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Jourth Tale

RICCIARDO MANARDI IS DISCOVERED BY MESSER LIZIO DA VAL-
BONA WITH HIS DAUGHTER, WHOM RICCIARDO MARRIES, AND
REMAINS ON GOOD TERMS WITH THE FATHER

AFTER Elisa was silent the queen listened to the praise given to her tale by
the company, and then ordered Filostrato to tell one; and he began laugh-
ingly as follows:

I have been condemned so often by so many of you because I imposed
upon you subjects of cruel tales and tears that I think I am obliged—
in order to try to repair the trouble I have caused—to tell you something
to make you laugh a little. So I intend to tell you a short little tale about
a love affair which came to a happy ending after no more woe than a
few sighs and a brief fear mingled with shame.

Not long ago, worthy ladies, there lived in Romagna a wealthy and
accomplished knight, named Messer Lizio da Valbona. On the verge of
old age a daughter was born to him by his wife, Madonna Giacomina,
and this daughter as she grew up became more beautiful and charming
than any girl of that country. Since she was the only child she was greatly
beloved by her father and mother, and watched over with the greatest
care, for they hoped to make a great match of her.

Now it happened that Messer Lizio’s house was much frequented by
a handsome and comely young man named Ricciardo, belonging to the
family of the Manardi of Brettinoro, whom Messer Lizio and his wife
treated as if he were their son. As the young man was continually seeing
this very beautiful and charming girl, who was so accomplished and de-
lightful and already of marriageable age, he fell deeply in love with her,
and concealed his love with the greatest care. But the girl noticed it, and
without making any resistance, began to love him too, which naturally
delighted Ricciardo. He often made up his mind to speak to her, but was
silent from fear of offending her; however, one day he found the oppor-
tunity and courage to say:



“Caterina, I beseech you not to let me die of love.”

And the girl promptly answered:

“I hope to God you will not let me die of it.”

This answer gave Ricciardo great pleasure and eagerness, and he said:

“I shall never refuse anything which pleases you, but you must find
some means of saving your life and mine.”

“Ricciardo,” said the girl, “you see how carefully I am watched, and
for that reason I do not see how you can come to me, but if you can see
anything I can do without shame to myself, tell me, and I will do it.”

After thinking for a time, Ricciardo said abruptly:

“My sweet Caterina, I can see no other way unless you can sleep or
manage to be on the balcony overlooking your father’s garden. If I knew
you would be there at night, I would find some means of getting there,
however high it might be.”

“If you have the courage to come there,” said Caterina, “I think I
can arrange to sleep there.”

Ricciardo said he had; and so they hastily kissed once, and parted.

It was about the end of May, and next day the girl began to complain
to her mother that she had not been able to sleep on account of the exces-
sive heat. Said the mother:

“What heat do you mean, my child? It was not hot at all.”

“Mother,” said Caterina, “you ought to add ‘in my opinion,” and then
perhaps you would be right. But you should remember how much
warmer girls are than elderly women.”

“That’s true, my child,” said the mother, “but I cannot make it hot
and cold at will, as you perhaps might like. You must endure the
weather the season brings. Perhaps it will be cooler tonight, and you will
sleep better.”

“God grant it,” said Caterina, “but it doesn’t usually happen that the
nights get cooler as the summer comes on.”

“Well,” said the mother, “what do you want done?”

“If my father and you are willing,” replied Caterina, “I should like
to have my bed on the balcony beside the bedroom overlooking the gar-
den; and there I could sleep, and listen to the nightingales, and be in a
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cooler place, and be much more comfortable than in your bedroom.”

“Well,” said the mother, “cheer up, my child. I will speak to your
father, and we will do what he wishes.”

Now Messer Lizio was an old man and therefore perhaps a little
crossgrained; so when he heard about this, he said:

“What’s this about a nightingale and wanting to sleep to its singing?
I’ll make her sleep to the cricket’s song too.”

The night after Caterina was told this, she not only did not sleep
herself—more from annoyance than from the heat—but did not allow
her mother to sleep, and kept complaining of the great heat.

So next morning the mother went to Messer Lizio, and said:

“Messer, you cannot care much for the child; what does it matter to
you which balcony she sleeps on? She could not keep still all night for
the heat. Besides, why should you wonder that she wants to hear the
nightingale singing, when it’s a girl’s whim? Young people like those
things which are like them.”

Hearing this, Messer Lizio said:

“Go, make her up whatever bed will go there, and hang it round with
some serge, and let her sleep there and listen to the nightingale’s singing as
much as she wants.”

As soon as the girl heard this, she had a bed made up at once. And,
since she was to sleep there that night, she so arranged matters that she
saw Ricciardo, and made him a sign agreed upon between them, whereby
he understood what he had to do.

When Messer Lizio heard the girl go to bed he locked a door which led
from the bedroom to the balcony, and went to bed also. And when
Ricciardo saw that everything was quiet, he climbed on to a wall with
the help of a ladder, and then clinging to the brick projections of another
wall, he reached the balcony—with great difficulty, and great danger if
he had fallen—and was greeted softly but with the greatest delight by
the girl. After many kisses they lay down together, and took delight
and pleasure of each other almost the whole night, making the nightin-
gale sing many times.

Nights are short and their delight was great, and already the day
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was at hand, though they did not know it. They were so warm with the
weather and their play that they both went to sleep almost at once,
Caterina with her right arm round Ricciardo’s neck and her left hand
holding the thing you are ashamed to mention among men.

Thus they slept without waking until dawn came and Messer Lizio got
up. Remembering that his daughter was sleeping on the balcony, he
softly opened the door, saying to himself:

“Let us see how the nightingale made Caterina sleep last night.”

He crept up and gently lifted the serge curtain round the bed, and
saw Ricciardo and Caterina sleeping naked and uncovered in the embrace
I have just described. He recognized Ricciardo, and then departed to his
wife’s bedroom, and called to her:

“Get up at once, wife, and come and see how your daughter is so fond
of the nightingale that she has caught it and is still holding it in her
hand.”

“How can that be?” said the lady.

Said Messer Lizio:

“You will see if you come at once.”

'The lady dressed hurriedly, and softly followed Messer Lizio. When
they came to the bed and the serge was lifted, Madonna Giacomina could
plainly see how her daughter had caught and was holding the nightin-
gale, which she had so much wanted to hear sing. Whereat the lady, con-
sidering herself basely deceived by Ricciardo, wanted to scream and
insult him; but Messer Lizio said:

“Wife, if you value my love, say nothing of this. In truth, since she
has caught him, he shall be hers. Ricciardo is a gentleman and a rich
young man. We can have nothing but good from an alliance with his
family. If he wants to escape from me, he must first marry her. So he’ll
find he has put the nightingale in his own cage, and not in anyone else’s.”

This consoled the lady; and when she saw that her husband was not
angered by what had happened, and when she considered that her daugh-
ter had spent a good night and had rested well and caught the nightin-
gale, she was silent.

