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Discover the epic tale
that shattered literary boundaries, not just in Italy but across
the entire continent of Europe. The Decameron, a masterpiece that
has been revered, imitated, and hailed as a wellspring of
inspiration, transcends the boundaries of time and place. It’s the
ultimate treasure trove of storytelling, captivating artists like
painters, musicians, film-makers. Join us on a journey into the
heart of Italy’s literary prowess, where we’ve unlocked the secrets
to make it accessible to the modern reader.


In its original form, the Decameron might seem like an
enigmatic labyrinth, but fear not! We’ve embarked on a mission to
bring this literary marvel into the light of the 21st century.
Through meticulous rewriting, we’ve transformed it into a
seamlessly flowing masterpiece in contemporary English, complete
with in-narrative clarifications that will guide you through every
twist and turn.

Prepare to immerse yourself in a world of wonder! Over ten
days, you’ll be transported to a time of devastating plagues, a
bygone era of opulence, the hilarious escapades of joyful monks and
not-so-chaste nuns, the dramatic stories of betrayed husbands and
selfless wives, daring pirates and alluring courtesans, epic
battles and grand tournaments, daring abductions, and uproarious
pranks. This is more than just a book - it’s your passport to an
entirely different world, a world that complements Dante’s with its
“horizontal” allure, grounded in earthly pleasures, where human wit
reigns supreme, and love, the most potent of emotions, mingles
harmoniously with joyful and natural desires.

Don’t miss your chance to embark on this literary adventure!
The Decameron awaits - grab your copy today and let the magic of
Boccaccio’s storytelling transport you to a world like no
other!
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The
book entitled Decameron begins, which means "The Book of the Ten
Days." Its subtitle is "The Prince Galeotto," because
it may promote love affairs, just as Seneschal Galehaut did with
Lancelot and Guinevere. It contains one hundred tales, told over
ten
days by seven women and three young men.



 






  

    
It
is human to have compassion for the afflicted. While this applies
to
every person, it becomes a duty, especially for those who have
needed
comfort and found it in others. If there is someone who truly
needed
consolation and found pleasant relief, that would be me.
  



  

    
From
my early youth to this day, I have been consumed by a profound
love.
If I were to narrate it, it would seem too noble for my humble
condition. Nevertheless, all sensible people who were aware of it
praised me, and my reputation grew in their eyes. However, it was
truly challenging for me to live with this love, not because of the
cruelty of the woman I loved, but because my mind was torn apart by
excessive passion, and I couldn't restrain my desires. I couldn't
find peace, and often I suffered more than I should have.
  



  

    
In
this state of anguish, a friend gave me so much relief that I now
believe, if I haven't died of love, it's because of his words. But
all earthly things have an end; it's an immutable law established
by
God. Thus, my love has also come to an end. Though it was more
passionate than any other, no act of will, no decision, no sense of
shame, no thought of the trouble it might cause could break it or
bend it. With the passage of time, it has cooled on its own.
  



  

    
Today,
all that remains in my soul is the delight that love usually offers
to those who do not wish to navigate its dark seas too deeply.
Therefore, freed from all distress, I feel that the pleasure of a
feeling that once oppressed me has remained.
  



  

    
However,
even though the pain has ceased, the memory of the benefits
received
from those who, out of kindness, shared my distress has not faded
and
will never fade, I believe, except with my death. Gratitude, in my
view, is the most commendable of virtues, and its opposite is
worthy
only of contempt.
  



  

    
Now,
I can finally say I am free from pain, but to avoid ingratitude, in
exchange for what I have received, I have resolved, to the best of
my
ability, to offer some relief, if not to those who helped me
(perhaps
they do not need it because they are sensible or fortunate
individuals), at least to those who truly need it.
  



  

    
Although
my help or comfort, as you will, may be of little consequence, as
it
indeed is, it seems necessary to me to offer it, especially where
the
need is greatest. This is because it will be more helpful and
appreciated.
  



  

    
And
who can deny that this comfort, however small, should be offered to
women more than men? They, with their delicate hearts, conceal the
flames of love within them. Those who have experienced and continue
to experience it know how much hidden passions are stronger than
those that are overt. Besides, constrained by the wishes,
pleasures,
orders of fathers, mothers, brothers, and husbands, women mostly
remain confined to the narrow space of their chambers. They sit,
almost doing nothing, they want and, at the same time, do not want;
and in the meantime, thoughts pass through their minds that cannot
always be cheerful. And if, due to these thoughts, some melancholy
befalls them, stirred by a fiery desire, it is natural that it
lingers and causes severe pain if not dispelled by new discussions;
not to mention that they cannot bear such melancholy, unlike
lovestruck men, as can be clearly seen. Men, when afflicted by
sadness or dark thoughts, have many ways to make them more bearable
or to make them disappear altogether, since, if they wish, they
have
the opportunity to go for a walk, listen and see many things, hunt
birds or other animals, fish, ride, play, and conduct business:
with
these methods, every man can uplift his spirits, either in whole or
in part, and divert them from afflictions for a while. After that,
there are two possibilities: either consolation comes, or the pain,
in any case, diminishes.
  



