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Educate Yourself

Read Like A Wolf Eats

Be Excellent to Each Other

Books Then, Books Now, Books Forever
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In this retelling, as in all my retellings, I have tried to make the work of literature accessible to modern readers who may lack some of the knowledge about mythology, religion, and history that the literary work’s contemporary audience had. 

Do you know a language other than English? If you do, I give you permission to translate this book, copyright your translation, publish or self-publish it, and keep all the royalties for yourself. (Do give me credit, of course, for the original retelling.)

I would like to see my retellings of classic literature used in schools, so I give permission to the country of Finland (and all other countries) to give copies of this book to all students forever. I also give permission to the state of Texas (and all other states) to give copies of this book to all students forever. I also give permission to all teachers to give copies of this book to all students forever.

Teachers need not actually teach my retellings. Teachers are welcome to give students copies of my eBooks as background material. For example, if they are teaching Homer’s Iliad and Odyssey, teachers are welcome to give students copies of my Virgil’s Aeneid: A Retelling in Prose and tell students, “Here’s another ancient epic you may want to read in your spare time.”
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Dedicated to My Brother George

Everyone Wants to Save the World

A Buddhist monk visiting a class wrote this on the chalkboard: “EVERYONE WANTS TO SAVE THE WORLD, BUT NO ONE WANTS TO HELP MOM DO THE DISHES.” The students laughed, but the monk then said, “Statistically, it’s highly unlikely that any of you will ever have the opportunity to run into a burning orphanage and rescue an infant. But in the smallest gesture of kindness — a warm smile, holding the door for the person behind you, shoveling the driveway of the elderly person next door — you have committed an act of immeasurable profundity, because to each of us, our life is our universe.”

The Sacred Mantra 

A guru had a disciple to whom he revealed a sacred mantra, along with a warning not to reveal the mantra to anyone. The disciple asked, “What will happen if I reveal the sacred mantra?” The guru replied, “Anyone to whom you reveal the sacred mantra will learn about Ultimate Goodness and will become wiser. But you will be excluded from discipleship.” Immediately, the disciple ran to the marketplace and began shouting the sacred mantra to everyone there. The other disciples came to the guru and demanded that the first disciple be excluded from discipleship because he had revealed the sacred mantra. The guru smiled, agreed, and said, “Yes, you are right. He is no longer a disciple. Today, he has become a guru.”

Complimentary Snack-Size Portions of the Afterlife 

In her book titled I Have Chosen to Stay and Fight, comedian Margaret Cho writes, “I believe that we get complimentary snack-size portions of the afterlife, and we all receive them in a different way.” For Ms. Cho, many of her snack-size portions of the afterlife come in hip hop music. Other people get different snack-size portions of the afterlife, and we all must be on the lookout for them when they come our way. And perhaps doing good deeds and experiencing good deeds are snack-size portions of the afterlife.

Things We Have to Do, Things We Ought to Do, and Things We Want to Do 

C.S. Lewis pointed out that we must do some things, we ought to do some things, and we want to do some things. The things adults must do include paying the bills. The things adults ought to do include exercise. One of the things that C.S. Lewis wanted to do was to read fairy tales. He said that as long as the things we want to do don’t conflict with the things we have to do and the things we ought to do, then go ahead and do them.

“I Will Go with You Into the Grave”

In a medieval Christian mystery play, a man asks who will go with him into the grave when he dies and give him support at the Day of Judgment. Time after time, he hears the answer, “I won’t go with you into the grave.” His wife won’t go with him into the grave, his children won’t go with him into the grave, his priest won’t go with him into the grave, his friends won’t go with him into the grave — even his wealth won’t go with him into the grave. Finally, the man’s good deeds say, “I will go with you into the grave,” and the man and his good deeds knock at the door of death, together. Your good deeds will plead for you on the Day of Judgment.