They had scarcely spoken these words when Ricciardo awoke and saw
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it was bright day; thinking himself certain of death, he woke Caterina

and said:
“Alas, my heart, what shall we do? The daylight has come and caught

me.”

At these words Messer Lizio stepped forward, lifted the serge, and
replied:

“We shall do well.”

When Ricciardo saw him, he felt as if the heart had been torn from his
body. He sat up in the bed, and said:

“Sir, I beg you mercy for God’s sake. I know I have merited death, as
a wicked and treacherous man, and therefore do with me as you will.
But, if it may be, I beg you will have pity on my life, and not have me
die.”

“Ricciardo,” said Messer Lizio, “this is not the reward I should have
had for my love of you and my trust in you. But, since it is so, and since
youth has made you commit this fault, take Caterina as your legitimate
wife to save yourself from death and me from shame, so that, as she has
been yours this night, she may be yours so long as she lives. In this way
my peace and your safety may be achieved. And if you will not do
this, recommend your soul to God.”

While all this was being said, Caterina loosed her hold of the nightin-
gale, and covering herself over began to weep and to beg her father to
forgive Ricciardo. And, on the other hand, she begged Ricciardo to do
what Messer Lizio wanted, so that they might long and securely enjoy
such nights.

But there was no need of many entreaties. On the one side shame for
the fault committed and desire to amend it, on the other side the fear
of dying, the desire to escape, and moreover ardent love and the desire
to possess the beloved, made him say freely and without hesitation that
he was ready to do what Messer Lizio wanted. So Messer Lizio borrowed
one of Madonna Giacomina’s rings, and without getting out of bed Ric-
ciardo took Caterina as his wife in their presence. After which, Messer
Lizio and his wife went away, saying:

“Rest for a while, perhaps you need it more than to get up.”
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When they had gone, the two young people embraced each other; and,
since they had not travelled more than six miles that night, they went on
another two; and so ended the first day.

When they got up, Ricciardo made more definite arrangements with
Messer Lizio, and a few days later, as was fitting, he again wedded the
girl in the presence of friends and relatives, and took her home with
great rejoicing, and honourably made a great wedding festival; and
afterwards for a long time in peace and quietness hunted birds with her
day and night as much as he pleased.

Fifth Tale

GUIDOTTO DA CREMONA BEQUEATHS HIS DAUGHTER TO GIA-

COMINO DA PAVIA AND DIES. GIANNOLE DI SEVERINO AND MIN-
GHINO DI MINGOLE BOTH FALL IN LOVE WITH HER IN FAENZA
AND QUARREL OVER HER; THE GIRL IS DISCOVERED TO BE
GIANNOLE’S SISTER AND IS GIVEN TO MINGHINO AS HIS WIFE

EacH of the ladies laughed so much as they listened to the tale of the
nightingale that although Filostrato had ended his tale they could not
stop laughing. But when everyone had done laughing, the queen said:

“Certainly, if you distressed them yesterday, you have txckled them
so much today that no one can reasonably complain.”

And as it was Neifile’s turn to speak, she ordered her to tell a tale,
which she began merrily as follows:

Since Filostrato went to Romagna for his tale, I also want to go some-
what afield with my story telling. In the city of Fano dwelt two Lom-
bards, one of whom was named Guidotto da Cremona and the other
Giacomino da Pavia, old men who had spent almost all their youth as
soldiers in feats of arms. When Guidotto was at the point of death, hav-
ing no son or any friend or relative whom he trusted more than Giaco-
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mino, he bequeathed him his daughter (who was about ten years old),
* and his possessions; and, after settling all his affairs, he died.

- About this time the city of Faenza, which had long been at war and in
disasters, returned to a better frame of mind, and permission was freely
given to all who wished to return there. And so Giacomino, who had
lived there in the past and liked the place, returned there with all he had
- and took with him the child Guidotto had bequeathed him, whom he
loved and treated as his own daughter.

When the child grew up she was as beautiful a girl as any in the town;
and she was as modest and well behaved as she was beautiful. So, many
began to court her, but two handsome -and excellent young men espe-
cially fell deeply in love with her, so much so that through jealousy they
began to hate each other extremely. One of them was named Giannole
di Severino and the other Minghino di Mingole. As she was now fifteen
years old, either of them would gladly have taken her as his wife, if his
relatives had permitted. But, seeing that honest means were forbidden,
each of them began to look for some other way of getting her.

Giacomino had 'in his household an old woman servant and a man
servant named Crivello, a pleasant and friendly man. Giannole was very
familiar with him and, when he thought the time ripe, confessed his
love to him and begged him to give aid in attaining his desire, promising
him great things if he succeeded. Said Crivello:

“The only thing I can do for you is to take you to her when Giacomino
has gone out to dinner, because she would not listen to me if I spoke to
her on your behalf. If that pleases you, I promise to do it; do then what
you think is best.”

Giannole said that he wanted nothing better, and so they agreed.

Minghino on the other hand had become familiar with the old woman,
and had gone so well to work with her that she had several times carried
messages from him to the girl and had almost inflamed her with love
for him. Moreover, she had promised to bring him to the girl when Gia-
comino happened to be away from home in the evening.

Not long after this, through Crivello’s arrangements, Giacomino went
out to sup with a friend. He informed Giannole, and arranged with him
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that on a given signal he was to come, and would find the door open. On
the other hand, the old woman servant, knowing nothing about this, sent
to tell Minghino that Giacomino would not sup at home, and told him
to remain near the house so that when he saw her signal he could come in.

Evening came, and the two lovers, knowing nothing about each other
but mutually suspicious, went with some armed friends to get possession
of the girl. Minghino and his friends awaited the signal in a friend’s
house close to the girl’s; Giannole and his companions remained at a little
distance.

When Giacomino had gone, Crivello and the servant each tried to get
the other out of the way.

“Why don’t you go to bed?” said Crivello. “What are you wandering
about the house for?”

“Why don’t you go for your master?” replied the woman. “What are
you waiting here for, now you’ve had supper?”

Thus they each tried to make the other go away. But Crivello saw that
the time arranged with Giannole had come, and said to himself: “Why
do I bother about her? If she doesn’t keep quiet she may have a rough
time.” He made the signal, opened the door, Giannole immediately went
in with two of his friends, found the girl in the great hall and seized on
her to carry her off. The girl resisted and screamed loudly, and so did
the old woman. Hearing this, Minghino and his friends immediately
rushed up. Seeing the girl already being dragged out of the door, they
drew their swords and shouted:

“Ah! Traitors, you are dead men! This shall not be. What do you mean
by this violence?”

