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Introduction: In the Tracks of the Last Cathars

In the early years of the fourteenth century the Inquisition of Carcassonne unleashed a major offensive against a small community of heretics in a remote corner of the Pyrenees. These were known as Cathars, and they believed that the devil was co-eternal with God and that the material world and the flesh were his evil creation. The pedigree of this dualist, Manichean heresy reaches back at least to the eleventh century. The word ‘Cathar’ itself probably derives from the Greek katharós, which means ‘pure’ or ‘purified’ (pace Duvernoy 1976, 303), and their theology may have been influenced by Eastern metaphysics.

Among medieval heresies Catharism stands out as the most striking and anachronistic. Here was a dissident faith with, at its doctrinal core, gentleness and the promise of universal redemption. It was inspired by the New Testament, and it was Christ and his Disciples whom the spiritual leaders of the Cathar church, the so-called ‘Perfects’ or ‘Good Men’, emulated. The Cathars’ opposition to all forms of killing extended to human and animal life alike, and like Christ they intended to forgive those who persecuted them. To encounter such a philosophy in the long-distant past is in itself surprising; to learn that in thirteenth-century Languedoc it inspired tens of thousands of ordinary men and women to risk their lives is astonishing. The popular perception of the Middle Ages is of a cruel and benighted period in which the Church held absolute sway and the sun was thought to revolve around the earth. Catharism, on the other hand, has become a beacon of light in that darkness through providing a moral and spiritual model whose idealism has rarely been matched in the history of Europe.

The Cathars themselves viewed their doctrine and that of the established Catholic church in just such contrasting images of light and darkness. These they probably borrowed from St John’s Gospel, which more than any other biblical text inspired them.

In the third verse of John they read that ‘in the beginning’ the creator God

was life; and the life was the light of men. And the light shineth in darkness; and the darkness comprehended it not. (1:4–5)

According to the same Gospel, Christ’s incarnation ensued from a mysterious act of divine will, and he became ‘the true Light, which lighteth every man that cometh into the world’ (1:9). In him the Word was made flesh, and through Christ, God’s ‘only begotten Son’,

light is come into the world, and men loved darkness rather than light, because their deeds were evil. For every one that doeth evil hateth the light, neither cometh to the light, lest his deeds should be reproved. But he that doeth truth cometh to the light, that his deeds may be made manifest, that they are wrought in God. (3:19–21).

It was the intense mysticism of St John’s Gospel which chimed remarkably with the Cathar faith, and indeed profoundly influenced it. No part of the Scriptures with the exception of the Lord’s Prayer played such an important role in the ritual which governed the transmission of the most important Cathar sacrament, the consolamentum. This term was applied equally to the ordination of the Cathar spiritual leaders and to the Cathar consolation of the dying. Both involved the consoling Perfect in a laying-on of hands and of the Gospels, the palm-sized ‘book’ which is repeatedly mentioned by the various witnesses to such events.

St John’s Gospel provided the Cathars with scriptural authority for their profoundly metaphorical and symbolic interpretations of the mysteries of the Bible. Their hostility to the human body and its physical needs and rituals was anticipated in John’s vision of the Word becoming flesh without the agency of the Virgin Mary who, though immaculate, was nevertheless physically a woman. The Cathar Perfects preached that Christ could self-evidently not have issued from the womb of a real woman, and that the virgin birth was to be understood symbolically: Christ was not born of Mary, but shadowed in her. Similarly, the transubstantiation of bread and wine into the body and blood of Christ could be demonstrated to be an absurdity, because there would never be enough of Christ’s body to be thus consumed; not to mention the fact that his transubstantiated body would linger in the bowels of priests after mass.

The Cathar antipathy towards the human body was deeply rooted in their metaphysics, according to which the original fall of the souls from heaven was followed by the devil’s cladding them with ‘tunics’ or bodies. In every human being, therefore, the eternal soul belongs to God, the mutable and decaying matter to the devil. The same logic stipulated that the resurrection of the consoled would not be in the body, as Catholic theology maintained, but would be a spiritual phenomenon, with the soul journeying to heaven to meet its Maker. If a man or woman died without the benefit of a Cathar consolation, their soul was destined to migrate into another living creature, animal or human, until it found the body of a ‘good Christian’. For the Cathar believers the physical world was full of erring souls in search of the right incarnation that would take them to salvation.

Once a dying patient had received the consolation from the hands of a Perfect or Good Man, they were forbidden any sustenance other than water. This state of being consecrated to death and salvation by fasting was called the endura, which was intended to safeguard the integrity of the consolation. From now on the dying person was in a state of grace, and could no longer be touched by women. Some were lucky to be consoled shortly before death, whereas others embarked on an awesome hunger-strike to the bitter end.

As the emphasis on the abstinence of food after consolation indicates, diet played a defining role in Catharism. Whereas the ordinary Cathar believer, known as credens (or credentes in the plural), was at liberty to eat anything, including meat, the Perfects avoided every source of food associated with animal fat, including eggs. Their staple fare consisted of bread and fish, which they consumed in moderation; and they ate fish only because the engendering of fish in water was deemed to be free from the corruption that attached to mammalian intercourse.* It was this same revulsion for meat, because it was created by coition, that caused the Perfects to avoid pregnant women. According to strict Catharism the foetus was a creation of the devil which awaited its redeeming soul. Moreover, some Cathar versions of the Fall averred that the devil seduced the souls away from their heavenly home by introducing into it a beautiful woman whom all the souls desired to possess. Women were thus cast from the beginning as one of the instruments of the Fall and the devil’s creatures. Notwithstanding such misogyny, there had been Cathar Perfectae (women Perfects) in the period leading up to the fall of Montségur in 1244, and women played a crucial role in the story of the last Cathars.

The Cathar followers were inspired by the Perfects. As we shall see in the course of this narrative, the Good Men’s sacrifices were many and legendary. Whereas they seemed to be following in the true steps of Christ, their enemies, the Catholic priests, all too frequently trod the libertines’ primrose path of dalliance. In the words of the Perfect Pierre Authié whose apostolate is recalled to this day in Languedoc, the people had to choose between the Cathar church

which flees and forgives, and the other which fetters and flays: the former holds to the straight path of the apostles, and does not lie and deceive; the latter is the Church of Rome. (FR, f.249v)

At a time when human life was precarious and salvation in the next world was seen to compensate for the sorrows and sufferings in this one, it is not entirely surprising that so many people preferred to make common cause with the Cathar church; the more so since it enjoyed considerable support from the local political power.