“The Touchstone for What Good Deeds Became in My Life”

Donna Delfino Dugay of Harper Woods, Michigan, grew up in California, where her family had a picnic at the beach when she was 11 years old. Her mother fixed each of the children a plate of fried chicken and potato salad, and then, Donna says, “When I looked up from my plate, my mother was fixing one more plate .... She turned away from us and walked over maybe 20 or 30 feet to where there was a man by himself. And he was picking his way through the trashcan. And my mother — I don’t know whether she just put the plate there or whether she touched him gently or whether she said a few words — but I remember him turning to her in a gesture of thankfulness.” Years later, when Donna asked her mother about this good deed, her mother claimed not to remember it; however, Donna says, “But for me, I remember it very well because for me, it was the touchstone for what good deeds became in my life.”

“What is Hateful to Yourself, Do Not to Your Fellow Man”

A cart driver asked Rabbi Akiba to teach him the whole of the Torah all at once. Rabbi Akiba told him that Moses had stayed on the mountaintop 40 days and 40 nights to learn the Torah, but that if he really wanted to learn the basic principle of the Torah, he should learn this: “What is hateful to yourself, do not to your fellow man.” Soon after, the cart driver went on a journey with two other men. They came to a field filled with seed pods, and the two other men took two seed pods each, but the cart driver took none. Then they came to a field filled with cabbages, and the two other men took two cabbages each, but the cart driver took none. They asked the cart driver why he wasn’t taking anything, and he replied, “Thus did Rabbi Akiba teach me: ‘What is hateful to yourself, do not to your fellow man.’”

Good Advice

Form good habits. Do not form bad habits.
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CAST OF CHARACTERS
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Male Characters

MONTICELSO, a Cardinal; afterwards Pope PAUL the Fourth. CAMILLO is his nephew.

FRANCISCO DE MEDICI, Duke of Florence; in the 5th Act disguised as a Moor, under the name of MULINASSAR. Brother to ISABELLA.

BRACHIANO, otherwise PAULO GIORDANO URSINI, Duke of Brachiano, Husband to ISABELLA, and in love with VITTORIA.

GIOVANNI, his Son by ISABELLA.

LODOVICO, an Italian Count, but decayed. In the play, he is also called Lodowick. This retelling uses “Lodovico” consistently.

ANTONELLI, GASPARO, his Friends, and Dependents of the Duke of Florence.

CAMILLO, Husband to VITTORIA. Cardinal MONTICELSO is his uncle.

HORTENSIO, one of BRACHIANO’s Officers.

MARCELLO, an Attendant of the Duke of Florence, and Brother to FLAMINEO and VITTORIA.

FLAMINEO, Brother to MARCELLO and VITTORIA; Secretary to BRACHIANO.

CARLO and PEDRO: Conspirators with the Duke of Florence.

JACQUES, a young Moor, Servant to GIOVANNI.

CHRISTOPHERO, an assassin.

Female Characters

ISABELLA, Sister to FRANCISCO DE MEDICI, and Wife to BRACHIANO.

VITTORIA COROMBONA, a Venetian Lady; first married to CAMILLO, afterwards to BRACHIANO.

CORNELIA, Mother to VITTORIA, FLAMINEO, and MARCELLO.

ZANCHE, a Moor, Servant to VITTORIA.

Minor Characters

Six Ambassadors, Courtiers, Lawyers, Officers, Physicians, Conjurer, Chancellor, Registrar, Armorer, Attendants.

THE SCENE — ITALY

Notes:

Brachiano is the Duke of Brachiano. 

A proverb stated, “The white devil is worse than the black.”

A white devil is an evil person who pretends to be a good person.

Possibly, a white devil is a good person whom everyone believes to be evil.

In Elizabethan culture, a man of higher rank would use words such as “thee,” “thy,” “thine,” and “thou” to refer to a servant. However, two close friends or a husband and wife could properly use “thee,” “thy,” “thine,” and “thou” to refer to each other.

The word “sirrah” is a term usually used to address a man of lower social rank than the speaker. This was socially acceptable, but sometimes the speaker would use the word as an insult when speaking to a man whom he did not usually call “sirrah.” Close friends, whether male or female, could also call each other “sirrah.” Fathers could call their sons “sirrah.”