So saying, they began the fight. The neighbours also came out with
arms and lights at the noise, and condemning the violence began to help
Minghino. After a long contest, Minghino rescued the girl from Gian-
nole, and took her back to Giacomino’s house. Before the riot was over
the sergeants of the police force arrived and arrested many of them.
Among the captured were Minghino, Giannole and Crivello, who were
taken to prison. Things quieted down, and Giacomino returned home. He
was greatly depressed by the occurrence and made enquiries as to how it
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had happened; but finding that the girl was entirely blameless he became
calmer, and determined to marry her off as quickly as possible to prevent
any repetition of the event.

Next morning, the relatives of both parties, having learned the truth
and knowing what disaster might fall on the two imprisoned young men
if Giacomino proceeded against them as he might reasonably have done,
went to him and begged him with soft words not to be too angry at
the injury he had received from the two young men’s lack of common
sense, but rather to consider the friendship and good will which they
believed he bore to them. And they proposed that they themselves as
well as the young men should make any amends he liked to ask. Gia-
comino, who had seen much of the world and was a kindly man, replied
briefly:

“Gentlemen, if I were in my own country as I am in yours, I hold
myself so much your friend that I would do what I could to please you
either in this or in other matters. In this case, I ought especially to bow
to your wishes since here you have done an injury to one of yourselves—
the girl is not from Cremona or Pavia, as many people perhaps think, but
from Faenza. And neither I nor she nor the man who bequeathed her
to me knows whose daughter she is. So what you ask shall be done, as
far as I am concerned.”

The worthy men were astonished to learn that she came from Faenza,
and, after thanking Giacomino for his generous answer, they begged him
to tell them how she had come into his hands, and how he knew she came
from Faenza. Said Giacomino:

“Guidotto da Cremona was my friend and brother in arms, and at the
point of death he told me that when this city was captured by the Em-
peror Frederick, he went after spoils and entered a house with his friends
which he found full of property but abandoned by its inhabitants except
for this girl, who was then about two years old and came down the stairs
calling him ‘father’. This aroused his pity, and he took her and every-
thing in the house to Fano. When he died, he left me all he had and the
girl, on condition that in due time I should marry her to someone and
give her what rightfully belonged to her as a dowry. She has reached
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marriageable age, but I have not been able to find anyone to whom I
should like to give her. I should be glad to do it so that what happened
last evening may not be repeated.”

Among those present was one Guiglielmino da Mudicina, who had been
with Guidotto at that time, and knew whose house it was Guidotto had
robbed. Seeing the man there, he went up to him and said:

“Bernabuccio, do you hear what Giacomino says?”

“Yes,” replied Bernabuccio, “and I was thinking the more about it
because I remember that in the confusion of that day I lost a little girl
about the age Giacomino speaks of.”

“She certainly is the same,” said Guiglielmino, “because I was there and
heard Guidotto speaking of the spoil he had made, and knew it was your
house. Try to think if there is any mark by which you can recognize her,
and look for it, for you will certainly find she is your daughter.”

Bernabuccio pondered, and then remembered that over her left ear
she had a cross-shaped scar, the result of a tumour which had been cut
out a little before this accident. So, without any hesitation he went up
to Giacomino, who was still there, and asked to be taken to his house to
see the girl. Giacomino gladly took him along, and had the girl brought
before him. As soon as Bernabuccio saw her, he seemed to be looking at
the face of her mother who was still a handsome woman. But, not relying
on this, he asked Giacomino’s permission to lift the hair above her left
ear; to which Giacomino consented.

Bernabuccio went up to her as she stood there modestly, lifted her hair
with his right hand, and saw the cross. He then knew she was his daugh-
ter, and began to weep and to embrace her tenderly; and, as she resisted,
he turned to Giacomino, saying:

“Brother, this is my daughter. The house robbed by Guidotto was
mine, and in the confusion this child was forgotton in the house by my
wife and her mother. Hitherto we have always thought that she was
burned that day along with the house.”

When the girl heard this and saw he was an old man, she believed him
and, moved by secret impulses, accepted his embraces and began tenderly
to weep with him. Bernabuccio immediately sent for her mother and
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other relatives and her sisters and brothers, and showed her to them and
related what had happened. After great rejoicing and a thousand kisses,
he took her off to his house, to Giacomino’s great content. The city mag-
istrate, who was a very worthy man, heard about this, and knowing that
Giannole (whom he had in prison) was Bernabuccio’s son and the girl’s
brother, he determined to pass lightly over the crime he had committed.
He intervened, together with Bernabuccio and Giacomino, and made
peace between Giannole and Minghino. With the consent of Minghino’s
relatives, he made a match between him and the girl, whose name was
Agnesa. At the same time he liberated Crivello and the others who had
been arrested in this concern. Minghino very happily made a great wed-
ding feast, and took the girl to his home, and thereafter lived many years
with her in peace and content.

Sirth Tale

GIANNI DI PROCIDA IS FOUND WITH A GIRL HE LOVES AND IS
HANDED OVER TO KING FEDERIGO TO BE BOUND TO A STAKE
AND BURNED; HE IS RECOGNISED BY RUGGIERI DELL’ ORIA,
ESCAPES, AND MARRIES THE GIRL

WuEeN Neifile’s tale, which pleased the ladies, was finished, the queen
ordered Pampinea to prepare to tell the next; and she at once raised a
smiling face and began:

Fair ladies, very great is the power of love, which brings lovers to great
exertions and into excessive and unsuspected dangers, as we may perceive
from many events related today and earlier; but still it pleases me once
more to show it with the tale of 2 young man in love.

Ischia is an island near Naples, where among others was a very beauti-
ful and gay girl whose name was Restituta, the daughter of a gentleman
on the island, named Marin Bolgaro. This girl was deeply in love with a
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young man called Gianni from an island named Procida, near Ischia; and
he with her. He not only came from Procida to Ischia to see her during
the day, but often came by night; and when he could not find a boat
he would swim from Procida to Ischia to see at least the walls of her house,
if nothing more.

While this eager love affair was going on, the girl happened to be alone
one day on the sea shore, going from rock to rock, getting the shell fish
with a knife. She came to a place among the rocks which was shady and
near a stream of cool water, where certain young Sicilians from Naples
had landed in their boat. When they saw how beautiful the girl was and
that she was alone and had not seen them, they determined to seize her
and to carry her off; which they accordingly did. In spite of her screams,
they caught her, put her on the boat, and made off. When they reached
Calabria, they began to discuss which of them should have her; and each
of them wanted her. Since they could not agree and were afraid that
they might quarrel and ruin their affairs, they decided to give her to
Federigo, King of Sicily, at that time a young man who took great de-
light in such things. And this they did when they came to Palermo.

The King was charmed with her beauty; but since he was rather sickly,
he ordered that until he was stronger she should be placed in certain hand-
some apartments in his garden, which had the name Cuba, and there be
waited upon. And this was done.

