation. We are told the journey was long and painful. Philip

Augustus of France had married Ingeburga of Denmark, and in 1254

Alfonso X. of Castile asked a Norwegian princess in marriage. At the same

time, some writers have supposed the " Marchia" to be the Countship of La

Marche, in France, whose ruler was Hugh de Lusignan ; others again imagine
it was one of the Marches of Italy.
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agreed; and settingout immediately the pilgrimsreached

Rome at the beginningof the year 1205.

Here Don Diego besought Pope Innocent III. to relieve

him of the burden of the episcopate,which he felt himself

unable longerto bear, and to send him as a missionaryto the

Cuman Tartars,that terrible race which,swarming from Central

Asia into Russia and Central Europe, was even then devastat-ing

and layingwaste all before it Both requests were re-fused.

Innocent III. understood the holy Bishop'smotives,

appreciatedhis humility,sympathisedwith his enthusiasm,

but would not suffer him to go, even without resigninghis

bishopric,to the wandering tribes beyond the Carpathians.
His mission was to be to heretics,not to heathen ; though
this neither Pope nor Bishop yet understood. And that this

refusal of the Holy Father was inspiredfrom on High we

cannot doubt; for not only was Don Diego to revive the

courage of the disheartened Legates, and to reorganisethe

mission on entirelynew lines,but had he gone to the Tartars

Dominic would certainlyhave accompanied him, and there,

assuredly,they would have laid down their lives. The exist-ence

of the Order of Preachers was involved in the decision

of the Pope.
Full of regret, but acquiescingin the will of God, Don

Diego and St. Dominic set out once more on their journey

to Spain. They had reached Montpellier when the news

reached them of the Council at Castelnau,and Don Diego
lost no time in joiningthe Legates. The two friends climbed

the slopesof the hill behind the town, and turningdown the

Ancient Road to Castelnau, soon reached the castle, and

were received with joy by the assembled prelates.

It was one of those pivotalmoments when the slightest
breath of outside influence will turn the scale of an undecided

question. The Legates,on the point of writingto the Pope
for permissionto resign,were yet loath to abandon the work

to which they had been called; Don Diego, fresh from his

great renunciation,saw the whole matter from another side.

His spirit,quicklysympathetic,took in the positionclearly,



10 IN ST. DOMINIC'S COUNTRY

felt with and for the Legates, understood their difficulty"

and immediatelysaw the remedy. Perhaps,too, at that instant

he understood why God had not accepted his sacrifice.

Here, unsought, was a fresh call to entire renunciation of

which he had not dreamt. Between his soul and Dominic's

there was such complete harmony that one could always rely

on the other for intuitive sympathy. The young Canon,1 who

would have followed him to certain death among the Tartars,

who encouraged the Bishop in his fieryenthusiasm for martyr-dom,

had with him accepted the refusal,and would follow

him in any course of action he might suggest.
It was then the custom for Papal Legates,even were they

monks, to travel in state like Princes of the Church. Not

only was the Bishop of Osma well aware of this fact,but he

must have seen in the courtyard of the castle the carriages
and baggage-waggons,the servants and armed guard considered

necessary for the safety,as well as the officialdignity,of the

envoys of the Holy Father. Therefore, being exceedingly

simple and straightforward,when he was asked for his advice

" having first requested full details as to the beliefs and

customs of the Albigensians" he spoke his mind at once,

at the risk of offendingthe friends whom he was anxious to

help.
11 1 do not think,my brothers/'he said,with the winning

gentleness which so eminently characterised him, " that you

have set about the business in the rightway. It seems to

me impossibleto bring back to the truth, simply by words,

men who preferto words example and acts. Consider these

heretics ! It is by a deceptiveshow of poverty and apparent

austeritythat they persuade the simple. If they see in you

an altogetherdifferent kind of life,it is probablethat you gain

few and lose many, for they will refuse to listen to you.

Drive out one nail by another ; triumph over false sanctityby

the true religion.For it is only by humilitythat the pride

of these false apostlescan be confounded. St. Paul himself

was constrained,' speakinglike a fool,'to disclose his virtues,

1 St. Dominic was now 35. He was born in 1170.
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missionaries from the cloister ; Don Diego, with St. Dominic

and the two remaining Legates,settingout also on foot,by

way of Montpellier,for a fresh campaign, which was to open

by a series of conferences in Southern Languedoc.
Such was the turning-pointof the spiritualCrusade, and

of the lifeof St. Dominic. Already his heart had been deeply
touched by the misery of the heretics he had encountered

on his previousjourneys through the country. Two years

previouslyhe had wrought his first conversion in Toulouse.

It was during his passage through the city,on the occasion of

his first embassy to Denmark in 1203, that he lodged in

the house of a man who evidently,though he said no word

openly, was a convinced heretic. Time pressed; the future

apostlehad only one nightto spend in Toulouse. He passed
it in the company of his host,arguing,pleading,settingforth

the Truth with such supernaturallightthat the heretic,first

confounded, then softened,lastlyutterlymelted, renounced

his errors, and, kneelingbefore the Saint,promised henceforth

to live as a Catholic Christian " a promise he faithfullykept.
From that moment the idea of founding "an Order of

Preachers for the Salvation of Sinners " had taken root in

Dominic's heart. There, yet dormant, the germ sown by his

first convert at Toulouse was at Castelnau to quicken into

life; the seed which was to grow and bear fruit an hundred-fold.

Little did he think,as he walked through the streets

of the " Catholic,"though too often rebellious,citythat within

twenty years his dream would be realised here in Montpellier,

his sons established in this very placein their own monastery.1

He who had thirsted for martyrdom among the Cuman

Tartars now joyfullywelcomed the prospect of that crown

among the Albigenses of the Midi " a crown he more than

1 The Dominican Church and Monastery founded in Montpellierwas con-secrated

1225 by the Bishop of Maguelonne. In 1562 it was destroyed by
the Huguenots, who ravaged the city. No vestige of it now remains. The

faubourg (suburb) in which it stood was called by St. Dominic's name. The

friars were re-established in the Church of St. Matthew, and remained there

until the Revolution. The Cathedral was begun in 1364. In St. Dominic's

day the Parish Church was that of St. Firmin (also destroyed by the

Huguenots). If he preached in Montpellier,it was probably here.
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once so nearly gained. His humility, his desire for suffering,

were so genuine that in spite of his secret ideal he would have

followed Don Diego among
the Cumans, counting his

own

will to be nothing, and the Will of God everything. But

from the decisive moment at Castelnau he realised that his

first desire
was to be granted, and understood that his life

henceforth
was to be passed, not in fighting paganism, but

heresy; not in the
peace

and
prayer

of his Spanish cloister,

but for a
time at least in beautiful Languedoc.

So, in the late spring of 1205
1

we find St. Dominic, as we

shall leave him, setting out in steadfast faith, in joyful hope,

in fervent charity, towards the unknown.

1 The chronology of Pere Balme in the Cartulaire has been adopted

throughout ; though some historians place the Conference of Castelnau in

1206, and alter other dates accordingly. The Cartulaire, that indispensable

handbook to all genuine students of the life of St. Dominic, is the foundation

of the present volume.



II

THE CONFERENCE AT SERVIAN

It was along the Roman road to Spain that the two Legates,

accompanied by the Bishop of Osma and St. Dominic, set

their faces when they left Montpellier. Through the lovely,

laughing valley, to-day called the " Garden of Herault," past

Pezenas, they skirted the broad lagoons which border the

coast of the Mediterranean between Cette and Agde, between

which and the sea the railway now runs on an embankment.

Here to-day in stormy weather the spray whitens the passing

trains, stinging the face of the traveller who leans out to gaze

across the heaving, grey waste, and to watch the white-crested

waves breaking in fury below, dragging the rattling shingle

captive in their retreat. Among the tamarisks and low bushes

which fringe the shore of the mainland are scattered pale

tents " a gipsy encampment. The sea-breeze drives far inland

the smoke of the great fire three old women have lighted ; a

score of ragged, black-eyed children, with scarlet and orange

kerchiefs knotted in their dark hair, race the train.

The colouring of the Midi is characteristic and charming ;

that of Herault particularlyreminding one of Turner's delicate

water-colour sketches. In spring, with its leagues of snowy

fruit trees, the dry branches of its myriad vineyards quickening

to new life and blossoming into clusters of pale green leaf-

buds, its little villages clustering round old church towers, the

whole region shut in between the Southern Cevennes and the

Mediterranean
" flat, but never monotonous, has a certain

distinctive beauty. Nor is the country less lovely on a grey

day in autumn when the vintage is over, and the only riches

of the vineyards are their wealth of golden leaves ; when the

14
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great dark-eyedwhite oxen have draggedthe last load of purple

grapes to the villagewine-press; when the crops of maize are

gatheredin from the sorrowful fields,across which long lines

of cypress or silverywillows move in processiontowards the

long,low, northern horizon, where the Montagne Noire,veiled

in sheeted rain, always bare, sombre, mysterious,rises here

and there into magnificence. Along a field-patha dozen

peasants in grey-blueblouses plod in singlefile,one holding

by the hand a tinychild in faded red. So flat is the littoral

we should not guess the sea was so near, if behind the russet

vineyards,the featherytamarisk bushes, it did not throw up

white,beseechingarms.