Such was the spread of Catharism by the middle of the twelfth century that at the Third Lateran Council of 1179 Pope Alexander III publicly denounced the Cathars, noting that they were thick on the ground in Gascony, the Albigeois, the Toulousain and elsewhere, and that they were poisoning the minds of ordinary people. Between 1209 and 1255 the Cathars were savagely persecuted in Languedoc, which at that time was not part of France. Their challenge to the established Church was strongest in this region, probably because here they enjoyed the protection of powerful sympathizers and fiercely independent warlords such as the Counts of Foix and Toulouse and the Trencevals of Carcassonne.

In response to the murder in 1208 of his legate Pierre de Castelnau, Pope Innocent III proclaimed a crusade against the ‘Albigensians’, as the French invaders, who spearheaded the crusade, called the heretics (after the Tarn town of Albi). A cycle of death and destruction ensued. The massacres at Béziers (1209), Minerve (1210), and Lavaur (1211) were chronicled in the contemporary epic about Simon de Montfort’s crusades, the vernacular Chanson de la Croisade Albigeoise, and the havoc wreaked in the region by de Montfort and his crusaders lives on in the local folklore to this day. The bloodletting ended only with the fall of the Cathar fortresses of Montségur (1244) and Quéribus (1255).

Catharism had been contained, but not eradicated, by the French crusades, and the continuing suppression of heresy was entrusted in 1233 by Pope Gregory IX to the Dominicans. One of their number was the Inquisitor Geoffroy d’Ablis. It was he who almost exactly 100 years after the first crusade of 1209 oversaw the crushing of the last Cathars. By 1310 most of the leaders of the Cathar risorgimento had perished on pyres in Carcassonne and Toulouse. A decade later the Bishop of Pamiers, a Cistercian called Jacques Fournier, tied up the remaining loose ends, and by 1325 Catharism was a spent force. It would never rise again.

This book tells the story of the Cathar twilight between 1290 and 1329. The focus of the Inquisition had by now contracted to a number of small mountain villages in an area of Languedoc known as the Sabartès, with the spa town of Ax-les-Thermes at its centre. It was from this important border city at the gates of what are today the autonomous principality of Andorra and the region of Catalonia, in Spain, that in the 1290s a new Cathar leadership emerged in the guise of a talented and wealthy bourgeois family called Authié. They and other Perfects eventually expired in the flames of the Inquisition. But of their faithful followers, who included most of the ordinary people of the Ariège, a single person only, one Guillaume Fort from Montaillou, is recorded as ending his life at the stake during this wave of repression.

In the broader context of the bloodstained annals of medieval Languedoc this final conflict between the Church and its opponents rates as little more than a footnote. But the small-scale historical significance of these events is belied by the fascination that they have exerted ever since the relevant source records became available towards the end of the nineteenth century. It was then that the vast Fournier Register became more widely known for the first time after centuries of semi-oblivion in the vaults of the Vatican in Rome. As Emmanuel Le Roy Ladurie puts it in his masterly book on the village of Montaillou, Occitan Catharism resembles a dead star which after an eclipse of five centuries again gives off ‘a cold and fascinating light’.*

The clue to the appeal of this story lies in the nature of the evidence preserved in the Registers of Geoffroy d’Ablis (MS 4269) and especially that of Jacques Fournier (MS 4030). In them the glimpses of life in medieval Languedoc are so vivid and visual that turning the pages of the two manuscripts becomes like sitting through televised documentary footage from seven centuries ago. The reader, not unlike Alice in Wonderland, may feel that he or she has crossed over into a country where nothing is quite as expected; and the biggest surprise of all is that these medieval texts sharply mirror our own experiences of everyday life on the threshold of the third millennium. There are, of course, minor barriers such as, for example, some of the women’s first names. While we still use names like Raymonde and Béatrice, which are also in the Registers, others like Alamande, Alazais, Brune, Esclarmonde, Gauzia, Guillemette, Mengarde, Montane, Rixende and Serafina have long since gone out of fashion; but after a relatively short immersion in the documents even they acquire a kind of well-thumbed familiarity.

From these fourteenth-century manuscripts the homes and villages of the medieval Sabartès rise to the surface in a manner that is probably unique in the recorded history of Europe. We are taken inside thirteenth-century houses in Ax-les-Thermes, Junac, Larnat, Luzenac, Montaillou and further afield in Catalonia. There we are made to eavesdrop on people watching other people who are Cathar militants and who gather at night in lofts, cellars, barns and dovecotes where the hinges of doors have been cunningly silenced to avoid detection. Moreover the villages, the tracks in and out of them, and of course the surrounding landscapes are still largely intact and are mostly identified by the same names today as they were then.

The intrinsic merit of the extant Inquisitorial Registers has long been recognized, but the pieces of the puzzle have heretofore not been gathered into a whole, perhaps because single depositions, such as the long testimony of Pierre Maury, stand alone and in themselves provide fascinating and self-contained objects of analysis. If the published literature on these materials occasionally errs in this respect, it is because of its eclecticism.

The intention of this book is to discover what really happened on the ground during the d’Ablis and Fournier Inquisitions, and to that extent researching the story turned into a kind of detective work. It did not seem to be enough, for example, to state that the whole of the village of Montaillou was arrested on a given day in the late summer or early autumn of 1308. I wanted to find out why it had happened at that particular time, whether there was a significant connection between this and an earlier raid on the village in May that year, and how the Inquisitorial posse managed to take the village unawares. As always, wherever Montaillou is concerned, it was crucial to understand the role that the most powerful family in the village played in this series of events. They sat, spiderlike, at the centre of the resistance network against the Church during the years from 1290 to 1320, and they were fabulously wealthy. That they played a decisive part in the recrudescence of Catharism has long been known, but quite how their power operated through its links with the Inquisition has never been fully appreciated. Nor has it been adequately explained how they eventually fell from grace, when they had so successfully weathered the initial storms of the Inquisition which destroyed the Cathar ringleaders.