The carrying off of the girl caused a great uproar among the people
of Ischia, and what was particularly annoying to them, they could not
find out who had done it. But Gianni, who was more deeply interested
in it than anyone, did not wait to hear news in Ischia, but having found
out in which direction the boat had gone, he armed one himself, went on
board, and as rapidly as possible scoured the whole coast from the Minerva
to Scalea in Calabria. He enquired everywhere among the young men,
and was told at Scalea that she had been taken to Palermo by Sicilian
sailors. Gianni made his way there as swiftly as possible, and after much
seeking he there found that the girl had been given to the King and
was lodged in the Cuba. This greatly distressed him, and made him lose
nearly all hope, not only of getting her back, but even of seeing her again.
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But love kept him there; and seeing that no one knew him, he sent
away his ship, and remained alone. He was always passing by the Cuba,
and one day he happened to see her at a window, and she saw him, which
was a great delight to both. Gianni saw it was a solitary place, managed
to approach and speak to her, and discovered what he must do if he
wanted to speak to her again. He then departed, after having carefully
studied the arrangement of the building. He waited until nightfall and
allowed part of the night to pass, and then returned. Climbing up a wall
where a tree climber would not have found anything to hold, he entered
the garden, where he found a plank, which he placed against the girl’s
window, and by that means easily got to her.

The girl felt she had lost her honour, which in the past she had guarded
most jealously, and thought she could give it to no more worthy man;
so she had determined to satisfy all his desires, to induce him to take her
away. And therefore she had left the window open, so that he could
quickly get in. Finding the window open, he softly got in and lay down
beside the girl, who was not asleep. Before proceeding further, the girl
told him her whole intention, and begged him to get her out of the place
and away. Gianni said that nothing would please him better, and that
after he had left her he would without fail make such arrangements that
the next time he returned there, he would take her away with him. After
this, they embraced each other with great delight and took that pleasure
beyond which love can give no more. And when they had repeated it
several times, they unawares fell asleep in each other’s arms.

The King, who had been pleased with her first appearance, recollected
her, and, feeling better, decided to go and spend some time with her,
although it was nearly morning. So he went secretly to the Cuba with
some of his attendants. He went to her apartments and ordered that the
room in which he knew the girl was sleeping should be quietly opened;
and went in with a large candlestick borne alight before him. Looking
at the bed, he saw her and Gianni lying asleep naked and embraced. This
annoyed him so much and put him into such a rage that he very nearly
killed them both with a knife lying near at hand, without saying a word.
But, recollecting that it is a most vile thing in any man, above all in a
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King, to slay two naked people asleep, he restrained himself and deter-
mined they should be burned alive in public. Turning to one of his at-
tendants, he said:

“What do you think of this guilty woman, in whom I once put my
hopes?”

He then asked if he knew who the young man was who had had such
impudence to come into his house and commit such an outrage and dis-
pleasure to himself; and the man replied that he did not ever remember
to have seen him.

The angry King then went back to his room, and ordered that the
two lovers should be taken and bound, naked as they were, and as soon
as it was day they should be taken to the market place of Palermo, bound
back to back to a stake, kept there until the hour of Terce so that all
might see them, and then burned as they had deserved. After giving these
orders, he returned to his room in Palermo in deep anger.

As soon as the King had gone, a number of men set upon the lovers,
awakened them, and immediately seized and bound them without pity.
When the two young people found what had happened, they were woeful
and feared for their lives and wept and lamented, as you may well sup-
pose. In accordance with the King’s orders, they were taken to Palermo,
bound to a stake in the market place, and faggots and fire were prepared
before their eyes to burn them at the hour the King had fixed.

All the people of Palermo, both men and women, flocked to see the two
lovers. The men drew to one side to look at the girl, and just as they all
praised her as beautiful and well made, so all the women, who had run to
look at the young man, commended him as a handsome and well-built
young man. The unfortunate lovers, consumed with shame, stood with
their heads hanging down, and wept for their misfortune, every moment
expecting cruel death by fire.

While they were kept there until the hour fixed, the crime they had
committed was bawled about by everyone and came to the ears of Rug-
gieri dell’ Oria, a2 man of the greatest valour and at that time the King’s
admiral. He went to the place where they were bound, to see them; and
having arrived he first looked at the girl and praised her beauty, and then
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went to look at the young man whom he recognized without much diffi-
culty. He went nearer, and asked if he were Gianni di Procida. Gianni
lifted his head, and recognising the admiral, said:

“Sir, I was once he whom you name, but I am now about to be noth-
ing.”

The admiral then asked him what had led him to that plight, and
Gianni replied:

“Love and the King’s wrath.”

The admiral then made him tell the tale more fully. And when he had
heard how everything had happened, and was about to depart, Gianni
called him, and said:

“Sir, if it may be, beg me one favour from him who has set me here.”

Ruggieri asked what that was, and Gianni said:

] see that I must soon die. Now, since I am bound back to back with
this girl whom I have loved more than my life, and she me, I ask as a
favour that we may be turned face to face, so that I may gaze at her
face as I die, and depart in peace.”

Said Ruggieri laughing:

“Willingly. And I will so act that you will see her so much you W111
be weary of it.”

As the admiral left he ordered those who had been appointed to carry
out this execution, not to proceed any further without express orders
from the King. And then he hastened to the King without further delay.
And although he saw the King was angry he did not fail to speak his
mind, and said:

“King, how have you been injured by the two young people whom you
have commanded to be burned in the market place?”

The King told him, and Ruggieri went on:

“The fault they committed deserved punishment, but not from you.
As faults deserve punishment, so benefits deserve reward, apart from
favour and pity. Do you know who they are whom you want to burn?”

The King said he did not; and Ruggieri then said:

“I wish you to know so that you may see how wisely you allow your-
self to be carried away by a fit of anger. The young man is the son of
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Landolfo di Procida, the brother of Messer Gianni di Procida, by whose
aid you are King and lord of that island. The girl is the daughter of Marin
Bolgaro, whose power alone prevents your rule from being driven out of
Ischia. Moreover, these two young people have long been in love, and
they committed this sin (if what two young people do in love can be
called a sin) because they were compelled by love and not because they
wished to insult your majesty. Why then will you have them die, when
you ought to honour them with the greatest pleasure and gifts?”

When the King heard this and was certain that Ruggieri was telling
the truth, he not only felt ashamed to proceed to further cruelty, but
regretted what he had done. He at once ordered that they should be un-
bound from the stake and brought before him. And having enquired into
their condition, he decided to compensate for the injury he had done with
honours and gifts. He had them honourably garbed, and knowing they
were both consenting, married the girl to Gianni, gave them magnificent
gifts, and sent them happily home, where they were received with the
greatest rejoicing, and long lived together in peace and joy.