We are alreadyin St. Dominic's country ; and as he saw it

in the thirteenth century, so, littlechanged,we see it in the

twentieth. To-day, indeed, it has railways; it is no longer
called Languedoc, but Herault, Aude, Ariege; its government
has changed many times; the land now belongs to, and is

cultivated by, the people; its strongholdsare in ruins ; old

towns have increased, or disappeared,while a few new ones

have sprung up here and there ; but two thingsremain,and

given these and the mediaeval customs of which so many still

prevailamong the peasantry, it is easy to-day to see St.

Dominic's country as he saw it long ago. Its beauty,and the

character of its people,are stillunchanged. Their spiritof

independence (inwhich in the thirteenth century they differed

so greatlyfrom the men of Northern France); their fierce,

smoulderingpassions,too easilyexcited j their quickly-roused,

quickly-dyingenthusiasm " "feu de paille"" for a great re-ligious

or social cause; their apparent incapacityto bring
their lives into line with the spiritof their religion; and, last

and saddest,the generalindifference as to religionat all;" all

these thingswere the same then as now. The modern spirit
of independence at any price,of indifferentism,was rampant

among the people of Midi in the thirteenth century, as it is

throughout Europe to-day. More hopeless material out of

which to form a societyto combat the soul-destroyingAlbi-

gensian heresy can scarcelybe conceived. Proud, hasty,
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impatientof control,the people of the Midi, deceived by the

false asceticism of the heresiarchs,hotly resented enlighten-ment
and instruction. Anxious at the same time to save

their souls finallywith as little trouble as might be, they

greedilyacceptedthe poisonous Catharist doctrines ; lived as

" Croyants" not only without the Sacraments and in the

neglect of all religiousduties,but with a laxityimpossible

to their Catholic neighbours bound to confession and peni-tence.

Scarcelya nominal death-bed repentance would be

demanded of them " to receive,dying,the Consolamentum was

all that was requiredto ensure eternal salvation. Nothing
could be easier or more in accordance with the desires of the

natural man " and the Midi was very "natural" indeed in the

thirteenth century. Yet from this seemingly impossible
material were formed many of the firstmembers of the Order

of Preachers. For the Faith in Languedoc and Provence was

not dead, not even dying, but dormant. St. Dominic knew

and understood this as he knew and understood the people
of the Midi, their virtues as well as their faults. Without

this knowledge, humanly speaking,his mission would have

been a failure.

We find him, then, in the summer of 1205, on the road to

Beziers,a magnificentfortress-town,a couple of leaguesfrom

which the first Conference with the heretics was to be held in

the Castle of Servian.

Etienne de Servian, the seigneur of this stronghold,a

powerful vassal of the young Count of Beziers,Raymond

Roger Trencavel (nephew of Raymond VI., Count of

Toulouse),openly favoured the heretics by all the means in

his power. He not only protectedtwo of the most powerful

heresiarchs, but did his best to proselytise.Of these two

men, Baudoin and Thierry,we know that the former was,

accordingto Catharist usage, the socius or companion of the

latter,who was an apostate priestwith a very bad record "

"
a

son of perditionand food for eternal fire,"says Pierre de

Vaux-Cernay, who knew him. Formerly Dean of the

Cathedral Chapter of Nevers, he had in 11 99 been denounced
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preachers were descried, slowlyand painfullyclimbingthe hill

with bleedingfeet,and without any equipage of state ; when it

was known that these men were the Legates of the Holy See,

with a Bishop and a dignitaryof one of the most illustrious

churches of Spain,who came as poor as Christ Himself had

been on earth, to evangeliseServian, the strange sublimityof

such a sightdisarmed the people." Ignorant, easilymoved,

they welcomed the Catholic apostles,and not all the hostility
and ill-willof the Chatelain and his friends the heresiarchs

could prevent them from crowding to hear them preach. Nor

could Etienne de Servian refuse to allow the public argu-ments

or
" Conferences," on which such great value was set by

the Legates,to be held publiclyin the great hall of the Castle.

Here the truths of the Catholic Faith were set forth before all

the people by one of the missionaries,and the Catharist errors

and falsehoods refuted. The heretics in their turn replied,
and the conference dailyclosed with a series of questionsand

answers not unlike that introduced into Catholic missions

in recent years. The greater number of the people, as

was invariablythe case, had fallen into heresy through

ignorance; the fatal ignorancewhich, except in the case of

those utterlyindifferent,had led them to attribute genuine

sanctityto those false ascetics,the Albigensianchiefs,whose

lives outwardly formed so strong a contrast with those of too

many of the clergy,careless,faulty,and in many cases, openly
sinful. Like all heretics,they argued "from the individual to

the institution."

For a week the people of Servian crowded to the Con-ferences,

and before the eightdays were over the whole town

had declared for the Catholic Faith. It needed all the

influence of the seigneurhimself to keep them from chasing
Baudoin and Thierry from their midst. " Everywhere it

would have been the same, everywhere the Church would

have triumphed among the people" ignorant,doubtless,but

loyaland sincere " had not the knightsand bourgeoisprevented
them from returningto their allegiance.'7

During the last conference, Thierry said to the Bishop of
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Osma, who had conducted it : "I know what spiritspeaks in

you ; it is the spiritof Elias." * To which Don Diego replied:

"And the spiritwho speaks in you is that of anti-Christ."

Unhappily the people feared Etienne de Servian too much to

return in a body to the fold. They were, after all,entirely
in his power. But the entire population accompanied the

Legateswhen they left the town at least a league on the way

to Beziers,where the next Conference was to be held. The

example had been given,a great impression made, but from

the good seed sown no immediate harvest had been reaped.

It was not until 1210 that Etienne de Servian was publicly
reconciled at the Abbey of St. Thibery of Agde, in the

presence of Simon de Montfort, and, possibly,of St.

Dominic.

The modern pilgrimto Servian will probablygo by the light

railwayfrom Beziers,a journey which takes about forty-five

minutes. The littletrain winds its way round a succession of

low vine-clad hills,steadilythough graduallyascending,and

soon, across a wide undulatingplain,rises the tower-crowned

rock of Servian. Walking from the station up the narrow

streets which lead through the ancient walls into the town, I

found myself,after ten minutes' steep climb, on the steps of

the grand old church.

When one makes a pilgrimagein honour of any particular

Saint,it is extraordinaryhow that Saint sends one to the right

placesto see, and the rightpeople to givenecessary informa-tion

! In villages,as a rule, it is best to go straightto the

Cure of the parish,where often one's letters of introduction

will be found unnecessary. He invariablyknows the history
of his church and parish,is often an antiquarian,and is most

kind in impartinghis knowledge and in giving one letters or

introductions to savants^ local or otherwise,who in their turn

generouslycontribute information and details which it would

have been impossiblein any other way to gain. It is,more-over,

an interestingfact that scarcelya man, woman, or child

1 The doctrine of the transmigration of souls was one of the chief

Catharist tenets.
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among the peasantry of the Midi but knows something"

vaguelyit may be " more or less definite of the historyof his

beautiful country. One could scarcelysay the same of the

ordinary English villager! Again and again the traveller is

struck by this,in the most unlikelypeople. A peasant turning
the corner of a ploughed field behind a yoke of gentlemouse-

coloured oxen will stop politely,and learnedlydiscourse,in

answer to a question,upon the road by which Simon de

Montfort and his Crusaders passed to victoryin 1209. An

old white-coiffed woman will sometimes turn out to be a

veritable mine of local history,and I met the ideal old woman

at Servian.

I found her on the steps, a huge basket on her arm,

apparentlywaitingfor me, as I came out of the great dark

church and asked her the way to the castle ruins. She wore

the round flat lace coif of the district,with its black velvet

band over her thick snowy hair ; a white shawl crossed over

her neat black dress and big cotton apron. Her face was still

beautiful,her eyes were large,dark, and extremely intelligent.
When she told me that she had lived in Servian all her life"

her name, she said,was Marie Dupleix1
" and that she knew

all about the castle,and would show it to me willingly,I

knew St. Dominic had sent her. Down a short narrow street

opposite the church she led me, a street whose tall dark

houses stillretained here and there traces of the colouringof

ancient frescoes ; where a length of exquisitemoulding was

built in between a couple of great bare stones, with a tiny
mediaeval shrine in an angle of the wall ; grand old houses

now let out in tenements and singlerooms to the crowding

population. At the end was a wide space, the road curved

sharply downhill to the left,and before us stood an enormous

nondescriptpileof masonry.