The name of this family was Clergue, and seven centuries later they remain pre-eminent in the present-day skeletal village of Montaillou. The insignia of status in the 1990s, such as a silver-streaked, top-of-the-range BMW and the latest Peugeot 406, both of them owned by Clergue cousins, bear witness to the Clergue families’ continuing hegemony here. From the window of the apartment that I rented from Georges Clergue, I sometimes spotted his cousin’s BMW silently crawling up the track which connects ‘Les Granges’, an area down by the creek of Montaillou, to the heart of the village, before heading for Ax-les-Thermes or Belcaire; even the descendants of medieval godfathers have to go shopping. The owner of the BMW is nowadays actively promoting the village’s Cathar heritage, which is so intimately enmeshed with the Clergues’ family history.

But this battle to revive the standing of Montaillou may already be lost. To date there is no café here to welcome visitors, and the indigenous population is shrinking at an alarming rate. Indeed, the entire Ariège is being depleted of its people, notwithstanding the regional powers’ efforts to staunch the haemorrhage from the villages. There are no teenagers in Montaillou, and the only children are those who spend time here during the summer in the colonie de vacances which occupies the corner where once the outer medieval track intersected with the track running from the square of thirteenth-century Montaillou.

The piecing together of the multiple bits of evidence in this book could never be a straightforward collage of fragments, because of the manner in which the evidence was obtained in the first place. The fact is that many of the testimonies convey only a partial truth at best. Sometimes the accused are afraid to tell all in case they implicate themselves too deeply or offend the local power, which would be there long after the Inquisitors had moved on; at other times they are desperately trying to save somebody else and as a result they offer half-truths.

The deposition of the genial Montaillou shepherd Pierre Maury before Jacques Fournier, for example, is legendary in Cathar studies, but it has all too often been taken at face value. The assumption was presumably that Maury was too upright to tell an untruth. But the fact that this courageous and likeable figure might be lying to shield his brother ought not necessarily to diminish him in our eyes. After all, he did not accept the spiritual authority of the Church of Rome to judge him. It is only when we realize how artfully disinformative parts of his testimony are that the deeper ramifications of his story become apparent.

The Cathar movement in the late-thirteenth-century Sabartès was an underground organization, and the Inquisition of Geoffroy d’Ablis never penetrated to its core in spite of the fact that it executed most of their leaders. It has been asserted confidently by a seminal writer on this material that the chief figurehead of the movement, Pierre Authié from Ax-les-Thermes, revealed more to the Inquisitors than others did while he was in custody in Toulouse (Duvernoy 1970, 46). His faith forbade him to lie, and we cannot rule out the possibility that he may have been tortured. But while he did tell them a great deal, he did not reveal to Geoffroy d’Ablis and Bernard Gui, his fellow Dominican Inquisitor rendered infamous in Umberto Eco’s The Name of the Rose, that the Clergues of Montaillou were Cathar collaborators. Clearly he answered questions, but he never volunteered the single most significant piece of information about the Cathar contamination of the Sabartès. As long as the Clergues were pulling the strings at Montaillou the Cathar flame was not extinct there.

The magnetism of this story stems in large part from the way it draws us into the minutiae of its world. The obvious next step, to get closer still, was to follow literally in the characters’ footprints, particularly since locations played such a large role in these records. Thus I wondered whether the Cathar track which ran from Larnat to the top of the mountain and from there down to Junac could be found, and if so what, if anything, could be learnt from this. Would it be possible 700 years on to locate the ravine on the Miglos side of the same mountain where a traitor was murdered in the spring of 1300 (see below, page 116)? Could I retrace the route that the châtelaine of Montaillou took whenever she returned to her father’s home to visit him and her sister?

I hoped that the experience of immersing myself in the landscape of the Sabartès might in some unforeseen ways illuminate the story. This did not seem impossible. These events had happened mostly in a rural and mountainous world that had topographically probably not changed much, if at all, in seven centuries. The visual impact of the passage of time was bound to be of a different order here from that of my own habitat in London, which has of course been transformed since the Middle Ages. If the fourteenth–century poet Geoffrey Chaucer were to return to London, he would find that his native metropolis had become an unrecognizable place; but the people from this Occitan story might simply walk back into their own landscape.

Because the writing of this book involved a fair amount of fieldwork, I heavily depended on local IGN maps, the justly famed French equivalents of British Ordnance Survey maps. They not only helped to guide me safely through my walks, but crucially they also recorded place names that in many cases have been forgotten even by the local people. The IGN maps needed, however, to be supplemented by the Plans Napoleoniens (PN), on which the whole of France was mapped during the first half of the nineteenth century. Every mairie in France has a copy of the PN for the area under its jurisdiction, and the collected Ariège ones are under legal deposit in the departmental archives in the city of Foix. Even the briefest research in the place names from the d’Ablis and Fournier Registers reveals that the PNs are still not being drawn on as extensively as they should be by writers on the last Cathars. This is a loss, not least because some of the PNs are delicately executed drawings of the kind rarely produced nowadays. Most important of all, they show a countryside which was still largely rural and pre-industrial, so that paths which were in use and remained visible for many centuries are now solely preserved on the PNs. For orientation in a medieval landscape, and for much else, they proved invaluable, and will continue to do so.

I set off in the Cathars’ tracks to discover nuggets of information, anything in fact that might shed light on my story. The location that I wanted to find above all others was comba del gazel near Montaillou.* In 1308 a young shepherd called Jean Pélissier had witnessed two Perfects’ flights through it, and in his dramatic account of it he had included specific details of the landscape (see below, pages 210–11).

On an oppressively hot July day I arrived in Montaillou in search of the comba. It was not marked on IGN 2148 ET, the map for the Ax-les-Thermes sector of the region, although the spur of the gazel was. The documents indicated that in comba del gazel there was a comba fred, and such a location was indeed listed as being in the haute montagne above Montaillou. The problem was that this particular comba fred, which turned out to be the wrong one, sat in a depression beyond the peaks of Pénédis and Roc de Quercourt, so that the village itself was not visible from there.