  

    
Fate
is less generous with support where the capacity to withstand it is
weaker, as we see happening with the fragile female gender. I want
to
offer a small comfort to the unfortunate condition of women, aid
and
refuge for women in love, since the needle, spindle, and spinning
wheel suffice for the others. Therefore, I intend to tell one
hundred
tales, or fables, or parables, or stories, whatever you prefer to
call them, narrated over ten days by a group of seven ladies and
three young men, during the time of the deadly plague.
Additionally,
I will include some songs sung by these women for their
pleasure.
  



  

    
In
these tales, there will be happy and sad love stories and other
adventures, happening today as in the past. Women in love who read
them can have fun and, at the same time, gain useful advice to
understand what they should avoid and what they should follow. I do
not believe this can happen without their pains fading away.
  



  

    
If
this happens, and God wills it, let them thank love, which, by
freeing me from its bonds, has allowed me to devote myself to their
pleasant distractions.
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The first day of the Decameron begins. After the author has
explained why the people he will talk about later had to gather to
converse with each other, they tell stories, guided by Pampinea,
about whatever pleases them most.





  

    
Sweet ladies, many times I think, to myself, how strong your
natural inclination toward compassion is. And many times I realize
how heavy and painful this first part of my work must seem to you,
in which the terrible memory of the past plague, bearer of death,
harm, and tears for all those who experienced it firsthand or came
to know of it in other ways, is still fresh. But I do not want you
to be frightened and interrupt your reading: it will not bring you
only sighs and tears.
  



  

    
This beginning, full of horrors, will be for you, as for
someone climbing a steep and rugged mountain, a beautiful plateau
awaits on the other side, all the more pleasant for how arduous the
ascent and descent have been. Just as pain comes in excess of joy,
so do miseries conclude with the arrival of joy. This brief painful
sensation (I say brief because it is limited to a few words) will
be immediately followed by the sweetness and pleasure that I
promised you earlier and that, perhaps, you would not expect after
such a beginning. To tell the truth, if I could have led you to
what I desire through a less rugged path, I would have gladly done
so. But I feel almost compelled to start with a recollection, since
without it, it is not possible to explain the cause of what will be
read later.
  



  

    
So, I say that it had already been 1348 years since the
Incarnation of the Son of God when the deadly plague arrived in
Florence, the most extraordinary and noble of Italian cities.
Perhaps it was sent by the influence of celestial bodies, or
perhaps it was the righteous anger of the Lord for our wicked
deeds. It had begun many years earlier in the East, from where,
after annihilating countless living beings, it relentlessly spread
from place to place, eventually bringing its dreadful consequences
to the West.
  



  

    
In that situation, neither caution nor measures taken by men,
nor the humble supplications of the devout to God, were of any
avail. Special officials cleaned the city of all filth. Entry into
the city was forbidden to any sick person. Public health advisories
were issued. Not once, but very often, crowds of the faithful
prayed in processions. All in vain: almost at the beginning of
spring that year, the plague began to painfully manifest its
effects.
  



  

    
It did not occur as it did in the East, where nosebleeds were
a clear sign of inevitable death. Here, at the onset of the
illness, certain swellings appeared in the groin or under the
armpits, swellings that grew to varying degrees and could reach the
size of an apple or an egg. People called them "buboes."
  



  

    
In a short time, the deadly swelling from the groin and
armpits spread to every other part of the body. Then, the disease
manifested with black or bluish spots that appeared everywhere,
especially on the arms and thighs, some large and few, others small
and numerous. Just as the "bubo" had been a sure sign of death
before, so were these spots.
  



  

    
No medical advice, no medicine seemed capable of bringing
even the slightest improvement. Very few recovered; most died
within three days of the appearance of symptoms, some more quickly,
some less, almost all without fever or other symptoms.
  



  

    
This was caused either by the nature of the truly incurable
disease itself or by the ignorance of the caregivers. Their number
had become immense and included not only actual physicians but also
men and women with no knowledge of medicine. Nevertheless, no one
could identify the causes of the illness and therefore could not
take the necessary measures.
  



  

    
This plague was particularly virulent because, through
contact, it attacked the healthy from the sick, much like fire does
to dry or oily things nearby.
  