"This is the castle,"said Marie Dupleix. A fringeof

cottages, contrived out of the materials of the ruins,com-pletely

surrounded it. Huge blocks of stone were visible

behind rabbit-coopsand wire chicken-runs;rough wooden

1 The name has been altered.
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porches and gateways half concealed the broken walls. The

castle had been pulleddown to within a few feet of the ground,

and out of the rooms stillremaining,and the waste material,

small houses had been made. Even these were ancient.

" Madame would like to see one? I know the people who

live here," said my guide, opening a little door in a rough

wooden barricade and escortingme up a steep and slippery

path. From the open doorway at the top a fair-faced pleasant

woman came to meet us, and Marie explainedwhat I wanted.

The woman begged us to come in. " Of the two rooms

here,"she explained," one is of the ancient chateau, and this

kitchen is built of its stones. In the old times the Seigneur
Simon de Montfort came to Servian,but probablyMadame is

aware of that." The kitchen was a white- washed, spotlessly
clean room with an ancient flaggedfloor,doubtless that of the

castle. A black pot hung from a hook above a brightwood

fire on the cheerful open hearth. An old dresser stood in a

recess, gay with brilliantlypaintedchina decorated with neat

bows of scarlet ribbon.

"This," said my hostess,openingan inner door, " is a room

of the old chateau,which remained among the ruins. It is

now my bedroom. The beams of the roof, Madame will

remark, are very ancient." Indeed they were, huge and

massive under their coating of whitewash, and the deep
latticed window opposite was set in a wall at least 5 feet

thick.

" The blessed St. Dominic was also at Servian,"remarked

Marie Dupleix. " Madame is making a pilgrimagein honour

of the Saint,and I am going to take her to our neighbours,
next door, who will be able to show her even more."

" In that case,"said the pleasant-facedwoman, " I will

accompany you with Madame's permission." We descended

the path after profuseapologieson my part for disturbingmy
hostess at her dinner-hour. That, she said, was nothing.

My time was limited,and the meal could wait ! They led me

down the hill,round the corner of the group of buildings,and

looking up I saw that on this side at least,an upper storey
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had been left. The great blocks of stone seemed to grow

out of the rock which rose high above us. The ground

floor,protected by a low parapet and shadowed by a vine

pergola,was about a dozen feet above the road ; and beneath

the pergola was piled a number of great wine casks. The

small pointed windows above were filled in roughly with

bricks or wood. " That was surelythe chapel ! " I exclaimed.

11 So it is said," repliedmy guide, " but who knows ? M.

le proprietaireŵho is good-hearted, will doubtless allow

Madame to ascend." We turned back to the entrance of what

was beyond a doubt the actual fabric of the castle. A third

woman appeared,to whom the two others eagerly explained

my errand, and who proceeded to call her husband. The

whole family" several big boys and girls" were at their noon-day

meal, but would listen to no apologies. The entire party

escorted me into a vast apartment " evidentlythe great hall of

the castle,in which the Conferences were held. It was very

dark, the windows had all been walled up, and the onlylight

penetratedthrough the open wooden door which led on to

the parapet already seen from below. This door was half

blocked with wine casks, which partlyfilled the great hall,

with its loftyroof crossed with mighty beams black with age.

Two or three of the party had brought candies,which threw

a flickeringlightupon the mysteriousdark recesses of the

shadowy roof. " We use it to store our wine and wood," said

the owner. "Not long ago came a great savant " an anti-quarian,

and he too said that this was once the great hall of

the chateau"

Then St. Dominic had stood in this very room ! " The

SeigneurSimon de Montfort took this town," continued the

man; "as for the blessed St. Dominic, I do not know."

" It was most likelyin this very hall,"I told him, " that St.

Dominic firstpreached to the heretics !"

Then they all crowded round as I told the storyof the opening
of his mission ; how the heresiarchs had lodgedhere, in this very

castle ; how they had been confuted by St. Dominic and his

friends,and how the people had openly acknowledged the
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true faith. There we stood on the earthen floor,among the

huge wine casks, a prosaiclittlegroup of twentieth-century

people beneath the timbered roof which 700 years before

had echoed the voices of the Apostle of Languedoc and

the Bishop of Osma, of Blessed Peter of Castelnau, of

Baudoin and Thierry. It was almost impossibleto realise it.

Marie Dupleix the indefatigablewhispered something to

M. leproprietaire." If Madame cares to take the trouble to

mount," he said doubtfully,"there is not much to see, and it

is very dark, but I will show her the room above this." We

turned back through the long dark passage which led to the

old hall, climbed a little wooden staircase,and passing

through a couple of small bedrooms, about which, I was told,

there was "nothing interesting,"we entered a second long

room, almost pitchdark,evidentlyused to store hay,of which

it was half-full. The candles carried by the children lighted

dimly the low walls, the delicate tracery of the bricked-up

windows, the massive beams which crossed the room some

10 feet from the floor,one of which might well have served

to support the Rood. The air was fragrantand heavy with

the smell of hay. Formerly, said the man, there was an

entrance from without,where the ground was higher,at the

side. Madame would perceive that the beams were very

ancient. They were those of the old chateau. This and the

hall below had never been destroyed. " Here too is some-thing

of interest,"he added, and picking my way over a

mound of hay I followed him, candle in hand, into a small

stone cell,opening near the end of the room out of the right-
hand wall. " I have sometimes thought,"he said, M that if

our hayloft were the chapel,this was the sacristy.In my

life-time an old stone statue of the Blessed Virginwas found

here. I do not know what became of it,but here is the niche

in which it evidentlystood." In the wall justoppositethe

doorway, was indeed a roughly-carvedniche about 3 feet

high,in such a positionas to leave littledoubt an altar had

once stood beneath it. Traces of carving were stillvisible

at the foot. Was it the Lady Chapel ? And if so, had not
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St. Dominic surelystood in this very spot? For although
the chapel had probably been desecrated by heretic hands we

can scarcelydoubt he found his way here. The candles litup

the bare walls,still bearingtraces of whitewash, a few broken

fragments of carved stone lying in a corner, the circle of

interested faces in the doorway. . . .

We turned back into the old chapel. The pilesof hay and

the wondering peasants disappearedfor a moment ; darkness

gave way before the dim lightfallingthrough the painted

windows, before the glimmer of the little lamp before the

Blessed Sacrament. High from the Rood above gazed down

shadowy Figures; the time-stained walls were bright with

frescoes; the heavy cobwebs were silken hangings; there

stood the altar rich in cloth of gold. These things were

before the time of St. Dominic, but they had been.
. . .

''Madame," said my ideal old woman, when we were once

more in the street, "you must not go without seeing some

of the old houses here. There is also a staircase of carved

stone, old as the castle itself,without a doubt. It all lies on

the way to the breach made in the wall by the Seigneur

Simon de Montfort, which you must certainlysee."

Alas ! the carved stone staircase,which she showed me

by the simple process of pushingaside the curtain which hung in

the open doorway and leading me inside,was, though lovely

enough, pure Renaissance. She was, however, so certain that

the Blessed St. Dominic must have come '.o see it as one of

the sightsof Servian,that I had not the heart to undeceive

her ! Besides, I doubt if she would have believed me.

Down at the foot of the hill,where a long street of tumble-down

houses was built againstthe old walls,she showed me

with great pride the breach made by Simon de Montfort in

1209, where on 21st July,on his way to Beziers,he presented
himself and his army before the little town, from which its

Ch"telain and the two heresiarchs had fled,and whose garrison

speedilysurrendered the castle.

" Madame," said Marie Dupleix, as I took a grateful
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Ill

VERFEIL AND THE MISSION IN THE LAURAGUAIS

After leaving Servian the Legates and their friends held

Conferences at Beziers and Carcassonne with little apparent

result. In June 1205, at the close of the mission in the latter

city, they divided, in order to reach as many towns and

villages of the Toulousain and Lauraguais districts as possible.

Peter of Castelnau returned to Provence, while the Bishop of

Osma and St. Dominic went directly to Verfeil.

This ancient castle, in the midst of its little feudal town,

was situated in the Montagne Noire, on the direct road

between Toulouse and Lavaur, and about half-way between

these cities. From the days when St. Bernard preached there

(1147), it had been celebrated as a nest of heresy. The

great Cistercian himself had laboured in vain there. The

castle was strongly fortified, and noted for the spirit and

high degree of military training of the large body of knights,

vassals of the Seigneur of Verfeil, more than a hundred of

whom " had here a suitable dwelling with sufficient out-buildings

to lodge their men-at-arms and stable their war-

horses." On this account St. Bernard thought it necessary

when he arrived in the Midi to go first to Verfeil, believing

that if he could succeed in making converts there he would

find it much easier to contest the heresy in other places, so

great was its reputation among the sectaries.