I nevertheless trekked up to the crest of the mountains, and this took about two hours. From up here Montaillou seemed small and insignificant. I wondered how Pélissier could possibly have observed two men coming from the village at such a distance. He could hardly have seen more than I could from this vantage point, since I happen to have perfect vision. I knew then that I had strayed too far afield.

In the blue distance south of me snow-tipped peaks stretched far away into the Cerdagne and Catalonia, and I thought of Pierre Maury of Montaillou. He had ceaselessly trekked through this same majestic landscape, and he had known the Pyrenees better perhaps than anyone ever will again. Generous to a fault, he had rescued his abused sister with the same determination that made him guide Perfects safely through the darkest nights. Nearly 700 years on, the idea of this free spirit ending his life in the dank cells of a prison near Pamiers was almost unbearable.

I was woken from my reverie by the racks of cloud that were starting to stack low over the Puymorens and the Capcir mountains. Almost immediately afterwards the skies darkened dramatically in the Ax-les-Thermes region down in the valley. Only then did I realize that the flies had been aggressive on the ascent because of an impending storm. Such inexperience can be fatal in the mountains, and I scrambled back towards Montaillou.

Raindrops were spitting when I stumbled across a narrow trench which widened downwards. The track that I was on cut right across its uppermost point. It seemed to be an obvious short-cut to Montaillou, and I took it notwithstanding a sea of nettles and snapped, jagged tree trunks everywhere, the handiwork of past gales and lightning. The storm broke when I was half-way down the furrow. Visibility shrank to a few yards in seconds, and immediately lightning was everywhere around me. I stretched out flat on the squelching woodland floor, and covered myself with my raincoat, never having experienced such a vehement rainstorm at close quarters. The lightning was terrifyingly low, and I remembered hearing from the local people that cows and sheep are struck down here every year. The word ‘paratonnerre’ comes readily to the lips of Montalionians (that is, people from Montaillou) when discussing anything, from the ruin of the castle to the unsightly electricity pylons which run along the lower slopes of the mountain in full view of Montaillou.

The eye of the storm settled above the grove of saplings where I sheltered for what seemed aeons, but was probably little more than ten minutes. Eventually I could rise safely and limp down into Montaillou; my bare legs, another beginner’s folly, were sore for three days from the wet nettles. I gazed back towards ‘my’ niche in the copse, to take with me the memory of a place where for the briefest moment I had endured a fraction of the outdoor trials that were a routine experience to the people of the thirteenth century. My spot among the new spruces was slightly recessed east from the hollow of the trench, and from Montaillou I could no longer see it. Later, when I came to know the area more intimately, when the topographical details of the medieval documents and the late-twentieth-century landscape seamlessly blended into each other, I realized that by sheer serendipity I had taken cover where comba delgazel and the medieval comba fred merge into each other: the very same spot where two Cathar Perfects hid from the Inquisition one day in the summer of 1308.

In a recent guidebook on the Pyrenees (1998), Marc Dubin writes of ‘the magnificent Pays de Sault’, which at the convergence of the two départements of the Aude and Ariège includes the four villages of Camurac, Comus, Prades and Montaillou. Locally the people proudly declare, ‘Le pays est beau, il est ouvert.’* A striking illustration of this was afforded me by one of my walks from Montaillou to Caussou by way of Prades and the Col de Marmare. It was winter, and it was warm. This combination can be lethal in the higher Pyrenees because it may induce avalanches, but at 4,000 feet it spelled ideal walking conditions: good visibility, since the trees were bare, no flies, and snow wherever there was shade. It is quite common here for the lee side of a path to be frozen solid while the more exposed part, a few inches across, is soaking in warm sunshine.

I did not quite know what to expect as I made my way down for the first time from the crest of the Marmare towards Caussou, the home village of the most famous character in the Fournier Register, Béatrice de Planisolles. But two miles or so above the village the valley gradually widened and before me there opened a harmonious, almost pastoral, prospect of meadows and river. My track was undoubtedly the medieval one, and this was therefore almost exactly what the young châtelaine saw during the last leg of her journey home from Montaillou or Prades to see her family.

It was over 20° Celsius when I strolled into Caussou. The solitary café in the village looked as if it had ceased trading some time ago, and it certainly would not open in the lunch hour. The shutters were down everywhere, and the only noises to be heard were the growling sound of the torrent cutting through the village, and the clinking of knives and forks on plates.

At the entrance to Caussou I had picked up a canine companion who insisted on chaperoning me through this terra incognita. I knew some of the names of the village’s inhabitants in 1300, and from the Ariège telephone directory I guessed that descendants of the families from that period still lived here in the 1990s. My new friend joined me in staring at a house in the village on which, in large letters, the word ‘Planisolles’ had been inscribed; at least somebody here would have understood why I desired to visit Caussou.

I sat on the wall of the cemetery down from the church, and my friend joined me. He clearly did not greatly care for the mountain cheese in my sandwich, but he graciously accepted what I gave him and stayed anyway. In my mind I called him Argos, because he was so true, and because I so enjoyed his company as we both sat ‘au soleil’. I tried to figure out where the seigneurial de Planisolles had lived, and concluded that it had probably been in the prime spot of this mountain ledge, an area directly east of the stream where the natural heart of the village still is today; quite close in fact to the twentieth-century ‘Planisolles’ villa.

If so, Béatrice’s uncle Pons de Planisolles’s house may also have stood near here. It was in his garden that in 1322 Pons’s son Raymond and an accomplice called Bourret buried a shepherd whom they had murdered. While the aristocrat from Caussou went unpunished, the peasant Bourret was hanged at Foix, but not before vengefully implicating another de Planisolles, a brother of Béatrice’s, in heresy. Bourret had wanted to destroy him through evoking the great class leveller of fourteenth-century Languedoc; heresy brought peasant and aristocrat alike under the jurisdiction of the Church. As we shall see, in the years preceding 1322 charges of ‘heresy’ had ruthlessly been exploited by the Church in just such a way to consolidate its economic power base in this corner of Languedoc.