This society believed that the mixture of four humors in the body determined one’s temperament. One humor could be predominant. The four humors are blood, yellow bile, black bile, and phlegm. If blood is predominant, then the person is sanguine (optimistic). If yellow bile is predominant, then the person is choleric (bad-tempered). If black bile is predominant, then the person is melancholic (sad). If phlegm is predominant, then the person is phlegmatic (calm). If a person were ill, the illness was caused by an imbalance of humors. The humors could be put back into balance through such things as bloodletting or purging.
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CHAPTER 1
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— 1.1 —

In Rome, Italy, Antonelli and Gasparo entered a room in which was Count Lodovico, who was waiting to find out how he would be punished for his crimes. Antonelli and Gasparo were Count Lodovico’s friends.

Lodovico asked, “Am I banished?”

Antonelli nodded and replied, “It grieved me much to hear the sentence.”

“Ha, ha,” Lodovico said. “Oh, Democritus, thy two gods who govern the whole world are courtly reward and punishment.”

Democritus was an ancient Greek philosopher.

Lodovico continued, “Lady Fortune is a complete whore. If she gives anything, she deals it out in small portions, so that she may take it all away at one swoop.”

A “swoop” is 1) a stroke, and/or 2) a commercial deal.

He continued, “This is what it is to have great, important enemies! May God requite them. Your wolf no longer seems to be a wolf except when she’s hungry.”

A hungry, needy man must show a wolfish nature — for example, when he must rob someone in order to get food. But wealthy people can hide their wolfish nature until they wish to display it.

Gasparo said, “You call those enemies men of princely rank.”

“Oh, I pray for them,” Lodovico said. “The violent thunder is adored by those who are smashed into pieces by it.”

“Come, my lord,” Antonelli said. “You are justly sentenced. Look just a little back into your former life. You have in the last three years ruined the noblest earldom.”

Counts and earls are the same in rank. A Continental count is socially equivalent to an English earl.

Gasparo said, “Your followers have swallowed you, like mummia, and being sick with such unnatural and horrid medicine, they vomit you up in the gutter.”

Mummia was a medicine that was made from human mummies, or from dried human corpses.

Antonelli said, “You have staggered through all the damnable degrees of drinking. 

“One wealthy citizen, who is the lord of two fair manors, called you master, only so he could get caviar from you.”

Gasparo said, “Those noblemen who were invited to your prodigal feasts, in which the phoenix, only one of which exists at a time, scarcely could escape being swallowed by your throats, laugh at your misery, fore-judging you to be a worthless falling star made up of noxious mists drawn from the earth and certain to be soon dissipated in the air.”

Antonelli said, “They make jests about you, and they say you must have been begotten in an earthquake because you have ruined such fair lordships.”

“Very good,” Lodovico said. “This well goes with two buckets: I must attend to the pouring out of each.”

Lodovico was the well, and Antonelli and Gasparo were the buckets that, as one was being filled, the other was being emptied. They were taking turns pouring out bad news and criticism to Lodovico.

“Worse than these,” Gasparo said, “you have brought about certain murders here in Rome, murders that are bloody and full of horror.”

Lodovico said, “Ah, they were flea bites. 

“Why then didn’t the authorities take my head?”

Lodovico could have been beheaded to pay for his crimes.

“Oh, my lord!” Gasparo said. “The law sometimes mediates — avoids extremes and settles cases by mediation. The law thinks that it is good to not always steep violent sins in blood. This gentle penance of banishment may both end your crimes, and by force of the example better these bad times.”

Lodovico said, “So be it, but I wonder then how it is some great men escape this banishment. There’s Paulo Giordano Ursini — the Duke of Brachiano — who now lives in Rome, and by secret panderism seeks to prostitute the honor of Vittoria Corombona — she who might have gotten my pardon by giving one kiss to the duke.”