" As soon as he arrived in the town, the Saint invited all

the people to meet him in the church, and there preached

the truth to them with all the authority which his great

eloquence and well-known character could lend to his burning

words. But scarcely had he begun to preach when the

26
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nobles arose in a body, and violentlyand with much noise

left the sacred building. Full of holy zeal, St. Bernard

followed the crowd into the market-place,for the people had

followed the nobles and the church was left empty. Here

he again began to preach,and again the knightsand chief

sectaries withdrew, but this time the people seemed disposed

to listen. This, however, they were not permittedto do, for

from all the houses around arose so deafeninga din that not

a word which the preacheruttered could be heard."

St. Bernard, indignant,shook the dust of the place from

his feet,crying to his cowardly enemies: "You also are but

dust, and unto dust will you return." Then, making his

way out of the town, he stretched his hand towards it,

exclaiming: " Verfeil,may God wither thee!"1 and so

departed.
All the wrath of God, we are told,descended upon the

unhappy town " war, pestilenceand famine ; but these

things,instead of changing the hearts of the people,only
caused them to cling more obstinatelyto their errors.

Such as they were in the days of St. Bernard, such sixty

years later Don Diego and St. Dominic found the people
of Verfeil.

They probably followed the old Roman road from Car-cassonne

to Toulouse as far as Castelnaudary,thence branch-ing

off by Revel and St. Felix de Caraman in the Montagne
Noire. (St.Dominic's presence in the latter town has been

questioned,but there is little doubt that he passed through

it,if not in 1205, in 12 11, on his way to Lavaur.) The news

of their coming had been noised abroad in the country round

Verfeil,and the people were eagerlylooking forward to the

Conferences. " This time, however, far from decliningthe

struggle,Pons Jourdain,Arnauld Arrufat,and many of the

cleverest and most wilyheretics hastened to sustain it."

The principalsubjectunder discussion was that Catharist

doctrine which taught that Our Lord had no actual human

body, only its semblance (sinceall matter was essentially
1 " Deus dessiccette." (Verfeil,viridium folium " verte-feuille=gxzenleaf.)
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sinful),and that this had been "left in the air" at His

Ascension. The Bishop of Osma preached from St. John
hi. 13. "No man hath ascended into Heaven but He

that came down from Heaven, even the Son of Man Who

is in Heaven." But in spiteof his searchingquestions,of

the obvious logic of his demonstration of revealed truth,

the heretics persistedso obstinatelyin their fatal errors,

advancing arguments to support them only less ludicrous

than blasphemous that the two missionaries were finallycom-pelled

to give up their hopelesstask,Don Diego remarking
that it was at least clear that the people of Verfeil had

no common-sense ! Most probably the preachers,like St.

Bernard, were constrained to depart,shaking its dust from

their feet.

This Conference, then, from one standpoint,was an

absolute failure. St. Dominic and the good Bishop might
well have been discouraged. But in their historythere is

no trace of this. Their mission was but beginning; it was

necessary that it should be deeply marked with the sign of

the cross. Not of course that they were to blame for their

want of success, though in their humility they doubtless

admitted it at every fresh rebuff. The fault was in the

blindness and hardness of heart of those who would not

hear.

Six years later Simon de Montfort besieged and reduced

the castle of Verfeil,and bestowed it on Foulques,Bishop
of Toulouse. This prelaterestored it,banishingthe Catharist

chiefs, who " continued to deceive the people." However,

the Divine malediction "ceased not to weigh heavy upon

the unhappy town." Puy-Laurens tells us that in his child-hood

he had seen at Toulouse one of the old knights of

Verfeil livingin absolute poverty, having nothing to ride

but a miserable broken-down horse instead of the splendid

charger of which he had been so proud in the days of his

prosperity.
The mission of 1205-6 was a long and weary one. We

find Don Diego and St. Dominic, now joined by Brother
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Raoul, " goingbarefoot from castle to castle and beggingtheir

bread from door to door," happy if they were not laden with

abuse, and if snares and odious traps were not set for them.

The story of the heretic who fastened straws to St. Dominic's

habit, thinking to make him look ridiculous,is well known,

and such thingscontinuallyhappened. Winter in Languedoc
is remarkable for its cold,cuttingwinds, which blow for days

together from the mountains ; the villageswere generally
hostile ; the roads were tracks,knee-deep in mud in bad

weather. Again and again the missionaries had not where to

lay their heads " and the Bishop was an old man who had

never been used to great exterior hardships;" food and drink

were often denied them, and coarse jokes were continually

played at their expense. The sense of personalreverence for

their priestlydignity" a sense never in the South of France

and in Italywhat it was in the north " was entirelyforgotten
in hatred for their mission,and that innate crueltyso char-acteristic

of the Midi.

A sixteenth-centurychronicler tell us the followingstory 1

which belongs to this part of St. Dominic's mission. Being
about to visit in company with u several prelatesand doctors "

a placehitherto unknown to them, where a Conference was to

be held,they all mistook their way, and "
came to a placewhere

two roads met, so that they knew not which to take. And lo !

as theydiscussed this among themselves,in their company was

concealed
...

a heretic who, in the guiseof a very Christian,

journeyedwith them and was very sad {moult triste)that so

honourable a brigadeof clerics were coming to this disputa-tion,

fearingthat by them the heretics' foolish opinionswould

be confounded, which indeed happened. This man, seeing
that they questioned among themselves, spoke thus :

' My
lords,if you will follow me I will promise to put you into the

straightestand shortest way, which immediatelywill lead you

to the town whither you are bound.' The said lords hearing

1 See Balme, Cart. I.
, pp. 101-3. La Ugende de Monseigneur St. Dominique

Pete et premier Fondateur de I
'

Ordre des Freres Prescheurs, trans late"e du

Latin en Francois, par Vindrable religieuxet prescheur excellent,frereJehan
Martin dudit Ordre, et du conve?it de Valenchenes.
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this,and esteeming him to be a good Catholic, said Yea; and

thus the disloyalknave maliciouslyseduced and deceived

them, for he led them into a wood in which theyimmediately
found themselves without road or footpath. Then were they
forced with bare feet to travel over bushes and briars and

thorns. And the false heretic,being well-shod, was not

wounded, but in his heart had deep joy. The great Seigneurs,

however, had much ado to get forward, and were in much

anguish on account of the sharp-pointedthorns which tore

them so that their limbs streamed with blood. Which, when

that true friend of God, Dominic, saw it,in all patiencehe

began joyfullyto sing(seprint a chanter joyeusemeni)Te Deum

laudamus.

" The which canticle ended he spoke thus :
" My very dear

masters, rejoicein Our Lord, for I have firm faith that we

shall obtain the victoryover the enemies of truth. I clearly

see help from Heaven descending upon us; but first let us

be purged from our sins,for which we shall be pardoned on

account of the blood we have shed to-day. And for this have

good cheer and be not careful,for this evil fortune and tribu-lation

signifiestriumph and gloryto come. Remember Him

who said: "cum ipsosum in tribulatione" " "I am with him

in tribulation "

; and in another place:
" Juxta est Dominus

his qui tribulato sunt corde "
"

" God is near to those of a

sorrowful heart." And thus, since we have God with us, we

should not doubt but that we shall conquer and confound

the wicked and perverse heretics.'

" Hearing this,the false and disloyalknave, who all this

time was causing them to wander in the desert, seeing the

marvellous constancy of St. Dominic and his patience,threw

himself upon the ground, cryingfor mercy for the wicked and

fraudulent deceptionwhich he had made them suffer in such

great pains,publiclyconfessingthat he was a heretic,and one of

those with whom theywere going to dispute,but from this hour

promised to deny and abandon all false opinions,and pledged
himself to bringthem back to the rightroad, and to lead them

directlyto the town to which he had pretended to guide them.
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" When St. Dominic and those who were with him heard

this,they were greatlyconsoled,hoping by the aid of Jesus

Christ that,as they had alreadyconverted one heretic,they

should, when they had rested,convert many more. Which

thingindeed came to pass, for the unbelievers were confounded

by the truth of their arguments, which caused them great

sorrow of heart,but to the loyalChristians was a matter of

great joy."
Another touching story,related by a contemporary writer,

which, like the preceding,forms the subjectof one of Pere

Besson's beautiful frescoes at San Sisto (Rome), and which

has been thought by some of the Saint's biographersto have

occurred 1209-10, may well be related here,as its date cannot

certainlybe fixed. It took place in the neighbourhood of

Albi,and one authoritysuggests that St. Dominic was at the

time on pilgrimageto Notre Dame de la Dreche.