The single most memorable convergence of the documents and the modern landscape was, for me, the discovery of the Perfects’ fording point in the Agly river at Tournefort. I was driving from Rasiguères towards a dot on IGN 2448 OT called Tournefort, when I saw a sign for this location not far ahead of me. The river bed was to my left some thirty feet below. The road bulged out convexly towards it, and I pulled up into this natural parking space to continue my search on foot. If a ford did indeed exist, then the documents placed it near enough to here. As I stepped away from the car and looked down at the Agly, I found that I stood right above it. There could be little doubt: not only was this where the river had been crossed for centuries, but the bulge in the road may also have been formed to meet the passage across the river.

If fording the Agly ultimately left little to the imagination, the opposite was the case with the church at Gebets near Montaillou. Medieval Gebets had been an important sister village of Montaillou, and it had been more intimately linked through family ties to it than either Prades or Camurac, both of which are considerably closer. Gebets is now officially a vanished location, but its existence is recalled in the place name ‘Crête de Gebets’ on IGN 2148 ET (11B). This marks a hilltop crest some three miles east of Montaillou and on the way to a village called Mérial, which once housed the biggest iron forges in the region. In the 1990s Mérial hides bleakly at the bottom of a cramped valley, the Défilé d’Adouxes. The sun only ever visits here grudgingly for a few hours each day, and Mérial is on the verge of extinction.

Some 200 yards up the mountain, right above Mérial and now completely gone, sat Gebets. Unlike its neighbour Mérial, this southeast-facing village would have enjoyed a degree of sunshine comparable to the villages of the Pays d’Aillou, as Prades and Montaillou are also known. A kindly local woman gave me instructions on how to get there from beyond the church of Mérial. Although I did indeed find signs of habitations off a semi-metalled woodland track, I could not be sure; and I could not find the ruins of the church of Gebets, which I knew had been visible only thirty years earlier.

I returned to Mérial at just the point when the grocer’s van appeared and le tout Mérial converged on this vital lifeline. It was my good fortune that the first person I asked for assistance happened to be a local farmer called André Vacquié. He explained how hard it was to find the church, that there was a small trail that I absolutely needed to take to get there. But it happened to be completely ‘envahi’ (overgrown) during summer, and there was therefore no way that I could find it. ‘Et voilà!’

André considered the logic of this, and then insisted that we take his truck. We stopped off close to where I had been earlier, and then penetrated downhill into a veritable jungle. After a mere five minutes we emerged into a half-clearing and, indeed, into the apse of the ruins of the tiny church of Gebets. Bits of wall still rise knee-high, and apse and front entrance could be distinguished. Pierre Maury’s uncle, who ended up in Sant Mateu in Catalonia, must once have stood inside this very same building, and so must young Raymonde Cléments of Gebets, whom her aunt Alazais Faure would save from the rampant Pierre Clergue of Montaillou.

My gallant host waited in silence ‘outside’ the church while I repeatedly photographed this green, dappled scene. So thick was the canopy of the young silver birches that neither of us noticed when it started to rain. Only a generation ago this same area had not only been clear of growth, but had been surrounded by arable land. It seems that the local farmers assiduously ploughed the soil around the church of old Gebets, and not infrequently turned up human bones, since their fields sat on top of the medieval churchyard.

I found it hard to tear myself away from the serenity of this spot. Where once people had worshipped there was now a strangely harmonious mélange of masonry and nature. I thought of San Damiano in Assisi. When the crucifix spoke to St Francis in that church and invited him to rebuild it, the chapel at Gebets would have risen proudly at the heart of this Pyrenean village. Now it was poised to disappear for ever.

Its neighbour across the mountain, however, the pilgrimage church of Notre-Dame-de-Carnesses in Montaillou, is a medieval manmade place which survives almost intact. There is no question about the authenticity of this building, notwithstanding various changes to it over the centuries, including a raising of the height of its walls. The chapel is the most noteworthy ancient building in the immediate area. Its apse, where the priest Pierre Clergue propositioned the châtelaine Béatrice de Planisolles, is perfectly preserved, and under its floor rests Pierre Clergue’s mother. The fact that Notre-Dame is still used as a church only serves to enhance its importance as a living fossil. Its counterpart in Prades, Saint-Pierre, another church with echoes of Pierre Clergue and Béatrice de Planisolles, also still stands, although its architectural history is rather more chequered.

The outstanding importance of Notre-Dame-de-Carnesses does not, however, mean that there are no other remains of interest on the site itself. The latest archaeological view appears to be that most of the medieval village has been gradually washed down the hill; and it is likely that when 400 years ago the villagers abandoned the old site and moved further down the hill, they cannibalized their former abode. Even so there are extant foundations in several different areas of the medieval site, notably north of the square and at paret del colel (the wall of Colel), where a still visible track from a-la-cot emerged opposite the old square; in other words where I have placed the house of Raymond Rous alias Colel.

Other manmade places survive in this area from the Middle Ages. The buildings of Pamiers from where Jacques Fournier launched his Inquisition may have largely disappeared, but the city’s street-grid is medieval and its names reflect its history; and one crucial street directly down from Fournier’s former palace has survived almost inviolate from the passage of centuries.

Once the cemetery of Saint-Jean, or (today) Saint-Jean-Martyre, lay outside the city walls of Pamiers. It no longer does so now that the walls are down. From the railway line to Toulouse, which passes close to it, it looks as ornate, crowded and slightly sinister as many other French cemeteries. Its shape and dimensions are not very different from what they used to be, so that this is to all intents and purposes the same place. Because of its elevation on a hill the cemetery commands an impressive prospect of Pamiers and its many churches. This very spot was the most infamous plot of land in Languedoc during the Fournier persecutions. It was here that Béatrice de Planisolles was sentenced along with others, and it was in this same place that Guillaume Fort of Montaillou was burnt at the stake in front of an audience which included his sister and his niece.