Seventh Tale

TEODORO FALLS IN LOVE WITH VIOLANTE, THE DAUGHTER OF
MESSER AMERIGO, HIS MASTER, MAKES HER PREGNANT, AND IS
CONDEMNED TO THE GALLOWS. WHILE HE IS BEING WHIPPED
TO EXECUTION, HE IS RECOGNISED BY HIS FATHER AND SET
FREE, AND AFTERWARDS MARRIES VIOLANTE

Tue ladies were trembling with suspense to know whether the lovers
would be burned, but when they heard of their escape, they praised God
and became cheerful again. The queen, having listened to the end of the
tale, imposed the task of the next upon Lauretta, who began metrily as
follows:

16



Fairest ladies, in the reign of good King Guiglielmo of Sicily, there lived
on the island a gentleman named Messer Amerigo Abate da Trapani, who,
among other worldly possessions, was well furnished with children. He
therefore needed servants, and when certain Genoese galleys of the Levant
arrived with a cargo of children they had captured along the coast of
Armenia, he bought some of them in the belief that they were Turks.
They all seemed to be peasants, except one, who looked of better blood
and appearance, and was named Teodoro.

Although as this boy grew up he was treated as a slave, yet he was bred
along with Messer Amerigo’s children. He inclined more to his own
nature than to his present state, and became so well-bred and well-behaved
and thereby pleased his master so much that he was made a free man.
Amerigo thought he was a Turk, and so had him baptized under the name
of Pietro, set him in charge of his affairs, and had great confidence in
him.

Along with Messer Amerigo’s other children there grew up a daugh-
ter named Violante, a beautiful and delicate girl. As her father was slow
in marrying her off, she fell in love by chance with Pietro; but though she
loved him, and thought highly of his manners and actions, she was
ashamed to let him know it. But love eased her of this trouble. Pietro had
often looked covertly at her, and had fallen so much in love with her
that he was only happy when he saw her. But he was afraid lest somebody
should find this out, for he thought it 2 wrong thing to have done. But
the girl, who liked to watch him, discovered this; and, to give him more
confidence, showed herself delighted with it, as indeed she was. And in
this way some time passed, neither attempting to say anything to the
other, although both desired it. But while they were both equally burning
in the flames of love, Fortune, as if she had determined that it should be
s0, found a way for them to get rid of the fear which impeded them.

About 2 mile outside Trapani, Messer Amerigo had a fine estate, which
his wife and daughter with other girls and women often visited for rec-
reation. One very hot day when they had gone there, taking Pietro with
them, the sky suddenly became overcast with dark clouds, which we
often see occurs in the summer. To avoid being caught there, the lady
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and her companions set out for Trapani as quickly as they could. But
Pietro and the girl, both being young, got far ahead of the mother and
her friends, urged no doubt as much by love as by fear of the weather.
When they were so far ahead of the lady and the others that they were
almost out of sight, there came several claps of thunder followed by thick
and very large hail. The lady and her friends took refuge in a workman’s
cottage. Pietro and the girl, having no nearer shelter, ran to an old, almost
ruined hut, where nobody lived. They both huddled under the little piece
of roof yet remaining, compelled to touch each other by the narrowness
of the shelter. This contact was sufficient to strengthen their spirits a little
and enable them to reveal their amorous desires. Pietro began first:

“If I could stay where I am, I would to Heaven that this hail would
never cease.”

“I should like it too,” said the girl. _

From these words they came to holding and squeezing hands, and from
that to putting their arms round each other, and then to kissing, while the
hail continued. Not to relate everything in detail—the weather did not
clear up until they had tasted the last delights of love, and had arranged
to meet each other secretly again for their delight. The bad weather
ceased, they waited for the lady at the entrance to the town, which was
near at hand, and returned home with her.

They met several times secretly in the same place, to their mutual
pleasure. The good work proceeded so well that the girl became pregnant,
which was highly displeasing to them both. She tried many means to pro-
cure an abortion, contrary to the course of nature, but could not succeed.
So Pietro, in fear of his life, determined to run away, and told her so.
But when she heard this, she said:

“If you go away, I shall certainly kill myself.”

Pietro, who was greatly in love with her, said:

“How can you want me to remain, lady mine? Your pregnancy will
reveal our fault. You will easily obtain pardon, but the penalty for your
sin and mine will have to be borne by wretched me.”

“Pietro,” replied the girl, “my sin will indeed become known. But
unless you speak of it, be sure that yours never will.”

18



“Since you make me the promise,” said Pietro, “I will stay, but be
careful not to break it.”

The girl concealed her pregnancy as much as she could, but when she
saw from the swelling of her body that it could be concealed no longer,
she confessed it one day with great lamentations to her mother, begging
for her help. In her distress the mother said very sharp things to her, and
wanted to know how it had happened. The girl made up a story, revealing
the truth in a different form, in order to protect Pietro.

The mother believed her, and sent her to one of their farms to conceal
her daughter’s slip. Now, when the time of birth came, the girl was
screaming as women are wont to do. The mother never thought that
Messer Amerigo would come there, since he scarcely ever did so; but it
just happened that as he was returning from hawking he passed close by
the room where his daughter was shrieking, and in his astonishment sud-
denly entered and asked what was the matter. When the lady saw her
husband come in, she rose up sadly and told him what had happened to
her daughter. But he was less credulous than his wife, said it was false that
she did not know by whom she was pregnant, and that he meant to know.
Only by revealing it could she obtain his pardon; otherwise he would let
her die without pity.

The lady did her best to make her husband satisfied with what she had
said, but failed completely. He flew into a rage, rushed with a drawn
sword in his hand to his daughter (who had borne a male child while her
mother was holding him in talk), and said:

“Either tell me the name of this child’s father or you shall die at once.”

In fear of her life the girl broke her promise to Pietro, and revealed all
that had happened between him and her. When the knight heard it, he
was fiercely vindictive, and could scarcely refrain from killing her. But
when he had said to her what anger dictated, he mounted his horse, rode
to Trapani, and related the injury done him by Pietro to one Messer Cur-
rado, who was then governor for the King. The unsuspecting Pietro was
immediately arrested, and, when put to the torture, confessed every-
thing.

A few days later he was condemned by the governor to be whipped
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through the town and then hanged by the neck. So that the same hour
should remove from the earth the two lovers and their child, Messer
Amerigo (whose anger was not satiated by having brought Pietro to
death), mixed poison with wine in a cup and gave them, together with
an unsheathed dagger, to a servant, saying:

“Take these two things to Violante and tell her for me that she js
immediately to choose death either by poison or steel. If not, tell her I will
have her burned in the sight of all her townsmen, as she has deserved,
After that, take the child she bore recently, dash its head against the wall,
and throw its body to the dogs.”

The servant departed, being one more disposed to evil than to good,
after receiving this cruel sentence of an angry father on his daughter and
grandchild.

