Béranger(e)

History

Some 18 years ago my father Aucussin Taillepierre, apprentice sculptor, executed a "Danse Macabre" for the Earl Roger-Bernard of Foix. His work at the castle lasted nearly a year. The Earl was then at war, and when he came back, he kicked my father out of the castle so he would not have to pay him, although his work was almost finished. The only person who then seemed to protest against this injustice was Blanche, Countess Beatrice's lady's companion. One years work and for any payment a drubbing! How can a lord be so cheap? If everyone knew that such a disastrous treason was hidden behind the famous miracle of the "Danse Macabre"! But soon there will be no more macabre dance and father will be avenged.

The year after, father married Nicolette and I was born. His reputation having been tarnished by the incident, he did not find any new employment as apprentice sculptor. To make a living, he had to accept inferior or perilous tasks, mainly for religious buildings. One day, on the building site of the church of Estagel, the makeshift scaffolding on which he was standing gave way. He fell to his death, so Foix has finally assassinated him. I was then 10 years old.

I was a teenager when my mother died. I was then old enough to take the same road my father has taken when he was an apprentice. I met a troop of wandering entertainers who took me in and taught me to be a minstrel. I fell in love with poems and music and discovered in myself an innate talent for these arts. The chansons de geste which I interpreted with my companions met great success, but since we were in the Earldom of Foix, I decided to leave my friends. Indeed I had never given up the idea of avenging my father. I would go to Foix to destroy the stolen artwork, to take the payment, to rehabilitate my father’s memory and to harm the Earl of Foix. I would also take the opportunity to meet the poet Gobrant, who lives with the Foix family. I have heard that the house contained some artworks that I greatly admired.

Today

On my way to the castle of Foix, I met Garin Trencavel of Béziers and Carcassonne, accompanied by his squire. I introduced myself as a wandering minstrel. Knight Garin told me that he was going to the Foix winter castle and asked me to go with him, saying that my presence would please a genteel lady. We sympathized and Garin confided in me that he was going over there to prevent the wedding of his sweet love Jeanne of Toulouse with Bongart, son of the Earl of Foix. In character, Garin was a little lout, but I liked his plan to oppose a project of the Earl of Foix and himself. Without losing sight of the fact that he had a different status than mine, I proposed to support him, which guaranteed my introduction into the castle. He asked me to write a poem for his Jeanne.

At the end of the day, we reached the castle of Foix. Knight Garin declared that it was a courtesy visit and asked to see his friend Bongart. The drawbridge opened. He sent me to have something to eat in the kitchen, while he was going to the common room and while his squire was busy dealing with the horses. In the kitchen, I met Cauvin, a retarded servant, who was kind enough to bring me food and drink. He prepared a tray with drinks, while singing a poem which reminded me very much of the style of the poet Gobrant. I asked him to teach it to me. He told me he could not, for an obscure matter of secrecy, but my good manners managed to convince him. After being enriched by this text, I decided that it was dark enough to go to the chapel. I found its small side door open, the lock forced. I entered.

I took my father’s sculptor tools out of my bag. For a moment I admired my father’s artwork, which adorned the interior face of the chapel, then resolutely started to destroy it, scraping first the prince’s face. From where I was, I could watch outside through a stained glass window. There were lights at windows of the castle. I heard a “splash” in the moats, which made me startle. After the prince's face: the priest's face, who represented the other authority. Shouts drew my attention. They came from a first floor window, at the western angle of the main building. I heard another “splash”, then the light dimmed in the room. I still scraped, keeping an eye on the windows. Of course I wounded myself in the palm of my left hand with the tool. That bled a lot, so I made a bandage with my handkerchief. A new light appeared from the same window and disappeared a few moments afterwards. I had done enough, so I returned to the castle by the kitchen.

The cooks were busy enough not to pay attention to me. I readjusted my outfit covered with dust and cleaned my hand. Cauvin entered and hung a beautiful jacket above the fireplace to make it dry. Seeing me, he said: “Oh you stained yourself too!” I settled a few moments, with a mug of cider. The first part of my revenge had succeeded. I decided that, for my father's wages, I would try to steal Foix’s gold candelabra.

Appearance and behavior 

You only live to avenge your father. Apart from that, you are not malicious and you are a pleasant companion. You are a true artist, with a real gift for poetry and music. Fortune really does not interest you.

You wear a minstrel outfit, simple but neat, and accessories (player’s choice: material to write with, musical instrument, etc). Your bag contains sculptor tools (something to scrape). You know the poem that Cauvin taught you (text given by the organizer). You have a bloody handkerchief tied around the left hand.

Skills

· to read and write

· languages: French, language of Oc

· to practice an artistic activity

· to decipher an artwork

· heraldic

· sense of observation: 2
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