The grim prison of Allemans in the village of La Tour-du-Crieu has disappeared in its entirety. The houses which now ring-fence a space that doubles as parking area and children’s playground probably sit on the old ramparts, and the church of Saint-Paul is the only (partial) survivor of the massive set of buildings that once rose here. An entire subterranean world of dungeons and oubliettes once sprawled directly beneath the surface of the village square at La Tour-du-Crieu, and that same space where there is now only air once housed a number of the most important characters from this story. They were all brought together here, and the brothers Pierre and Jean Maury may have died right here too, as there is no mention of their release in 1329 when some of the other inmates were set free.

It is the oddest thing to be walking in the peaceful and relatively inaccessible countryside of the highlands of the Sabartès, and to recall the intensity of the Cathar faith which once prevailed in these same locations and this identical landscape. Did that faith make these immutable vistas appear differently to them than to us? One of the enduring mysteries surrounding this story is why it should have been right here that the Cathar or Albigensian faith flared up again one last time in the years from 1290 to 1320.

Almost anywhere in the Sabartès is off the beaten track after five minutes, and my abiding memory of trekking from Montaillou to Caussou, or through the Gorges de la Frau to Montségur, or in the snows of Jasse de Balaguès, or in the mountains above Larnat, or of resting on the crest of the Port de l’Artigue looking down into Catalonia, is of silence and solitude; no sounds from traffic or flight-paths intrude here, only the trickle of a creek, a sudden flutter in the bushes, and the beat of my walking-stick on the track. The Perfects and their passeurs similarly carried sticks to haul themselves up these severe escarpments and, perhaps, to fend off the occasional viper. When one considers that they trekked mostly at night, their achievements seem the more remarkable.

Although I spent time at night on the site of the former medieval village of Montaillou, and in Unac and Caussou, my one serious attempt at a night-time walk predictably ended in failure. What light there was did not suffice, and within minutes I needed to resort to a torch. It is easy to forget how impenetrably black night can be in the countryside under cloud, and yet this path led through a relatively open part of the landscape, not a gully full of boulders deposited by mountain torrents during spring, or a secret track perilously winding its way up a mountainside. I had previously wondered why local Perfects, who after all knew the region fairly well, needed pathfinders. Now I understood that the human equivalent of a feline sixth sense was required to advance any distance at all here at night; and even when thus accompanied, the Perfects still needed to be physically fit enough to cope with these strenuous journeys.

While I trekked extensively in the Sabartès, there were distances that required a more practical twentieth-century mode of transport, the car. To the extent that I drove some 15,000 miles in search of the last Cathars, researching this book at times assumed the character of a road movie.

When I was preparing the groundwork for this story, I repeatedly encountered the misleading assertion that the town of Ax-les-Thermes in the Ariège and the village of Arques in the Aude circumscribed its geographical boundaries; anything that happened beyond this grid was deemed to show exceptional initiative on the part of the people of the Registers. But Occitan shepherds travelled well beyond the confines of Languedoc, let alone Arques or Ax. The culture of the internal combustion engine takes it for granted that large distances can be covered in quick time only because of the horsepower under the bonnet. But this is not the case. One of the more striking aspects of the Registers was the evidence of people’s mobility and the huge distances that they travelled in relatively short spaces of time.

The arch of transhumance, as the seasonal moving of livestock to regions of a different climate is known, stretched from Montaillou into Catalonia. Indeed, at the approach of winter the shepherds of the Pyrenees took their flocks all the way to the coast near Valencia. They did so across the Puymorens or Capcir mountains such as the Riucaut, and then headed south through the Cerdagne and across the Cadí range. Around Easter they would do the same trek in reverse and head back towards the summer pastures in the mountains. I could not walk in their footsteps, partly because the medieval tracks across the passes can no longer be easily picked up, and partly because such treks are beyond the scope of all but the hardiest and toughest walkers.

When I drove from Montaillou to the coastal town of Peñíscola above Valencia I had a choice of several possible itineraries. I decided to go by way of the Puymorens from Ax-les-Thermes, because we know for certain that this was one of the tracks that medieval shepherds used to take. They do not seem to have used the direct route to La Seu d’Urgell, which cuts through Andorra and across the Port d’Envalira, perhaps because of the tensions that existed between them and the Andorrans (see below, pages 309–10).

I scheduled my drive to coincide roughly with the beginning of the medieval September transhumance, which started around St Michael’s (29 September). It was a wet, dark and fog-bound morning when I set out from Montaillou around 6 a.m. As I turned the ignition, the temperature gauge indicated 4° Celsius. Even the reassuring purr of the engine did little to relieve the oppressiveness of the drive to Ax-les-Thermes.

About three miles south-west from Montaillou I turned into the short ascent to the top of the Col du Chioula. It was here, on this very spot where the road curves left to begin the climb, that in May 1308 two boys from Montaillou had, in the middle of the night, met a leading local Cathar. At that precise moment shortly after 6 a.m., in a place which was once known as the superius del angle, the temporal gap between 1308 and the late 1990s seemed suddenly acutely real. It was one thing to walk in the Cathars’ tracks on sun-drenched days of spring; it was quite another to struggle up a stony gully in the pitch dark in a rainstorm or a blizzard. I then realized, as Jack London and George Orwell had done when trying to join the lives of the poor and dispossessed in London, that one can never truly be there as long as the chance of getting out remains entirely a matter of choice. Just as it was only ever possible to be a tramp-in-disguise rather than the real thing during a few weeks of well-intentioned research, so it was impossible now to experience the harshness of life in the medieval Cathar Languedoc. And not only did the Cathars struggle with the elements in a way that I never did or could, but this entire drama was played out against the background of a savagely repressive regime that thought burning people was not necessarily wrong. Jacques Fournier reputedly wept grievously (multum plangebat) for having to burn the Valdensian Raymond de la Côte whom he knew to be a good man (FR, f.27r); but burn him he did.

On that particular September morning of my drive to Spain the Ax-les-Thermes slope of the Puymorens was shrouded in mists, and I therefore chose to go through the Puymorens tunnel rather than across the mountain. When I emerged on the Latour-de-Carol side day was dawning; the skies were clear, and the stars were fading as the sun rose beyond the south-eastern mountains of the Cerdagne valley.