  

    
The further it progressed, the worse it became. Not only did
speaking with the sick and being in contact with them infect the
healthy and lead them to death, but even touching the clothes and
any other object that had been touched or used by the infected
seemed to transfer the disease to others.
  



  

    
What I am about to add is truly incredible. I myself, if I
had not seen it with my own eyes, would not dare to believe it, let
alone report it, even if trustworthy people had told me. So, I say
that the plague was so contagious that it not only spread from
person to person but often had even more surprising effects:
objects belonging to the sick or the dead, if touched by an animal,
not only contaminated it but also killed it in a very short
time.
  



  

    
My eyes witnessed many such instances, as I mentioned
earlier, including this one: the clothes of a poor man who had died
of the plague had been thrown into the street, and two pigs,
approaching them as these animals always do with whatever they
find, grabbed them, first with their snouts, then with their teeth.
In less than an hour, the two beasts began to wriggle as if they
had been poisoned and fell dead on the ground, over those clothes
carelessly thrown in the street.
  



  

    
These and many other similar or even worse events gave rise
to various fears and strange choices among the survivors. All of
them, inhumanly, only cared about avoiding the sick and fleeing far
from them and their homes. In doing so, they thought they would
preserve their health.
  



  

    
There were some who believed that living moderately,
renouncing all superfluous things, was the only way to escape that
calamity. Forming a kind of group, they lived separately from
everyone else. They gathered and locked themselves in houses where
there were no sick people. They ate very moderately, consuming only
the lightest foods and drinking only the finest wine. They
abstained from sexual activity, did not exchange words with
outsiders, and did not want to hear news of death and disease. They
lived like this, listening to music and enjoying the few pleasures
that remained to them.
  



  

    
Others, on the contrary, held exactly the opposite opinion:
they were convinced that the only effective remedy against such a
devastating evil was to drink a lot, enjoy, sing, have fun, satisfy
every appetite, and laugh at everything that was happening. They
not only claimed it but also put it into practice. Day and night,
they went from one tavern to another, drinking without restraint.
They entered people's homes if they heard there were opportunities
for entertainment. In doing so, they encountered no obstacles
because the certainty of dying soon had induced everyone to abandon
not only themselves but also their homes. Thus, almost all homes
had become communal, and anyone who came upon them used them as if
they were the owner. Nevertheless, even those who had succumbed to
this bestial way of life, more like beasts than humans, avoided the
sick as much as possible.
  



  

    
In such a situation of misery and pain, the authority of the
laws in our city had almost dissolved, both divine and human. The
administrators and enforcers of justice were like everyone else:
either dead or sick. The few who were not infected no longer had
subordinates, so they could not carry out their duties. Therefore,
everything had become permissible for everyone.
  



  

    
Not only were there those who locked themselves in their
homes or indulged in debauchery; many others chose a middle path,
without restricting themselves too much like the first group, but
also without succumbing to dissoluteness like the second. This
third category of citizens tried to satisfy their various appetites
sufficiently, without excesses and without too much self-denial.
They did not stay locked up but walked the streets with flowers or
fragrant herbs or various spices in hand, which they often brought
to their noses: it was a way not to smell too strongly the foul
odor that permeated the air, a nauseating mixture of disease,
death, and decaying flesh.
  



  

    
Some made a cynical, cruel, and selfish choice, considering
it the only truly effective one: they claimed that the only remedy
against plagues was to flee. So, many men and women, thinking only
of themselves, abandoned the city, their homes, their beloved
places, their relatives, and all their belongings. They fled to the
countryside around Florence or even farther away. As if the wrath
of God, punishing the wickedness of men with the plague, could not
strike everywhere, but only inside the city walls. Or as if they
believed that no one would be left alive in Florence, and that the
city's last hour had come.
  



  

    
Different opinions, therefore, and different choices. But
none truly kept them safe. Not everyone died, of course, but few
survived. The enclosed, the revelers, and the fugitives all fell
ill. And so, they became the ones despised and abandoned, the ones
who languished everywhere, they who had first, when still healthy,
abandoned the sick.
  



  

    
Let's forget about the fact that the citizens avoided each
other, and the bonds of good neighborliness had almost disappeared.
That scourge had so twisted the hearts of men and women that
brothers abandoned brothers, uncles their nephews, sisters their
brothers, and often wives their husbands. It even happened,
incredible as it may sound, that fathers and mothers avoided
visiting and caring for their own children, as if they weren't
theirs.
  