" During one of his apostolicjourneysthe Man of God was

crossinga river (theTarn) in a boat,and the boatman asked

a denier1 for the passage. 'I am a discipleand servant of

Christ,'answered Dominic, ' I carry with me neither gold nor

silver,but for your service I promise you the kingdom of

Heaven.' The boatman, discontented with this answer, and

growing very excited,insisted rudely,and roughlypullinghis

cloak, cried :
' Either leave me your cloak or give me my

money ! ' Dominic raised his eyes to Heaven, and stood

silent for a moment ; then looking down on the ground, and

seeinga pieceof money which Providence had assuredlyjust

placed there, he said to the man :
' There is what you ask !

take it,and let me go in peace."' This miracle,adds B.

Humbert de Romans, reminds us of that wrought for St.

Peter,who found the tribute-moneyin the mouth of the fish

he had justcaught.
In 1206 we have definite record that St. Dominic visited

Villeneuve-le-Comtal,where he "reconciled" a littlegirlof

ten, named Saura. This child,who had been a
" clothed

1 Originallyone-twelfth of a sou. Three deniers Parisis were worth four

deniers Tournois. The value of the denier was about a penny.
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heretic " for three years, lived with a well-known Parfaite^ a

woman named Alazais. Saura's mother, after entering the

sect, had taken refuge in the stronghold of Montsegur, whither,

some years later, her daughter's husband, shoemaker and

simple Christian, did not hesitate to follow and plead with

her, with a courage which was rewarded by her conversion

and reconciliation. Saura, we are told, persevered to the

end.

Such, imperfectly recorded by the ancient chroniclers, are

the fragments which remain to us of the history of the first

year of St. Dominic's mission, of which the story of the

wandering among thorns is so apt a symbol.1 His tender

heart was moved by the spiritual misery and degradation of

the people ; the very discouragements which met him at every

turn only incited him to fresh exertions ; his whole soul was

in his work. Convinced as he was that he was called to

minister to those lost and wandering sheep, he spared neither

tears nor blood for their salvation. What form, beyond his

personal active apostolate this mission was to take was not yet

plain ; not yet was the clear vision granted to him of the great

white-robed family of sons and daughters of which he was to

be the Father and Founder. He waited, and hoped. But,

as the winter days lengthened into the spring of 1206, and

spring blossomed into summer ; as the Legates and missionaries

travelled from their outposts to meet once more at Carcassonne

before the conference at Montreal, the hour rapidly approached

in which there was to be given to him the unmistakable revela-tion

of the Sign of God from Heaven.

1 Some authorities place the mission to Mas Stes. Puelles within this

period. It could not have taken place before Feb. 5, 1206, the date on

which Bp. Foulques took possession of his Cathedral of Toulouse, as we are

specially told that he and St. Dominic evangelised Mas Stes. Puelles together.
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Osma, St. Dominic, and twelve Cistercian abbots, who had

answered the appeal of the Abbot of Citeaux,left Carcassonne

earlyto walk barefoot to Montreal, where one of the most

important Conferences of their spiritualCrusade was to be

held. On the way, about three miles from their destination,

they passed a field beside the dusty,shadeless road, where the

earlyharvest was beinggatheredin. St. Dominic, the first to

perceivethe reapers (who belonged to the parishof Arzens),
rebuked them sternlyfor working on a holy-day. The men

assumed a threateningattitude,and one, standingready to

strike him with his sickle,answered defiantlythat it was no

holy-day,that the corn must be reaped, and that they in-tended

to do itwithout interference from any priest.Looking

down, the man suddenly perceivedthe sheaf he held in his

hand was red with blood. " He thought at first he had cut

himself with his reaping-hook,but there was no wound in

his hand. ' What can it be ? ' he asked the other peasants.

Then, all,hastilyexamining their sheaves, found them also

stained with blood, though their hands were scatheless. God

doubtless permitted this prodigy for the greater glory of

His servants in this region,particularlyfor that of Blessed

Dominic." It is interestingto note in this connection that

St. John the Baptistwas held in horror by the heretics,who

looked upon him as an evil spiritand antichrist. The spot

on which the miracle occurred is to-daymarked by a small

wayside shrine, erected in 1888 by the V. R. Fr. Larocca,

Master-General of the Dominican Order, and blessed on

8th October of the same year by the Bishop of Carcassonne,

in commemoration of the undying tradition of the " Field of

the Sheaves." A largepictureof the miracle hangs in the

Parish Church of Montreal.

The shrine stands on the left of the roadside going towards

Montreal, on a low bank which forms a tiny promontory

just where a field-track turns off from the highroad. The

pilgrimof to-daycrosses a dry ditch,makes his way through

a broken hawthorn hedge, and kneels at the foot of a stone

cross, on the pedestalof which is sculpturedin high relief a
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representationof St. Dominic threateningthe reapers with

the wrath of heaven.

A few hundred yards further on, on the other side of the

road, is another shrine commemorating a miracle of later

date which took placeon one of St. Dominic's many journeys
between Montreal and Carcassonne. It is known as the

Miracle of the Storm. 1 The Saint was preaching one sultry

afternoon to a group of peasants working in the surrounding

fields and vineyards,when the mutteringof thunder was heard,

the heavy sky grew dark with clouds,and began to pulsewith

lightning.One of the sudden, terrible storms which so often

destroyeda harvest in half an hour was about to break. His

hearers implored Dominic to pray that the tempest might be

averted. He bade them not to fear,for not a hair of their

heads would be wet with the rain,which had begun to fall in

torrents a littleway off,and that none of their crops should

suffer from it. They remained tillhis sermon was finished,

and departed,untouched by the storm, to find that the Saint's

prophecy had been fulfilled,and that their fields had taken no

harm. According to local tradition,no rain has fallen ever

since on the spot, now marked by a tall cross surmounting

a shrine, round which is planted a little grove of cypress

and yew.

Nearly oppositethis monument, on the other side of the

road, is an avenue of limes leadingup to the great farm on

the hillside,close to which, at the edge of a littlewood, is the

fountain of St. Dominic " so popular in the neighbourhood
that it is not to-day merely a place for pilgrimage,but an

extremely common resort for picnics! The owner has placed
wooden benches and a rustic table at the edge of the little

pond, with its trellisbridge,which is fed by the overflow of

the fountain. Here among the rocks, green with moss and

ivy,the water of the spring bubbles up in a great square

stone cistern,behind a latticed opening surmounted by an

old white stone statue of St. Dominic, which in spring is

1 Other miracles of a like nature are related of St. Dominic, and also of

other saints,notablySt. Antony of Padua.
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wreathed in trailsof floweringperiwinkle. It is perhapsone

of the most beautiful,though one of the least known, Holy
Wells in the world. Here Dominic and his companions
would turn aside from the dusty road to rest by the fountain

beneath the spreadingtrees, and there slake their thirst ;

" for,"says Gerard de Frachet, " when the Saint,weary and

harassed with cares, was going to stay in a house belongingto

seculars,he firstdrank deeplyat some fountain or neighbour-ing

spring,fearinglest his thirst,increased by the fatigueof the

journey,should scandalise his hosts. For his liveliestfear was

ever that he might become an occasion of scandal to those

around him ; this he dreaded above all." The ice-cold water

" to which have often been ascribed miraculous properties"

is stillas deliciouslyfresh and clear as it was in the time of

our Saint,springingfrom the heart of the limestone rock.

A turn of the road and Montreal comes into view dominat-ing

the illimitable plain,all rugged with low hills. Here,

hot and weary, St. Dominic entered for the firsttime with the

Legates on that eventful 24th July 1206, to take part in a

Conference which was to last fifteen days. As was usually

the case, it was held in the great hall of the castle.

The Chatelain of Montreal was, in 1206, that famous

Amaury (orAlmeric),who perishedso miserablyin 1 2 1 1 at

the siege of Lavaur with his sister,Giraude, a professed

Catharist,and a woman of evil life. Under their patronage,

heresyand its fatal practiceshad free course at Montreal. As

at Servian,the seigneurset the example,frequented the heretic

gatheringsin the houses of the Parfaits,both male and

female, and " adored " his hosts with the rest of the assembly.

For the Parfaitshere "kept house publicly."The place was

another strongholdof heresy;
" the Catholic Church was de-serted,

or only frequentedby the poor, who were disdained by

the nobles and the bourgeois"2 The people,at least,were

loyalat heart.