I crossed into Spain at Bourg-Madame and then made my way to La Seu d’Urgell from where I drove to Lleida past places called Tragó and Pons; they both featured in a famous episode towards the very end of the Cathar diaspora in Catalonia. The climactic change was dramatic, and when I passed Lleida around 11.30 a.m. the temperature had risen to 30° Celsius. The roads were straight, empty and somnolent, and I relied on the air-conditioning to keep me alert. What a contrast from the freezing start to my day. I could not have wished for a more apposite illustration of why the Occitan shepherds descended with their flocks to Catalonia year after year to spend the winter months there.

From Lleida I drove into Los Monegros, before turning south at Fraga. I crossed the Ebre river at Mequinenza, and pushed on to Alcañiz and towards Morella. Some stretches on this road were so desolate that they might have been in New Mexico or Arizona. I thought of young Arnaud Sicre, the ‘iceman’ of this story. Like me he had headed south towards those same far-off blue hills beyond the vanishing point of this heat-shimmering strip of road; further still lay the olive groves and lush pastures of Càlig and Sant Mateu, and the sea. But Arnaud had walked all the way, and later he would recall the depth of his weariness as he arrived in Sant Mateu. He could hardly have dared to hope that it would deliver so much more than he had ever imagined.

By the time I embarked on the last leg of my journey to Morella, through the solitary hills of the Sierra de la Molinera and Els Ports, I had driven for eight hours. It was around 3 p.m. when I coasted through the narrow cobbled streets of Morella and made for the municipal car-park high up on the hill. That afternoon, under a hot and cloudless sky, the city was being lashed by parching winds that were sweeping down from the distant Pyrenees through the open plains of Catalonia.

Among the many new (to me) villages and cities that I visited during the writing of this book, Morella was the most spellbinding. Its elevated, almost haughty, position confers on it a sense of grandeur. I did not stay there long enough to get to know its people, to learn how the Morellans view themselves, but I somehow suspected that there would be a certain chic defining them. For me Morella held the additional excitement, on my first night there, of hearing the news in my hotel bedroom in both Castilian and in Catalan; for Catalan is the closest anyone can come now to the langue d’oc that was spoken by all the characters in this story. The two are virtually identical.

Approaching Morella by night from the south and Sant Mateu, as I did on another occasion, is both a memorable and an intimidating experience. Rather than climbing gently towards the walled city and its sea of lights, the road dips from Port de Querol all the way down to the bottom of the mount so that during the short, brusque ascent which follows Morella gradually fills the car’s windscreen until finally it dwarfs driver and vehicle alike. From this perspective Morella at night is a medieval New York. It was partly here, and partly in Sant Mateu down towards the coast, that the Cathar church survived in exile, loosely grouped around Guillaume Bélibaste who made Morella his home.

All the main players who wrote the last chapter in the Catalonian exile after 1310 passed through this place. By the time I reached Morella I was familiar with the sites where they had trodden. But visiting this particular city was different, and what made it so was the knowledge that in my memory were stored images from the Sabartès that they would have shared as a memory before me; images of comba del gazel and the haute montagne of Montaillou, of the Val de Caussou and, most poignantly of all perhaps, of Cubières and junac, the Languedoc home villages of Bélibaste and his lover Raymonde respectively. I had stood on that same rocky shelf in Junac that once housed Raymonde Marty’s home and that of her sister Blanche, and on two different occasions I had walked through Guillaume Bélibaste’s home village of Cubières, and now I was in Morella, where in the 1310s they spoke of home to visitors. Today Bélibaste’s Cubières is a place that time forgot, but its exquisite location and the esprit de corps of its villagers ensure that it is a modern village jieuri. When I last stayed in Cubières, an azure-painted wheelbarrow, delicately decked in geraniums, occupied pride of place on the del Saouzé creek. It probably stood within a few yards of where the Bélibastes’ homestead once rose, because we know that the Bélibastes’ paddock rolled down towards the river.

Bélibaste never saw Cubières again, but I returned in 1999. If there is a commemorative plaque or any other kind of memorial to him in his native village, I missed it. But the place of his death, Villerouge-Termenès, has become a shrine to this last Cathar Perfect; and the very fortress where he lingered in chains as a prisoner is now largely dedicated to paying homage to him, thus proving that some version at least of the dictum sanguis martyrorum semens christianorum* even came true for him. There would have been, one imagines, many a worthier man than the former shepherd-turned-Perfect in the Corbières in the course of these long centuries, but it is Guillaume Bélibaste who is remembered; and not only here, but also in Catalonia. Both Morella, which is in the Comunidad Valenciana, and Sant Mateu in Catalonia refer to him in their tourist publicity.

In the intervening centuries since the arrest of the Maury brothers in Catalonia in 1323, only a handful of people will have travelled through these parts with an internalized knowledge of this particular history and its settings in the Sabartès. I suddenly found that sharing another community’s tribal memory became a weighty and even guilty knowledge, because unlike them I was free and unbounded. I had the choice to drive back into France, as I did, simply because I had by good fortune been born in a free country in the second half of the twentieth century.

Whenever I have stayed in Montaillou, I have been acutely conscious of the fact that nearly seven centuries earlier, within yards of my rented apartment in a-la-cot, the people of Montaillou had sat fearfully anticipating every next move by the Inquisition. Although they enjoyed considerable freedoms as far as the secular powers were concerned, the Church demanded that they surrender their souls and spirits to it, and for punishment their bodies. And there was nothing they could do other than nurture their true faith secretly in the innermost recesses of their hearts.

The abiding impression from this story is one of the value of the enchanting small change of everyday life in medieval Languedoc. The Registers of Geoffroy d’Ablis and Jacques Fournier introduce a gathering of intelligent, sensuous, food-loving, witty and warm people. In spite of all the pains and sorrows unjustly inflicted on them, the people interrogated in the d’Ablis and Fournier Registers held the Inquisition in check for two decades. Although they lost the uneven contest in the end, this account intends to show that the Church never succeeded in quashing their spirit. They were simply ordinary people following their instincts to protect their loved ones, and it was their misfortune that their tiny part of the country fell under the scrutiny of a vindictive established Church.