Paulo Giordano Ursini, the Duke of Brachiano, had fallen in love with Vittoria Corombona although they were married to other people.

If Vittoria were to kiss the Duke of Brachiano and request that he go to the pope and ask that Lodovico be pardoned, the Duke of Brachiano would do what he was requested to do.

Antonelli said, “Have a full man within you: Be resolute and fortified. We see that trees bear no such pleasant fruit there where they grew first, as where they are transplanted. Perfumes, the more they are rubbed, the more they render their pleasing scents, and so affliction presses out virtue fully, whether true, or impure.”

Proverbs seldom provide comfort to the sufferer, although they may console the comforter.

Lodovico said, “Stop with your false comforts. I’ll make Italian cut-works in my enemies’ guts if I ever return.”

“Cut-works” are openwork embroidery. Lodovico was threatening to put holes — such as those made by swords and daggers — in the bodies of his enemies.

“Oh, sir,” Gasparo said.

“I am patient,” Lodovico said. “I have seen some who are ready to be executed give pleasant looks and money to and have grown familiar with the knave hangman. So do I. I thank them, and I would account them nobly merciful, if they would dispatch me quickly.”

Hangmen are executioners; they can dispatch — kill — quickly, or slowly. It is a good idea to be on good terms with your executioner.

Lodovico was intending to give money to his own kind of executioners — two people who would execute his orders to try to get his banishment repealed.

“Fare you well,” Antonelli said. “We shall find the right time, I don’t doubt, to repeal your banishment.”

A sennet sounded to announce that some important people were arriving.

Lodovico said, “I am forever bound to you.”

He gave them some money and said, “This is the world’s alms; please make use of it.”

The money was for their future help in getting his sentence of banishment lifted. Lodovico, however, was also referring to a proverb as his alms — the proverb stated what the world had taught him and it was something that others could benefit from knowing. 

He stated the proverb:

“Great men sell sheep, thus to be cut in pieces,

“When first they have shorn them bare, and sold their fleeces.”

— 1.2 —

Brachiano, Camillo, Flamineo, and Vittoria Corombona talked together in a room in Camillo’s house in Rome. Camillo was Vittoria’s husband. Flamineo was Vittoria’s brother and Brachiano’s secretary. Brachiano, who was a duke, loved Vittoria. Some gentlemen were holding torches to provide extra light.

Brachiano said to Camillo and Vittoria, “I wish you the best of rest. May you sleep well.”

Vittoria replied, “To my lord the duke, we give the best of welcome.”

She ordered the gentlemen attendants, “More lights. Serve the duke.”

Camillo and Vittoria exited.

Brachiano said, “Flamineo.”

“My lord,” he answered.

“I am quite lost, Flamineo,” Brachiano said.

Flamineo replied, “Pursue your noble wishes. I am as prompt as lightning at serving you.”

He then whispered to Brachiano, “Oh, my lord! The fair Vittoria, my happy sister, shall receive you soon.”

He then said to the torch-bearers, “Gentlemen, let the caroche go on.”

A caroche is a stately coach.

Flamineo added, “And it is his pleasure that you put out all your torches and depart.”

They put out all their torches and departed.

“Are we so happy?” Brachiano asked.

He hoped that Vittoria, Flamineo’s sister, would soon visit him. That would make him happy.

“Can it be otherwise?” Flamineo asked. “Didn’t you see tonight, my honored lord, that whichever way you went, Vittoria threw her eyes?

“I have dealt already with her chambermaid, Zanche the Moor, and she is wondrously proud to be the agent for so high a spirit.”

Brachiano said, “We are happy above thought, because above merit.”

“Above merit!” Flamineo said.

He looked, saw that the gentlemen torch-bearers had left, and said, “We may now talk freely. Above merit! What is it you doubt and fear? Her coyness! That’s only the superficies of lust — false persona regarding lust — that most women have.”

Even lustful women are concerned about their reputations and pretend to be coy and shy when they are not.

Flamineo continued, “Yet why should ladies blush to hear that named, which they do not fear to handle?”