1 It is notable that among the records of the Inquisition,in the lists of

those who professedCatharist doctrines, it is rare that the name of a peasant

or workman occurs. " P. Balme.
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At the news of a solemn Conference at Montreal crowds

flocked to the town, chief among whom were four heresiarchs,

Arnauld and Pons Jourdainof Verfeil,the celebrated Guilabert

de Castres of Fanjeaux,a most active and influential Parfait,

and a certain Benoit de Termes, " deacon " for the district

of Carcassonne, the castellated walls of which city were

clearlyvisible from the ramparts of Montreal. " Many other

heretics,"says Guillaume de Puy-Laurens,"* whose names are

not written in the Book of Life,had come to support their

masters."

The Catholic champions were the three Papal Legates,the

Cistercian abbots, and the two Spanish dignitaries.For a

coupleof weeks the missionaries preached,ferventlyexhortingthe

Catholics to be true to their faith ; while doctrinal Conferences

were held every eveningwith the Catharist leaders in presence

of an immense and eager crowd. Four arbiters were chosen

" all heretics " two knights,two bourgeois,to decide which

side gainedthe victoryin argument, and the battle was arrayed.
Arnauld de Verfeil began the attack,and was at once carried

away by abuse of the Holy Roman Church, which he declared

to be the church of the devil and all her doctrines equally
diabolical. She was Babylon,drunk with the blood of the

martyrs and saints of Christ. Neither our Lord nor His

apostleshad determined the Order of Mass as it was said

to-day. He spoke "as centuries later Luther and Calvin were

to speak ...
of the Church theyhad betrayed." The Bishop

of Osma replied,proving all his statements from the New

Testament. The arguments on both sides were then drawn

up in writing,and these livrets delivered to the arbiters,from

whom both sides were perfectlyaware no impartialjudgment
would be obtained. Daily this was done, after the public

discussion,but in the end the four worthies refused to

pronounce any opinion at all,for very apparent reasons !

They also refused to restore to the Catholics the MSS.

containingtheir arguments, lest,says a contemporary, they
should be publishedamong the people. In spiteof this,at
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least 150 heretics renounced their errors and returned to the

true faith.

The Conference over the Chief Legate dispersedthe twelve

Cistercian abbots to labour in various districts of Languedoc,
with certain monks who had accompanied them, biddingthem

lead "a humble and austere life,as had been shown to them

upon the mountain." They were men speciallychosen, of

notable perfectionin holiness,and eminentlysuited for the

work of evangelisation.Among them was Guy de Vaux-

Cernay
,
the future Bishopof Carcassonne, uncle of the Cistercian

chronicler and personal friend of St. Dominic. Blessed Peter

of Castelnau returned to Provence, and St. Dominic turned

his steps towards Fanjeaux (possiblyin company with Don

Diego),the hill-town,which stood sentinel a few leaguesaway

across the rollingplain.

It was probably during this Conference of 1206 that the

Miracle of the Ordeal by Fire took place; but as St. Dominic

sustained many other discussions at Montreal, its date

cannot certainlybe fixed. This miracle must not be con-founded

with a similar one at Fanjeaux,which happened in

July 1206. Modern critics may see in one a mere repetition

of the other, but the differences between the two are suffi-ciently

important to make it clear that each was a separate

and distinct manifestation,by which God chose to show forth

His glory to the heretics,who, except they saw signs and

wonders, would not believe. And even supposing the

miracle of Montreal to be but a legendarisingout of the

confusion of this placewith Fanjeaux, it is sufficientlyimpor-tant
and well authenticated to make it worth recordingin its

place.

On a certain nightwhen St. Dominic had been replyingto

the heretics,a number of those men sat round the fire in the

house of one of the Parfaits,with the book which contained

his arguments open before them. "Suppose," said one, "that

we put it into the heart of the fire? If it is not burnt we

shall know that the Catholic doctrine is true ; if not, our ow n
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faith holds good." " For which thing,"says a contemporary

chronicler,"it was thrown into the fire,whence, having

received no hurt, it immediatelyfell out, at which all were

astounded (esbais).Then said one harder of heart than his

fellows :
' Throw it in again,and thus the truth shall more

fullybe proved.' The which was done again,and a second

time it fell out. And anon such an one said :
' Let it be

thrown in a third time, and then we shall know without a

doubt where the truth lies.' And again thrown into the fire

[thebook] issued therefrom all whole."

Even this was useless. " The heretics,in spiteof these

repeated prodigies,would not repent, perseveringin their

obstinacy."Among themselves they agreed never to speak

of the occurrence, and, above all,never to let the Catholics

know of it. Nevertheless,a certain knight who had been

present, more favourable to the good cause than the others,

revealed the miracle openly, says Vaux-Cernay, who had

heard the account of the prodigyfrom one who was present

and affirms that it took place at Montreal. " In this,"

remarks a third chronicler," manifestlyappeared the truth

of the Catholic Faith,the holiness of the man of God, and

the falseness and perversityof the sectaries."

Montreal from a distance is one of the most picturesque
towns in Languedoc, crowned, like Servian, by its imposing
fortifiedchurch. These cities set on a hill are a distinctive

feature of the country, memorials of the time when every

villagewas a strongholdand every church a watch-tower.

For Aude and Ariege,and the other departments of ancient

Languedoc are but a palimpsest on which, beneath the

scarcelydried ink of the " improvements " of the twentieth

century, is stilldistinctlyvisible,in picturesque,faded charac-ters,

the grim and ghastlyhistoryof the mediaeval civil and

religiouswars. Montreal, with its grand old church, the

slender spire of Fanjeaux, the massive square tower of

Villasavaryon its low round hill,all tell the same tale of

the days when every man's hand was againsthis fellow,
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if not his brother,and his foes were generallyhis nearest

neighbours.

Montreal is seven or eightmiles from Prouille " the centre

of our pilgrimage" but it is easy to bicycle,drive,or even go

(in a roundabout way) by train. It is best, however, to

choose the road alongwhich St. Dominic has so often passed;

through a little brown hamlet, beyond which stretches an

endless succession of low hills clothed with maize and wheat

and floweringlucerne, across the railwayline to Pamiers,

from which a fine new road has been engineeredup the hill of

Montreal.

The littletown is clearlyvisible almost the whole way, but

as we approach it the extraordinarilyfine positionof this

natural fortress becomes more apparent. The church literally

towers above the houses,the ascent to which even by the new

road is both long and steep. The old road which St. Dominic

knew, a mere track on the hillside,is now only used by

peasants "going to or from their work. It is an old-world

place,with some curious ancient houses hidden away in its

narrow cobbled streets " a description,however, which might

apply to nearlyevery villagein Languedoc. It centres round

the church, built of deep red Toulousain brick faced with

white stone, itsoctagonaltower of six storeys piercedas to the

two uppermost with largeopenings on each face. Entering

by a fine fifteenth-centuryporch at the side,incongruouswith

its delicate traceryupon the massive,enormously thick wall,

one is struck by the splendidproportionsof the nave and

choir. Montreal was formerlya collegiatechurch with stalls

for thirty-fourcanons. The stalls,with their curiously-carved

black oak misereres,stillexist in the great apse behind the

altar " the ancient choir " but the canons are now repre-sented

by M. le Curl The church is beautifullykept,clean

and fresh ; it is built with a singlewide, lofty,aisleless nave

and a dozen lateral chapels,like the greater number of parish

churches in the Midi, many of which " notably that of

Quillan" are so dark that it is difficult properlyto appreciate
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In the midst rises a great crucifix. It is evidentlythe site of

the old castle,for it is flanked by the ramparts. Close to this

spot the Conferences were held. " Come to the edge and

look over the parapet,"says M. le CurS. Below us, against
the rockywall,are the roofs of a few scattered houses j a little

to the right,perched on its low hill,is the picturesquewindmill

of La Caussade. Windmills are a very characteristic feature

of this part of Languedoc; one finds them outside almost

every village.At Fanjeaux there are three,in a row. Be-neath

the houses fields and vineyardsslope sharplydown,

crossed by the dusty stretch of the road to Carcassonne,

on which lie the three shrines. Beyond it,and all around

as far as the eye can reach, stretches the gloriousplainof

Languedoc, rugged with low hills like giganticwaves in mid-

ocean, piercedhere and there by ridgesof grey rock,or islands

of solemn cypresses. Distant villagesshine white in the

afternoon sunshine ; here a vinedresser's hut stands solitary,

guardedby two tall poplars; every yardof ground iscultivated,

so that the whole landscape seems one great garden. The

long,low, almost unbroken line of the Montagne Noire rises

to the north ; to the west is an apparently endless vista of

hills ; away in the south lies Spain,behind the faint cloudy

summits of the Pyrenees. One of the chief gloriesof this

part of the Midi is its magnificenthorizons. A view like this,

seen in drivingrain,or mist,or sunshine,is alwaysinfinite in

possibilities,with its delicate colouring,indefinite outlines,

hazy distances " and therefore infinitelysatisfying.A country

without horizons is like a man without imagination.
To the pilgrimthe thought that every mile of this rolling

landscape was known and loved by St. Dominic; that every

road, every hill-path,every distant villagewas traversed by his

willing,often weary feet,adds the final charm of association.