The condemned Pietro was whipped on his way to execution, and
those who were conducting him chanced to take him past an inn where
lodged three noblemen of Armenia. They had been sent as ambassadors to
the Pope by the King of Armenia, to treat of most important matters
concerning a crusade which was planned; they had dismounted there to
rest and refresh themselves for a few days, and had received great honours
from the noblemen of Trapani, particularly from Messer Amerigo. When
they heard the executioners passing by with Pietro, they went to the
window to look at them. Pietro was naked to the waist and his hands were
tied behind his back. Among the ambassadors was an old man of great
authority, by name Fineo. As he gazed at Pietro, he saw on his breast a
large red mark, not dyed but naturally imprinted in the skin, like those
which women call “strawberry marks.” Looking at it, he suddenly re-
membered his son who fifteen years before had been carried off by pirates
on the coast of Laiazzo, of whom he had never been able to get any news.
He estimated the age of the captive being whipped, and knew that if his
son were alive he would be about the age this man appeared to be. He
began to suspect from the birthmark that this was his son, and thought
that if he were he must still remember his name and his father and the

Armenian language. So when Pietro came near, he called out:
“Teodoro!”
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On hearing the voice, Pietro immediately lifted his head, and Fineo,
speaking in Armenian, said:

“Where do you come from? Whose son are you?”

Out of respect for this worthy gentleman the soldiers halted, and
Pietro replied:

“I was from Armenia, the son of one Fineo, and I was brought here
when a child by men I did not know.”

By this Fineo knew for certain that this was his lost son. So he de-
scended, weeping, with his companions and ran among the soldiers to em-
brace him. Fineo threw on his shoulders a cloak of the richest material
from his own back, and begged those who were leading him to execution
to wait there until they received orders to take him back. And they re-
plied that they would do so willingly.

Fineo already knew the reason why he was condemned to death, for
the story was about everywhere. So he went at once with his friends and
their followers to Messer Currado, and said to him:

“Messer, the man you have condemned to death as a slave is a free
man and my son, and he is ready to take as his wife the girl he is said
to have devirginated. Be pleased to delay the execution until we know
whether she will take him as her husband, for if she will, you cannot then
break the law which sets him free.”

Messer Currado was amazed when he heard that Pietro was the son
of Fineo. He was ashamed of his mistake, confessed that what Fineo said
was true, and hurrying back to his house, sent for Messer Amerigo and
told him what had happened. Messer Amerigo, who believed his daughter
and grandchild were already dead, was the unhappiest man alive because
of what he had done, for he realised that if she were not dead everything
could be happily mended. But nevertheless he sent posthaste to his daugh-
ter countermanding what he had ordered. The man who took the mes-
sage found the servant sent by Messer Amerigo had put the knife and the
poison before her; and because she would not choose quickly, he was
abusing her and trying to force her to take one or the other. But when
he heard his master’s orders, he left her, returned to him, and told him
how matters stood. Messer Amerigo was glad to hear it, and hastened
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to Fineo. In the best terms he knew, he apologised almost in tears for
what had happened, begged his pardon, and said that if Teodoro would
take his daughter to wife, he would be glad to give her. Fineo gladly ac-
cepted the apology, and said:

“] mean that my son shall take your daughter. If he will not, let the
sentence against him be carried out.”

Fineo and Messer Amerigo being thus in agreement, they went to
Teodoro who was still in fear of death, yet glad to have found his father;
and asked him what he wanted to do. And when Teodoro heard that
Violante would be his wife if he wished, he was so happy that he felt as
if he had leaped from hell to heaven, and said that this would be the
greatest of all favours to him, provided it pleased both of them.

They then sent to the girl to find out her wishes. When she heard what
had happened and would happen to Teodoro she ceased to be a wretched
woman awaiting death, and, after a time, putting trust in their words,
became a little more cheerful, and replied that if she could follow her
own desire nothing would make her happier than to be Teodoro’s wife;
but that nevertheless she would do what her father commanded.

Thus the girl was betrothed in concord, and a great feast was made, to
the delight of all the citizens. The girl became happier and put her child
out to nurse; and not long afterwards returned more beautiful than ever.
She went to meet Fineo, whose return from Rome was expected, and
greeted him with the reverence due to a father. He was happy to have so
beautiful a daughter-in-law, and celebrated the wedding with great
pomp and rejoicing, accepting and always holding her as his daughter.
A few days later he went on board ship with her, his son and his little
grandson, and took them to Laiazzo, where the two lovers remained in
peace and quietness for the rest of their lives.
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Eighth Tale

NASTAGIO DEGLI ONESTI IS IN LOVE WITH ONE OF THE TRAVER-
SARI AND SPENDS ALL HIS POSSESSIONS WITHOUT OBTAINING
HER LOVE. AT THE REQUEST OF HIS RELATIVES, HE GOES TO
CHIASSI, AND THERE SEES A HORSEMAN HUNTING A GIRL WHO
IS KILLED AND DEVOURED BY TWO DOGS. HE INVITES HIS RELA-
TIVES AND THE LADY HE LOVES TO DINE WITH HIM, AND SHE
SEES THE GIRL TORN TO PIECES. FEARING THE SAME FATE, SHE
MARRIES NASTAGIO AND LIVES HAPPILY WITH HIM

WHEN Lauretta was silent, Filomena, at the queen’s command, began
thus:

Charming ladies, as pity is commended in us, so divine justice rigidly
punishes cruelty in you. To display this to you and cause you to drive it
wholly from you, I desire to tell you a tale no less full of compassion
than of delight.

In Ravenna, that most ancient city of Romagna, there were of old
many nobles and gentlemen, among whom was a young man named
Nastagio degli Onesti, who became exceedingly rich on the death of his
father and an uncle. As happens to young men without a wife, he fell in
love with a daughter of Messer Paolo Traversaro, a girl of far more noble
birth than he, whom he hoped to win by his actions. But however fair
and praiseworthy they were, they not only failed to please her but actu-
ally seemed to displease her, so cruelly, harshly, and unfriendly did the
girl behave, perhaps on account of her rare beauty, perhaps because her
lofty and disdainful nobility of birth made her despise him and every-
thing he liked.

This was so hard for Nastagio to bear that for very grief he often de-
sired to slay himself. But, dreading to do this, he very often determined to
leave her or, if he could, to hate her as she hated him. But in vain, for it
seemed that the less hope he had, the more his love grew.

As the young man continued to love and to spend money recklessly,
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his friends and relatives felt that he was wasting both himself and his
possessions. So they often advised and begged him to leave Ravenna, and
to go and live somewhere else for a time, to diminish his love and his
expense. Nastagio several times made mock of this advice; but unable to
say “No” to their repeated solicitations, he agreed to do it. He made great
preparations, as if he were going to France or Spain or some other far off
land, mounted his horse, and left Ravenna accompanied by many of his
friends. He went to a place about three miles from Ravenna, called
Chiassi; and having set up tents and pavilions there, told his friends he
meant to stay there and that they should return to Ravenna. There Nas-
tagio led the most extravagant life, inviting different parties of people
to dine or sup, as he had been accustomed to do.

