Abclard and Héloise

§ 6. Under the pretext of study we spent our hours in the happiness of love, and
learning held out to us the secret opportunities that our passion craved. Our speech
was more of love than of the books which lay open before us; our kisses far
outnumbered our reasoned words. Our hands sought less the book than each
other’s bosoms — love drew our eyes together far more than the lesson drew them
to the pages of our text. In order that there might be no suspicion, there were,
indeed, sometimes blows, but love gave them, not anger; they were the marks, not
of wrath, but of a tenderness surpassing the most fragrant balm in sweetness. What
followed? No degree in love’s progress was left untried by our passion, and if love
itself could imagine any wonder as yet unknown, we discovered it. And our
inexperience of such delights made us all the more ardent in our pursuit of them,
so that our thirst for one another was still unquenched. In measure as this
passionate rapture absorbed me more and more, I devoted ever less time to

philosophy and to the work of the school.

It was not long after this that Héloise found that she was pregnant, and of this she
wrote to me in the utmost exultation, at the same time asking me to consider what
had best be done. Accordingly, on a night when her uncle was absent, we carried
out the plan we had determined on, and I stole her secretly away from her uncle’s
house, sending her without delay to my own country. She remained there with my

sister until she gave birth to a son, whom she named Astrolabe.

§ 7. When her uncle and his kinsmen heard of this, they were convinced that now I
had completely played them false and had rid myself forever of Héloise by forcing
her to become a nun. Violently incensed, they laid a plot against me, and one night
while I all unsuspecting was asleep in a secret room in my lodgings, they broke in
with the help of one of my servants whom they had bribed. There they had
vengeance on me with a most cruel and most shameful punishment, such as
astounded the whole world; for they cut off those parts of my body with which I
had done that which was the cause of their sorrow. This done, straightway they
fled, but two of them were captured and suffered the loss of their eyes and their

genital organs.
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