A coupleof leaguesaway to the left rises the sister-stronghold

of Fanjeaux with Villasavarybelow it; invisible behind that

long swell of hill lies Prouille. Behind us are the battlements

of Carcassonne, and at the foot of the Montagne Noire nestle
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Mas Stes. Puelles and Castelnaudary. We are
in the

very
heart

of St. Dominic's country here !

" He saw it all, seven hundred years ago, just as you see
it

to-day," says
M. le Curi. " It was the country he loved best

" on earth," he adds softly, his
eyes

fixed on the distant

horizon.



V

THE SIGNADOU OF FANJEAUX

It was on 9th or 10th July 1206 that St. Dominic mounted for

the first time the steep slopes of the hill on which stands

Fanjeaux, possibly accompanied by the Bishop of Osma, though

of this we cannot be certain. It was the beginning of his

independent apostolate. The Legates and Cistercian mission-aries

were already scattered throughout Languedoc and

Provence.

Fanjeaux, formerly the important Roman station of Fanum

Jovis, was strongly fortified, possessed a fine castle, and

was at that time a hotbed of heresy, being a special haunt

of Guilabert de Castres, whom indeed St. Dominic found

here on his arrival. Nowhere were more zealous Parfaits,

both men and women, to be found than at Fanjeaux, for

the town was the headquarters of the traffic in children by

which their forces were so largely recruited. There were

at least ten houses of Parfaites here, in which not only young

girls,but babies of five and six were received by these women,

who maintained and educated their pupils gratis, asking in

return only one thing "
the body and soul of the child.

A very large proportion of these unfortunate children were

of noble or gentle birth. Ruin stared in the face of many

of the seigneurs of the Midi, whose revenues were exhausted

and whose lands had often been confiscated in the endless

wars which had for so long been the scourge of the country ;

to say nothing of the spoliation and persecution which the

Catholic landowners and gentry suffered at the hands of

the Albigensian faction. A father with a family of daughters

was often sorely perplexed as to how to dispose of them.

44
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Without dowries they could neither expect to make suitable

marriages,nor to be received as choir-nuns in one of the

great convents ; and marriage or the cloister were then the

only two careers thought possiblefor a woman. We can

scarcelywonder that many such fathers,some sorelyagainst
their will,some gladly enough, accepted the offers of the

heresiarchs, who in three or four villageshad founded

" convents,"l where the unfortunate children, under the care

of the Parfaites ŵere initiated from their earliest years into

the Catharist mysteries; and whence they emerged as zealous

proselytisers.
The part played by women in the heretic propaganda

was enormous. Those of the upper class " such as Esclair-

monde de Foix and Guiraude de Montreal " arrangedmeetings
between the leaders,and took an active share in the Albigen-
sian tactics,politicalas well as social. The peasant women

carried messages and acted generallyas go-betweens,"un-suspected

from their very insignificance."The children often

could remember no other care, no other instruction than

that of the Parfaites. It is to this that we owe such abomina-tions

as the " heretication v of a child of five,of another of

seven, of countless others of ten and twelve years, to speak

only of well-known and published cases. Orphans wrere

the natural prey of these women, who did not hesitate to

hide their novices in cellars and secret chambers, pretending

they were dead, if their relations appeared to claim them.2

To stop, or at least counteract, this wholesale proselytising

was St. Dominic's chief desire from the very day of his

arrival at Fanjeaux. Yet so wily and cunning were the

heretics,so extremely skilful their evasions
" for to them

1 See Appendix A.
2 See Cart. I.

, pp. 130-133. One woman handed over to the Parfaitesher
little daughter, receivingback the child's clothes, " in order," said these

women,
" that you may tell your neighbours that your little girlhas passed to

a better world ; which is indeed the truth, for she is with us, and, hidden in

this underground dungeon, is reallydead to this world." The unhappy
woman followed this advice, and actuallypaid burial-fees to the priestof the

place. However, seven years later the girlescaped, and publiclyproclaimed
her mother's treachery. She was reconciled to the Faith.
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perjury and lies were no sin " that any attempt of the

kind was fraughtnot only with difficulty,but with very real

danger. His only resource was prayer. Day and night he

stormed Heaven for the means of rescuing these young

souls, and of providing them with a refuge to which they

might flee when rescued. Meanwhile his first active step

was to open a Conference, to which the entire population

eagerly flocked. His fame had evidentlypreceded him.

Guillaume de Durfort,the Chatelain,who had for long been

a Croyant, lent the great hall of the castle for the purpose,

and into it crowded representativesof all the noble families

of Fanjeaux, Albigensesto a man.

The hall was a large,barn-like apartment, with stone floor

and walls,its roof crossed by mighty beams. On one side

was a huge fire-place,in an open hearth,itself a small room.

The same procedurewas followed as formerly. Both Catholics

and heretics prepared summaries of the doctrines which

they believed,and from the former the " livret" of St. Dominic

was unanimously chosen as being the clearest and most

forciblyexpressed.1 The three arbiters,being unable to agree

upon the value of the documents submitted to them, decided,

as at Montreal " possiblyfor that very reason " to submit

both to the Trial by Fire.

The Ordeal or Judgment of God, both by fire and water,

was very common in the thirteenth century, and indeed in far

later times, though it was never imposed or even approved by

the Church, as being a superstitiouspractice.2The faith of

the ignorantoften goes hand in hand with superstition; heresy

invariably,though unconsciously,does so.
{; But the power

of God is not limited by His creatures; and the Almighty,

1 This fact goes far to prove that St. Dominic up to this point was not

alone. It is,however, possiblethat the other Catholic disputants were priests
of the neighbourhood. No names are given.

2 See Jaugey, Die tionnaire d'ApologMgue, art. " Jugement de Dieu." The

State, though not the Church, continually practised these Ordeals, to arrive

at the supposed truth of a case, just as it imposed torture to extort evidence.

The trial by water of a woman suspected of witchcraft was in vogue in

England until comparatively recent times " the result,it will be remembered,

being invariablyfatal to the " witch."
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alreadybeen built,for ten days later the Provincial and the

Prior of Prouille took possessionof it " in the presence of

numerous friars and the whole population of Fanjeaux."
Two years later the first convent of friars was founded in

Fanjeaux, but this buildinghaving been destroyed by the

Black Prince
"

the English ravaged the town most cruelly"

the convent was rebuilt close to the Chapel of St. Dominic,

on a site speciallygranted by Charles V.1 It contained a

cloister forty-twopaces square, of which no traces now

remain, though the restored monastery buildingsstillexist,
and form at present the Presbyteryof Fanjeaux. To the

Chapel of St. Dominic was removed the beam on which the

unburnt book had rested, and which had been religiously

preservedat Prouille since 1209. It was hung by iron chains

from the roof, at a height of 22 feet from the floor. The

hearth-stone on which the fire had burnt was also preserved,
and sealed beneath the altar. It was the custom of intending

postulantsof Prouille to come here and kiss this stone on

the day preceding their entrance into the convent. At the

Revolution, of course, all was confiscated or destroyed; the

chapel was razed, and the convent seized by the State; but

the beam and stone " being " worthless "
" were placedin the

Parish Church of Fanjeaux, where they may be seen to-day

in one of the north chapels,the latter sealed into the wall

beneath the former. Below the beam is the following

inscription:

t( Hie e voracibus flammis evangeliumliber exiit incolumis

In Nomine Jesu Domino Jubente?

But though the chapel was destroyed we are able to fix

with certaintythe site of the miracle. Having been built

on the exact spot upon which the hearth originallystood,
it opened from a largerchapel,now a barn, to which access

was gained not only from the cloister (throughSt. Dominic's

Chapel),but from the street, which winds down to the foot of

the hill. Standing in this chapel, facing the cloister,the

1 In 1277 the Midi had been re-united to the Crown of France.
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chapelof the Miracle opened to the right,through an ancient

arch now walled up, in which is a doorway leadingto the

presbyterygarden. Passingthrough this door we stand in

a wild,overgrown square patch of grass, surrounded by traces

of ruined walls,now half-hidden by bushes and brambles.1

That this was the site of St. Dominic's Chapel was proved

beyond a doubt by excavations undertaken in the winter

of 1910-11 by the Curi of Fanjeaux and the Chaplain of

Prouiile. Two or three steps to the left lead up to the

level of the garden, shady with cypresses, and sweet with

violets in springand autumn, where once stood the cloister,

and whence from the southern wall,below which the hill

slants downwards abruptly,can be gained a magnificentview

of the Pyrenees. The importance of this recent discovery
has hardlyyet become known or realised.