Sources and Procedures

The primary written sources of this book are two fourteenth-century Inquisitorial Registers: MS 4269 (Bibliothèque Nationale, Paris), which concerns Geoffroy d’Ablis’s Inquisition at Carcassonne, and MS 4030 (Vatican Library), which contains the testimonies given before Jacques Fournier at Pamiers. These are complemented by the Sentences of the Pamiers Inquisition, which survives in the British Library as BM MS 4697, and as the Liber Sententiarum Inquisitionis Tholosanae 1307–1323 inside Philip Limborch’s printed Historia Inquisitionis (1692). In addition a number of volumes in the Doat collection (Bibliothèque Nationale, Paris) contain relevant materials which have been used in this book.

Both the d’Ablis and Fournier Registers have been authoritatively edited. The vast MS 4030 appeared in 1965 in a magisterial, three-volume edition with notes by Jean Duvernoy, who followed it in 1978 with an annotated French translation. The much less substantial, but equally interesting, d’Ablis volume was published in a parallel Latin–French text in 1984, with notes and a full apparatus criticus by Annette Pales-Gobilliard. MS 4697 remains unedited, probably because of Limborch’s printed version, which is almost universally used in writing on this fourteenth-century history. In this respect I have followed suit, while also consulting MS 4697.

In quoting from the Registers I have in each case gone to the original manuscripts, which I have checked against the standard editions in the case of d’Ablis and Fournier. I have always followed manuscript unless otherwise indicated. I have not marked upper case in my Latin quotations, because the manuscripts do not, but I have followed precedent in spelling out every word rather than attempting to reproduce the extensive abbreviations used by the medieval clerks.

In a number of significant instances my readings of the Fournier Register differ from the ones supported by its editor. On MS 4030, f.44r, for example, the word eruca, meaning rocket, occurs. Although the proposed correction to bursa (‘leather bag, purse’: Duvernoy 1965, 1.248) makes good sense of an admittedly awkward passage, bursa is too far off manuscript’s eruca to be attributed to a scribal mistake. With some reservations I have therefore retained eruca in my translation.

A further example is provided by MS 4030, f.265r, where Duvernoy suspects three scribal errors, one of which, eadem, is silently and rightly emended to eodem (Duvernoy 1965, 3.198). But the other two corrections are substantive: for the first name Ramunda the word hereticus is substituted, and manuscript’s verb venisset (venio: to come) becomes vidisset (video: to see). Both these changes distort the reading of manuscript, which is colourful and kinetic in its own right.

Where I have departed from manuscript, or adopted a previously proposed editorial reading, this is indicated. Thus at MS 4030, f.43r, where manuscript offers a seemingly meaningless muicture, the phrase ‘iuncture’ has been proposed as an emendation (Duvernoy 1965, 1.244). In MS 4030 only the string ‘-cture’ seems safe, and in this instance I have adopted the editorial emendation, which makes good sense and allows for minim confusion and transposition of letters, both of which are familiar characteristics of manuscripts.

All translations are my own, and there are inevitably differences of emphasis and meaning from my predecessors. Where, for example, Duvernoy glosses ‘habebimus inter vestrum de vobis’ as ‘mais nous aurons votre mort’, I follow Niermeyer (1984) in translating inter as a preposition (rather than a noun) meaning ‘for this as well as that’; accordingly my text reads ‘for these reasons we will strip you of all your belongings’ (FR, f.96v; Duvernoy 1978, 463).

Another source of confusion originates from the closeness of the two cognate languages of fourteenth-century Languedoc: Medieval Latin, which was the written language, and Occitan, which was universally spoken in the Sabartès. It is not always clear whether a particular phrase is one or the other, as the case of druda illustrates; it sounds like Occitan, but in the particular instance in the text it is, probably, Latin.

For druda the two languages afford related glosses, but that is not the case with the use of posticium at MS 4030, f.76r. I take the phrase posticium to be Latin rather than Occitan and concur with the generic meaning of ‘small door’ (Lewis and Short 1969; Niermeyer 1984; DuCange 1840); I consequently read intra (‘inside’) where others have read infra (‘under’), logically so since they follow Levy (1892–1924) in taking posticium to be Occitan and meaning ‘plank’. While the Occitanians therefore hide the present for the Perfects under a plank or palette, the Latinists put it inside the oven door (see below, page 16).

Throughout I have used Lewis and Short and Gaffiot (1934) for Classical and

















YellowCross/styles/page-template.xpgt
 

   

     
       
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  









YellowCross/page-map.xml
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 




YellowCross/images/9780140276695_TheYellowCross_IMG_005.jpg
Ww. mw : _.-Illllm.l\u..\J m
m,,,//mm )
5 "/”,/,, Wl B
s 3 ) S ..4,,,./ L E 4
. 3 s s 2 ;
o N st
WTT ) H ) . W.W.&,.u . L _m
i : 3 E} W H H






YellowCross/images/9780140276695_TheYellowCross_IMG_006.jpg
!
S

Cubiarss






YellowCross/images/9780140276695_TheYellowCross_IMG_003.jpg
TR .

Plareau of the castle s
£

MONTAILLOU
s setting,
1300-1309

CASTELLA % .






YellowCross/images/9780140276695_TheYellowCross_IMG_004.jpg
Placeau of the
casele and
extant ruin

T MONTAILLOU

1300-1309

SITE OF A CHILDREN'S
COLONIE DE VACANCES
1N2000






YellowCross/images/9780140276695_TheYellowCross_IMG_007.jpg





YellowCross/images/9780140276695_TheYellowCross_IMG_008.jpg
2~ Pallars T

Perpignan t &
Bacisry &:ﬂ}#w""’f TP -
. / AGastelld NISTras
¢ » » w0 o Isibena-Benasque 7 i N
A I B / H Figueres®
i
Serra g, o8 TRMP | A g
e e
1

The Catalonia of the Cathar diaspora,
1310—1323






YellowCross/images/9780140276695_TheYellowCross_IMG_001.jpg





YellowCross/images/9780140276695_TheYellowCross_IMG_002.jpg
Tours

he lands of Occitan Catharism

: ., ’

i

;4\
CATALONIA &

i

%

s

30km.

0

200 miles

1do