The verb “handle” can mean 1) touch, and/or 2) talk about.

He continued, “Oh, they are politic and cunning; they know that our desire is increased by the difficulty of enjoying, whereas satiety is a blunt, weary, and drowsy passion. If the buttery-hatch at court stood continually open, there would not be a passionate crowding, nor a hot suit after the beverage.”

The buttery was a storeroom for alcoholic beverages. Butteries had doors made of half-doors. The top half was open when beverages were being served from the buttery.

Brachiano said, “Oh, but her jealous husband —”

Flamineo interrupted, “Hang him.

“A gilder who has his brains perished with quicksilver is not more cold in the liver.”

Gilders used quicksilver (mercury) and gold while gilding items. The quicksilver, which is poisonous, was burned off, and gilders who inhaled too much of the poisonous vapor could suffer from tremors and insanity. According to this society, the liver was the seat of passion. Flamineo was saying that Camillo, Vittoria’s husband, lacked sexual passion.

Flamineo continued, “The great barriers molted not more feathers than he has shed hairs, by the confession of his doctor.”

During martial tournaments, two men could fight with short swords or pikes with a waist-high barrier between them, thus reducing the chance of a serious accident. During the fights, the feathered plumes of their helmets could be shaken or cut off. Older, bald men do not have the sexual vigor of young men. Camillo was not old, but Flamineo was saying that he had the same lack of sexual vigor that many old men have. Baldness was also a side effect of treatments for syphilis, a disease that can interfere with having further sex.

Flamineo continued, “An Irish gamester who will play himself naked, and then wage all downward, putting all at hazard, is not more venturous.”

Wild Irishmen were said to gamble away all their clothing and then, having nothing else to wager, gamble away their testicles. Flamineo was saying that because Camillo’s testicles were of no use to him, he was as willing as the wild Irishmen to gamble them away.

Flamineo continued, “He is so unable to please a woman, that, like a Dutch doublet, all his back is shrunk into his breaches.”

The Dutch wore close-fitting doublets (jackets) and wide, baggy trousers. A shrunken back is a weak back and a man’s weak back is a sign that he is unable to have sex.

Flamineo continued, “Shroud you within this closet, my good lord.”

He wanted Brachiano to hide where he could see (and sometimes hear) other people but not be seen by them.

Flamineo continued, “Some trick now must be thought on to divide my brother-in-law from his fair bedfellow.”

Vittoria had agreed to meet Brachiano that night, but her husband had to be gotten out of the way first.

Brachiano said, “Oh, should she fail to come —”

Flamineo said, “I must not have your lordship thus unwisely amorous. I myself have loved a lady and pursued her with a great deal of under-age protestation — youthful, immature declarations of love. I did this at a time when some three or four gallants who have enjoyed this lady would with all their hearts have been glad to have been rid of her.” 

Flamineo believed that Brachiano would be successful with Vittoria, Flamineo’s sister, and so Brachiano’s fear that Vittoria would not show up was unwisely amorous. 

It was also, of course, unwisely amorous because Brachiano and Vittoria were both married, but not to each other.

Flamineo himself knew what it was like to be unwisely amorous — he had pursued a lady whom others had already slept with and wanted to get rid of.

Flamineo continued, “It is just like a summer bird-cage in a garden: The birds that are outside despair to get in, and the birds that are within despair and are sick out of fear they shall never get out.”

Birds and people want what they don’t have. 

Flamineo continued, “Away, away, my lord. Hide yourself.”

Brachiano hid himself as Camillo entered the room.

Flamineo whispered to the hidden Brachiano, “See, here he comes. Some men would judge this fellow to be a politician by his apparel, but call his intelligence into question, and you shall find it is merely an ass in a footcloth.”

A footcloth was a fancy cloth that hung from a horse ridden by a high-ranking man. Flamineo was saying that Camillo looked like an intelligent man because of his clothing, but a quick examination of his “intelligence” would reveal that he was really an ass.