Now, in very fine weather about the beginning of May, he began to
think of his cruel lady, and ordered his attendants to leave him alone so
that he could dream of her at his ease; and in his reverie his footsteps
led him into the pine woods. The fifth hour of the day was already spent,
and he was a good half mile inside the woods, forgetful of food and every-
thing else, when suddenly he thought he heard a loud lamentation and
the wild shrieks of a woman. Breaking off his sweet reverie, he raised his
head to see what it was, and to his surprise found himself in the pine
forest. But, in addition, as he looked in front of him he saw coming
towards him a very beautiful girl, naked, with disordered hair, and all
scratched by the thorns and twigs of the brambles and bushes in the
wood. She was weeping and calling for mercy. Beside her he saw two very
large, fierce mastiffs, savagely pursuing her, and frequently snapping
cruelly at her; and behind her on a black horse was a dark knight, with
grief and anger in his face, with a sword in his hand, who often threat-
ened her with death in dreadful and insulting terms.

This aroused astonishment and terror in his soul, and finally compas-
sion for the unfortunate lady, from which was born the desire to set her
free from such agony and such a death, if he could. But, finding him-
self unarmed, he ran to tear off a tree bough in place of a cudgel, and
began to advance towards the dogs and the knight. But the knight saw
him, and called to him from a distance:
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“Nastagio, don’t meddle here, let me and these dogs do what this
wicked woman has deserved.”

As he spoke the dogs seized the girl by the thighs, bringing her to the
ground, and the knight dismounted from his horse. Nastagio went up to
him, and said:

“I do not know who you are, though you seem to know me; but I
tell you it is baseness in an armed knight to want to kill a2 naked woman,
and to have set dogs at her, as if she were a wild beast. I shall certainly
defend her as far as I can.”

Then said the knight:

“Nastagio, I am of the same country as yourself, and you were still a
little child when I, whose name was Messer Guido degli Anastagi, was
more deeply in love with this woman than you now are with your
Traversaro. Owing to her cruelty and pride, my misfortune caused me in
despair to kill myself with the sword you see in my hand, and I am
damned to eternal punishment. Not long afterwards, she, who had re-
joiced exceedingly at my death, died also, and died unrepentant, believing
that she had not sinned but done well; but for the sin of her cruelty and
of her rejoicing at my torments, she too was and is damned to the punish-
ments of hell. When she descended into hell, the punishment imposed
upon us was that she should fly from me and that I, who once loved her
so much, should pursue her as a mortal enemy, not as a beloved woman.
As often as I catch her I kill her with the very sword with which I slew
myself, and split her open, and drag out (as you will soon see) that hard
cold heart, wherein love and pity could never enter, together with her
entrails, and give them to these dogs to eat.

“After no long space of time, in accordance with the justice and the
will of God, she rises up again as if she had not been dead, and once more
begins her anguished flight, and I and the dogs pursue her. Every Friday
at this hour I catch up with her here and slaughter her as you will see.
And do not think that we rest on other days. I catch her in other
places where she thought or wrought cruelly against me. Having changed
from a lover to an enemy, as you see, I am condemned in this way to
pursue her for as many years as the months she was cruel to me. Now let
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me execute divine justice, and strive not to oppose what you cannot
prevent.”

Nastagio was terrified by these words, and there was scarcely a hair of
his body which did not stand on end. He drew back and gazed at the mis-
erable girl, awaiting fearfully what the knight would do. When the
knight had done speaking, he rushed like a mad dog at the girl with his
sword in his hand, while she, held on her knees by the mastiffs, shricked
for mercy. But he thrust his sword with all his strength through the
middle of her breast until it stood out behind her back. When the girl
received this thrust, she fell forward still weeping and shrieking. The
knight took a dagger in his hand, slit her open, took out her heart and
everything near it, and threw them to the mastiffs who hungrily de-
voured them at once.

But before long the girl suddenly rose to her feet as if nothing had
happened, and began to run towards the sea, with the dogs continually
snapping at her. The knight took his sword, remounted his horse and
followed; and in a short time they were so’ far away that Nastagio lost
sight of them. After seeing these things, Nastagio hesitated a long time
between pity and fear; but after some time it occurred to him that it
might be useful to him, since it happened every Friday. So, having marked
the place, he returned to his servants, and in due course sent for many of
his relatives and friends, to whom he said:

“You have long urged me to refrain from loving my fair enemy and
to cease my expense. I am ready to do so, if you will do me one favour—
which is that next Friday you will come and dine with me, and bring
Messer Paolo Traversaro, his wife, his daughter, all their women relatives,
and any other women you like. Why I want this you will see later.”

They thought this a small thing to do. So they returned to Ravenna,
and invited those whom Nastagio wanted. And although it was hard to
get the girl whom Nastagio loved, still she went along with the rest. Nas-
tagio made preparations for a magnificent feast, and had the tables set
among the pines near the place where he had seen the massacre of the
cruel lady. He placed the men and women at table in such a manner that
the girl he loved was exactly opposite the place where this would happen.
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The last course had arrived when they all began to hear the despairing
shrieks of the pursued lady. Everyone was astonished and asked what it
was. Nobody knew. They stood up to look, and saw the agonized girl and
the dogs and the knight. And in a very short time they all arrived in front
of them. Great was the uproar against knight and dogs, and many started
forward to help the girl. But the knight, speaking to them as he had
spoken to Nastagio, not only made them draw back, but filled them with
astonishment and terror. He did what he had done before; and all the
women, many of whom were relatives of the suffering girl and of the
knight, and remembered his love and death, wept as wretchedly as if it
had been done to themselves.

When the massacre was over, and the lady and the knight had gone,
those who had seen it fell into different sorts of discourse. But the most
frightened was the cruel lady beloved by Nastagio, who had distinctly
seen and heard everything, and knew that these things came nearer to
her than to anyone else, for she remembered the cruelty with which she
had always treated Nastagio. So that in her mind’s eye she already seemed
to be flying from his rage and to feel the mastiffs at her sides.

Such fear was born in her from this that, to avoid its happening to her,
she could scarcely wait for that evening to change her hate into love
and to send a trusted maid-servant secretly to Nastagio, begging him to
go to see her, because she was ready to do anything he pleased. Nastagio
replied that this was a happiness to him but that he desired his pleasure
with honour, which was to take her as his wife, if she would agree. The
girl knew that she herself had been the only obstacle to this hitherto, and
replied that she was willing. So making herself the messenger, she told her
father and mother that she was willing to marry Nastagio, which greatly
delighted them. Next Sunday Nastagio married her and made a wedding
feast, and lived happily with her for a long time.