The convent itself is of patheticinterest,though many

of its characteristic features have disappeared. The Friars'

Church stillremains,opening to the left from the broad en-trance

corridor; a beautiful buildingof the fourteenth to

fifteenth centuries,with loftypointed arches and slender

pillars; now hung with cobwebs, bare, and empty. Here

the villagechildren are on great occasions allowed to act

littleplays,under the supervisionof the Cure. The ancient

Dominican Church is now the parishtheatre of Fanjeaux !

At the time of St. Dominic's arrival there seems to have

been no parishpriestat Fanjeaux. Indeed, not a few of the

clergythemselves were tainted with the heresy (some of the

more notable heresiarchs were apostate priests),and a very

largeproportionwere ignorant,lukewarm, without courage

or zeal. The half-instructed people through ignorance had

become indifferent. One " religion" seemed as good as

another to them. They were losingthe great ideal of Catholi-cism

without knowing how or why. "With the exception
of a few prelatesno one understood how it was possiblefor a

mere questionof faith to { hate ' and persecute his neighbour,
his friend,his brother." We find examples of this overruling

1
1910. Since then, the site has been cleared. (Seepicture.)

D
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of the supernaturalby the natural law at almost every step of

St. Dominic's passage through the Midi. Yet at that time this

indifference was an anachronism. Utterlyopposed as was the

Southern character,unstable and frivolous,to that of the North,

the spiritof medievalism worked in both. The people were

idealists,they were children,with a child's idea of the relation

between cause and effect. " Catholicityin the Middle Ages

was an ideal
. . . conception of the relations between God

and man
... by the side of [which]our modern hopeless

divisions into warring sects seem no less ridiculous than

saddening."1 It was reserved for a later age to accomplish
"that extraordinaryfeat,hitherto unknown in the world's

history,of utterlydissociatingreligionfrom publiclife,and

largelyfrom private morals."2 If the passiveindifferentism

towards religionwhich brooded over Southern France in the

thirteenth century was but the foreshadowing of the active

hatred of to-daythere was this difference between the two states :

mediaeval indifference professed to regard with complacency

a heresy such as Manichaeism, the very pivotand centre of

whose teaching was a denial of the doctrine of the Triune

God ; that of the present day contemptuously sweeps aside

all creeds and dogmas in the determined but vain attempt

utterlyto ignoreHim.

But in the thirteenth century religionwas not only the

most important thingin the life of the people" it was that

life itself. A man's most pressingconcern was his eternal

salvation,and he was not ashamed that others should know

it. Piety was joyous. It was universallyunderstood " and

the knowledge was acted upon " that this world is of infinitely

less importance than the next. And remembering the

Southern temperament, this fact rightly understood and

combined with that other fact of the ignorance through

neglectof the people,givesus the key to the whole situation

in the Midi (and in Northern Italy)in St. Dominic's day.

It was infinitelyeasier to reach Heaven (so taught the

1 The SpiritofMedicevalism, ut supra.
2 Ibid.
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hopes of eternal salvation to the black garments of the " Good

Men," those austere leaders whose false asceticism moved

their ignorantdisciplesto so great awe and wonder ; the men

who had promised them not only the future bliss of an

easily-wonheaven, but the present joy of earth ! " Believe

and do what you will ! "
was the travestied,unwritten motto

of the Catharist.

This fact once grasped,the extraordinarygrip which this

revoltingheresyhad upon the very heart of the people will be

easilyunderstood. St. Dominic grasped it,and succeeded

where so many others had failed. Necessary as we believe

the terrible Crusade to have been, a chastisement entirelyin

accordance with mediaeval ideas and with the faith of the age,

the Albigensianheresy,though checked, could never be con-quered

by force of arms. The bigoted,obstinate men, who

preferredto die rather than forsake their facile,false belief,

were to be conquered and won for the Church, not by lance

and spear, but by that word of God which is " sharperthan a

two-edged sword" ; not by stern justice,but by an appeal to

mind and heart ; not by fear,but by the sublime unselfishness

of love !

From 1206 to 12 15, when he first brought his sons to

Toulouse, Dominic was connected more or less closelywith

Fanjeaux. One of the proudest boasts of the little town

to-day is that for those nine years he was parishpriesthere ;

but though he often signed himself, " Cure de Fanjeaux^
Prieur de Prouille" the first title has a very different sense

to-day. He was never there for many weeks together,the

claims of his wide apostolatenecessarilyled him continually

on long and weary journeysthrough Gascony and Languedoc ;

a tireless missionary, returningwhenever possible to his

beloved children at Prouille,and thence to the parishon the

hill above, which he had made his specialcharge. The little

house in which he dwelt stillexists,a stone's-throw from the

church ; and though it has been almost entirelyrebuilt,one

room, with a low, heavily-rafteredroof,earthen floor,and open

hearth beneath a wide chimney, remains as the Saint left it,
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and is stillredolent of his presence. How often must those

great beams have echoed his sighsand prayers ; how many

times have his tears, his blood, fallen drop by drop, upon the

cold, damp floor ? A little altar has been erected opposite
the hearth by which in winter he doubtless warmed his chilled

limbs, his half-frozen hands " for even in Languedoc winter

can be bitter ! Except the Signadou, nothing in Fanjeaux

brings us face to face with St. Dominic like this little

low bare room which has been hallowed by his bodily

presence.

But to the pilgrimthe whole villageof Fanjeaux is holy

ground. The picturesqueGrancCrue, with its precipitous
cobbled path lined with tall,tumble-down houses, which leads

from the highroad to the church; the byeways, the market-place,

the ancient ruined walls,all breathe the presence of our

Saint. The present church, whose slender spirerisingabove

a square pierced tower is,like its sister at Montreal, a land-mark

for miles around, was built at the close of the thirteenth

century, and was therefore unknown to him, but it stands on

the site of that in which he has so often preached \ where he

prayed on that wonderful July night before he received the

Sign from Heaven. And though only traces exist of the

fortifications,though the castle has long ceased to exist,though
houses decay and be rebuilt,Fanjeaux itself is but little

altered. There was not a field,not a cottage near the town

that Dominic did not know ; not a path which has not been

worn by his feet. One, which we shall presentlyvisit,is still

called " St. Dominic's Road." He never rested,never spared
himself. Even during his first week in Fanjeaux he could

perceivesignsthat his preaching had not been in vain ; that

the mists of ignorance were beginning to fade before the

dawning of the Truth. What was to be the next step?

Knowing that it would be revealed to him, he waited,and

filled the days with preachingand prayer.

A few days after the Conference, St. Dominic, after an

evening sermon in the open air" probablyin the market-place
" to the greater part of the people of Fanjeaux, entered the
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littlechurch hard by to spend an hour in prayer. As he

knelt there the door opened, and a group of young women

approached him as the Greeks of old came to St. Philip,with

that petitionon their lipswhich is the unuttered,unconscious

cry of the world: "Sir, we would see Jesus." Fallingat his

feet,they begged this new apostleto guide them. "Servant

of God," they exclaimed, " help us ! If what you have

preached to-day be true, we have long been deceived by the

spiritof error, for up till now we have always believed in the

Good Men whom you call heretics. We have always held

to their doctrine,and now your sermon leaves us in cruel

uncertainty.Servant of God, we beseech you, pray that the

Lord will make the true Faith known to us, because in that

Faith we desire to live,to die,and to be saved."

He rose from his knees. The hour had come perhaps

sooner than he had dared to hope ! Here were the first-fruits

of his preaching; here was the first sheaf of that world-wide

harvest which was to be garnered in his Threefold Order.

There in the old church built by a more faithful generation
Dominic spoke burning words of courage and counsel to

these young souls who had come to him for help. They were

nine,all pupilsof the Parfaites,of good family,eager to hear

the truth. How could he help them ? It was easy to speak,
to instruct and answer questions,but how could he protect

them when they went back to those enemies of the Faith,who

would instantlystrive to root up the good seed, to undo

all that he had alreadydone ? One thing was certain : if he

wished to preserve his converts he must take them completely

away from their surroundings; he must providethem with

a refugeinto which no heretic could penetrate. As he spoke

to the young girls,these thoughtskindlingin his heart,a truly

nerve-shakingapparitionrushed upon them out of the shadows.

A hideous nondescriptanimal "of terrificsize,"cat-like,with

savage eyes and formidable claws,a creature "
as black as the

chimney of hell from whence it issued,"burst into the church,

to the terror of the women, and for the space of an hour

circled round them in a manner which,judgingby the ancient