“How are you now, brother-in-law?” Flamineo asked Camillo. “What, travelling to bed with your kind wife?”

Flamineo thought, The word “traveling” sounds much like “travailing.” For Camillo, having sex with his wife is a travail — it is painful and takes an effort.

“I assure you, brother-in-law, no,” Camillo said. “My voyage lies more northerly, in a far colder clime. I do not well remember, I say, when I last lay with her.”

Flamineo said, “It is strange you should lose your count.”

Flamineo thought, He has lost his cunt.

Camillo said, “We never lay together but before morning there grew a flaw between us.”

In other words: Each time they lay together, an argument would occur between them before the morning.

A flaw is a squall, which could part two ships that were close together. Figuratively, it is an argument. A flaw is also a crack. Figuratively, it is a vulva.

Flamineo said, “It had been your part to have made up that flaw.”

Camillo could have acted in such a way to make up their differences and stop the argument.

One way to “make up” or fix a flaw, aka a crack, is to fill it. 

Flamineo was saying that one way for Camillo to fix the quarrel between him and his wife was to fill her vagina.

Camillo replied, “True, but she loathes that I should be seen in it.”

“Why, sir, what’s the matter?” Flamineo asked.

Camillo said, “The duke — your master — visits me, and I thank him.”

Brachiano was the Duke of Brachiano.

Camillo continued, “And I perceive how, like an earnest bowler, he very passionately leans the way he would have his bowl run.”

The game of bowls was played with balls. Camillo knew that Brachiano was interested in Vittoria.

Flamineo said, “I hope you do not think —”

Camillo interrupted, “That noblemen bowl booty?”

“Bowl booty” occurred when two players conspired to defeat a third player. Right now, Brachiano and Flamineo were conspiring to make Camillo a cuckold — a man with an unfaithful wife.

Camillo continued, “In faith, his cheek has a most excellent bias: it would like to jump with my mistress.”

A cheek is the rounded surface of a bowl (ball). A bias is the weighted side of a ball used in the game of bowls: The balls were not perfectly round but were weighted on one side so that they would roll erratically: They were lopsided. A mistress is the small white ball at which the larger bowls (balls) were aimed. To jump with the mistress is to run up against and touch the mistress.

Of course, these terms had sexual meanings. For example, to jump a mistress meant to have sex with her.

Flamineo asked, “Will you be an ass, despite your Aristotle?”

Aristotle was an ancient Greek philosopher. “Despite your Aristotle” meant “despite your learning.”

Flamineo continued, “Or a cuckold, contrary to your ephemerides, which show you under what a smiling planet you were first swaddled?”

Ephemerides are tables of astrological data in almanacs.

A smiling planet was a fortuitous sign. According to astrology, being born under a smiling planet meant that one would have a fortuitous life and so one ought not to worry about bad things that won’t happen.

Camillo said, “Bah, sir. Don’t tell me about planets and don’t tell me about ephemerides. A man may be made a cuckold in the daytime, when the stars’ eyes are out.”

Flamineo said, “Sir, goodbye. I commit you to your pitiful pillow stuffed with horn-shavings.”

Cuckolds were said to have horns growing out of their forehead. Flamineo was saying that Camillo had shaved off his cuckold’s horns.

Camillo said, “Brother-in-law!”

Flamineo said, “May God refuse to allow me into Paradise if I were to advise you now that your only course would be to lock up your wife —”

Camillo said, “That would be very good advice.”

Flamineo continued, “— keep her from the sight of revels —”

Camillo said, “Excellent advice.”

Flamineo continued, “— let her not go to church, unless, like a hound on a leash, at your heels.”

Camillo said, “Doing that would be good for her honor.”

Flamineo said, “If you do these things, you would be certain in one fortnight, despite her chastity or innocence, to be cuckolded, which yet is in suspense.”

Whether Camillo would or would not be cuckolded was in suspense because the future had not yet happened. Would he or wouldn’t he be advised by Flamineo, his brother-in-law? 

Flamineo said, “This is my counsel, and I ask no fee for it.”