Nor was this the only good which resulted from this terrifying appari-
tion, for all the ladies of Ravenna took fear, and became far more com-
pliant to the pleasures of the men than they had ever been before.
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Tinth Tale

FEDERIGO DEGLI ALBERIGHI LOVES, BUT IS NOT BELOVED. HE
SPENDS ALL HIS MONEY IN COURTSHIP AND HAS NOTHING LEFT
BUT A FALCON, AND THIS HE GIVES HIS LADY TO EAT WHEN SHE
COMES TO VISIT HIM BECAUSE THERE IS NOTHING ELSE TO GIVE
HER. SHE LEARNS OF THIS, CHANGES HER MIND, TAKES HIM AS
HER HUSBAND, AND MAKES HIM A RICH MAN

FrLoMENA had ceased speaking, and the queen, seeing that nobody was
left to speak except Dioneo (who had his privilege) and herself, began
cheerfully as follows:

It is now my turn to speak, dearest ladies, and I shall gladly do so with
a tale similar in part to the one before, not only that you may know the
power of your beauty over the gentle heart, but because you may learn
yourselves to be givers of rewards when fitting, without allowing Fortune
always to dispense them, since Fortune most often bestows them, not dis-
creetly but lavishly.

You must know then that Coppo di Borghese Domenichi, who was and
perhaps still is one of our fellow citizens, 2 man of great and revered au-
thority in our days both from his manners and his virtues (far more than
from nobility of blood), a most excellent person worthy of eternal fame,
and in the fullness of his years delighted often to speak of past matters with
his neighbours and other men. And this he could do better and more or-
derly and with a better memory and more ornate speech than anyone else.

Among other excellent things, he was wont to say that in the past there
was in Florence a young man named Federigo, the son of Messer Filippo
Alberighi, renowned above all other young gentlemen of Tuscany for his
prowess in arms and his courtesy. Now, as most often happens to gentle-
men, he fell in love with a lady named Monna Giovanna, in her time held
to be one of the gayest and most beautiful women ever known in Flor-
ence. To win her love, he went to jousts and tourneys, made and gave
feasts, and spent his money without stint. But she, no less chaste than
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beautiful, cared nothing for the things he did for her nor for him who did
them.

Now as Federigo was spending far beyond his means and getting
nothing in, as easily happens, his wealth failed and he remained poor with
nothing but a little farm, on whose produce he lived very penuriously,
and one falcon which was among the best in the world. More in love than
ever, but thinking he would never be able to live in the town any more
as he desired, he went to Campi where his farm was. There he spent his
time hawking, asked nothing of anybody, and patiently endured his
poverty.

Now while Federigo was in this extremity it happened one day that
Monna Giovanna’s husband fell ill, and seeing death come upon him,
made his will. He was a very rich man and left his estate to a son who was
already growing up. And then, since he had greatly loved Monna Gio-
vanna, he made her his heir in case his son should die without legitimate
children; and so died.

Monna Giovanna was now a widow, and as is customary with our
women, she went with her son to spend the year in a country house she
had near Federigo’s farm. Now the boy happened to strike up a friend-
ship with Federigo, and delighted in dogs and hawks. He often saw
Federigo’s falcon fly, and took such great delight in it that he very much
wanted to have it, but did not dare ask for it, since he saw how much
Federigo prized it.

While matters were in this state, the boy fell ill. His mother was very
much grieved, as he was her only child and she loved him extremely. She
spent the day beside him, trying to help him, and often asked him if
there was anything he wanted, begging him to say so, for if it were
possible to have it, she would try to get it for him. After she had many
times made this offer, the boy said:

“Mother, if you can get me Federigo’s falcon, I think I should soon be
better.”

The lady paused a little at this, and began to think what she should do.
She knew that Federigo had loved her for a long time, and yet had never
had one glance from her, and she said to herself:

29



“How can I send or go and ask for this falcon, which is, from what
I hear, the best that ever flew, and moreover his support in life? How can
I be so thoughtless as to take this away from a gentleman who has no
other pleasure left in life?”

Although she knew she was certain to have the bird for the asking, she
remained in embarrassed thought, not knowing what to say, and did not
answer her son. But at length love for her child got the upper hand and
she determined that to please him in whatever way it might be, she would
not send, but go herself for it and bring it back to him. So she replied:

“Be comforted, my child, and try to get better somehow. I promise you
that tomorrow morning I will go for it, and bring it to you.”

The child was so delighted that he became a little better that same
day. And on the morrow the lady took another woman to accompany
her, and as if walking for exercise went to Federigo’s cottage, and asked
for him. Since it was not the weather for it, he had not been hawking
for some days, and was in his garden employed in certain work there.
When he heard that Monna Giovanna was asking for him at the door, he
was greatly astonished, and ran there happily. When she saw him coming,
she got up to greet him with womanly charm, and when Federigo had
courteously saluted her, she said:

“How do you do, Federigo? I have come here to make amends for the
damage you have suffered through me by loving me more than was
needed. And in token of this, I intend to dine today familiarly with you
and my companion here.

“Madonna,” replied Federigo humbly, “I do not remember ever to have
suffered any damage through you, but received so much good that if I
was ever worth anything it was owing to your worth and the love I bore
it. Your generous visit to me is so precious to me that I could spend again
all that I have spent; but you have come to a poor host.”

So saying, he modestly took her into his house, and from there to his
garden. Since there was nobody else to remain in her company, he said:

“Madonna, since there is nobody else, this good woman, the wife of this
workman, will keep you company, while I go to set the table.”

Now, although his poverty was extreme, he had never before realised
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what necessity he had fallen into by his foolish extravagance in spending
his wealth. But he repented of it that morning when he could find noth-
ing with which to do honour to the lady, for love of whom he had enter-
tained vast numbers of men in the past. In his anguish he cursed himself
and his fortune and ran up and down like a man out of his senses, unable
to find money or anything to pawn. The hour was late and his desire to
honour the lady extreme, yet he would not apply to anyone else, even to
his own workman; when suddenly his eye fell upon his falcon, perched
on a bar in the sitting room. Having no one to whom he could appeal, he
took the bird, and finding it plump, decided it would be food worthy
such a lady. So, without further thought, he wrung its neck, made his
little maid servant quickly pluck and prepare it, and put it on a spit to
roast. He spread the table with the whitest napery, of which he had some
left, and returned to the lady in the garden with a cheerful face, saying
that the meal he had been able to prepare for her was ready.

The lady and her companion arose and went to table, and there to-
gether with Federigo, who served it with the greatest devotion, they ate
the good falcon, not knowing what it was. They left the table and spent
some time in cheerful conversation, and the lady, thinking the time had
now come to say what she had come for, spoke fairly to Federigo as
follows:

“Federigo, when you remember your former life and my chastity,
which no doubt you considered harshness and cruelty, I have no doubt
that you will be surprised at my presumption when you hear what I have
come here for chiefly. But if you had children, through whom you could
know the power of parental love, I am certain that you would to some
extent excuse me.

“But, as you have no child, I have one, and I cannot escape the common
laws of mothers. Compelled by their power, I 