His advice was to NOT keep a close eye on Vittoria.

Camillo said, “Come, you don’t know where my nightcap wrings me.”

A nightcap would fit badly or not at all if worn by a horned cuckold.

Flamineo said, “Wear it in the old fashion; let your large ears come through — it will be more easy on your head.”

The large ears he had in mind were those of an ass.

Flamineo continued, “I will be bitter — bar your wife from her entertainment: Women are more willingly and more gloriously chaste, when they are least restrained of their liberty.”

His “bitterness” consisted of advising Camillo to keep a close eye on his wife and not allow her to enjoy entertainments. 

Of course, he really wanted Camillo to give Vittoria her freedom so that Brachiano could make Camillo a cuckold.

Flamineo continued, “It seems that you would be a fine capricious, mathematically precise and jealous coxcomb and would measure the height of your own horns with a Jacob’s staff even before they are up.”

A Jacob’s staff was used to make measurements.

Flamineo continued, “These politically cunning enclosures for paltry mutton create more rebellion in the flesh than all the provocative electuaries — aphrodisiacs — doctors have offered for sale since last jubilee.”

“Mutton” was a slang term for prostitutes or sexually promiscuous women.

The “politically cunning enclosures” were the rooms in the house a wife would stay in while her husband refused to let her out of the house.

During a jubilee, people can buy indulgences that reduce after-death punishment for sins. For example, an indulgence can allow a repentant sinner to climb the Mountain of Purgatory more quickly. Some critics believed that people who paid money for indulgences were buying forgiveness for their sins.

Camillo said, “This does not help me —”

Flamineo said, “It seems you are jealous. I’ll show you the error of it by a familiar example. I have seen a pair of spectacles fashioned with such perspective art, that if you lay down just one twelve-pence on the gambling table and look at it, it will appear as if there were twenty twelve-pence coins.”

He was referring to trick eyeglasses that would make one object appear as twenty objects.

Flamineo continued, “If you were to wear a pair of these spectacles, and see your wife tying her shoe, you would imagine twenty hands were lifting up your wife’s clothes, and this would put you into a horrible causeless fury.”

Camillo said, “The fault there, sir, is not in the eyesight.”

Flamineo said, “True, but they who have the yellow jaundice think all objects they look at are yellow. 

“Jealousy is worse; her fits present to a man, like so many bubbles in a basin of water, twenty different crabbed faces; many times jealousy makes a man’s own shadow his cuckold-maker.”

A jealous man can look at his own shadow and think that the shadow is a man who has cuckolded him.

Vittoria Corombona — Camillo’s wife and Flamineo’s sister — entered the room. It was a large room, and she was some distance away.

Softly, Flamineo said, “Look, Vittoria is coming. What reason do you have to be jealous of this creature? What an ignorant ass or flattering knave might be accounted a man who would write sonnets to her eyes, or call her brow the snow of Mount Ida near Troy, or ivory of Corinth, or compare her hair to the blackbird’s bill, when it is more similar to the blackbird’s feather? This is all.”

Flamineo was saying that Camillo had no real reason to be jealous of Vittoria, his wife. True, someone might write bad poetry to Vittoria but that bad poet would become known as an ignorant ass or a flattering knave. That was all Camillo need worry about. 

In this society, fair skin was considered more beautiful than dark skin, and so the bad poet would praise a dark woman’s skin by comparing it to snow or ivory. 

The bad poet could make mistakes. The word “Corinth” was used to refer to a whorehouse, and the “ivory” could be interpreted as the ivory-white skin of the whores.

The bill of a blackbird is yellow, and the bad poet, to flatter a woman, might call her a blonde although her hair was black.

Flamineo continued, “Be wise; I will make you friends again with your wife, and you shall go to bed together. By the Virgin Mary — pay attention — it shall not be your seeking. You shall not be seen to seek to be reconciled with her. Insist upon that, by any means. Walk a little distance away, and be aloof. I would not have you be seen attempting to be reconciled to your wife.”
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