  

    
So, for those who fell ill (and there were indeed many),
their only solace was the charity of friends (not many, to be
honest) or the greed of those who, attracted by substantial and
pitiful wages, took up the service of the sick. They were, however,
few, and those few were rough, unrefined men and women, mostly
unaccustomed to that kind of work. In reality, they served no other
purpose than to offer what was requested by the sick or to watch
them as they died. Often, these makeshift nurses, by remaining in
contact with the disease, ended up losing not only their earnings
but also their lives.
  



  

    
The general abandonment in which the afflicted were left by
neighbors, relatives, and friends, along with the extreme scarcity
of servants, led to a habit never seen before: a woman, no matter
how beautiful and virtuous, when she fell victim to the contagion,
had no qualms about being assisted by a man, young or old, and
shamelessly displaying every part of her body to him, as she would
to another woman in case of necessity. Perhaps because of this,
those who later recovered showed much less modesty and reserve than
before.
  



  

    
Abandonment also caused the death of many who, if they had
been helped, might have survived.
  



  

    
In short, due to the lack of proper assistance and the
severity of the plague, the living adopted customs and habits very
different from those before.
  



  

    
Previously, as we still see done today, women, whether
related or merely neighbors, would gather at the deceased's house
and, together with close relatives, weep. In front of the
deceased's home, neighbors, many other citizens, and a greater or
lesser number of priests would also gather. The deceased would be
carried on the shoulders of men of the same status to the church
where they had chosen to be buried. Hymns and candlelights
accompanied the coffin.
  



  

    
However, with the spread of the pestilence, these ceremonies
ceased entirely or nearly so. People died with only a few women
around them; many even departed this life alone like dogs. Very few
were granted the tears of grief from their relatives. More often,
the deceased were met with cynical laughter and jokes. It was
mostly the women who seemed to have forgotten the compassion
typical of their gender, creating an atmosphere more akin to a
celebration.
  



  

    
Few were the deceased who were accompanied to the church by
more than ten or twelve neighbors, and it was not respected and
illustrious citizens who carried their coffins, but a gang of
gravediggers, of humble origins, who called themselves "becchini"
and did this service for money. Most of the time, they hurriedly
transported the deceased, not to the church chosen by the deceased
before their death, but to the nearest one. Following them were
four, at most six, clerics, with very few candles. The ceremony was
brief, and the corpse was placed in the first available
space.
  



  

    
Even more pitiful was the sight of the poor and middle-class
people. Confined to their homes and neighborhoods by the hope of
avoiding the disease and, above all, by poverty, they fell ill by
the thousands every day. Without any medical care or help, they
died almost without exception. Many of them ended their lives on
the streets. Even if they managed to die at home, their neighbors
only noticed when the stench of decomposition reached them. And
then, not so much out of charity but for fear of being somehow
contaminated, alone or with the help of a few bearers, if they
could find them, they carried the corpses outside and left them in
front of the doors. Especially in the morning, anyone walking those
streets would see endless rows of bodies. They were then placed in
coffins or, if those were lacking, on simple wooden boards. It was
not uncommon for the same coffin to contain two or three bodies:
husband and wife, brother and brother, father and son.
  



  

    
Very often, following two priests each carrying a cross,
three or four coffins for the deceased were also carried on the
bearers' shoulders. What was usually done for one deceased was now
done for six, eight, or sometimes even more. No tears, no lights,
no funeral procession: they took care of the men who were dying as
if they were dealing with goats.
  



  

    
It's tough, even for the most reasonable men, to patiently
endure the damages and misfortunes that normal events bring about.
So, almost paradoxically, the magnitude of the evil had spread,
even among the lowliest and most ignorant, a sort of resigned
acceptance.
  



  

    
The dead were so numerous that the consecrated land for
burials was insufficient. Therefore, enormous graves were dug in
the church cemeteries, where hundreds of bodies were thrown,
stacked in layers like goods in the hold of a ship. Hence, little
soil was needed to cover them and fill the pit.
  



  

    
Without going into every detail of the miseries that our poor
Florence had to endure at that time, I will just say that, if the
situation in the city was desperate, the surrounding countryside
was not spared either.
  



  

    
Here, leaving aside the castles, which resembled small urban
centers, in the farms and fields, the wretched peasants and their
families, with no medical help and no assistance, died in the
streets, among the crops, at home, day and night, not like men, but
almost like beasts. Therefore, they, too, became dissolute like the
city dwellers, caring no longer for any of their possessions or
affairs. In fact, everyone, as if they were living their last day,
only thought about consuming what they had at their disposal,
without the slightest concern for the future yield of their animals
and lands or their past toils.
  



  

    
So, the oxen, the donkeys, the sheep, the goats, the pigs,
the chickens, and even the dogs, the most loyal to men, driven from
their homes, roamed the fields where the harvest had been
abandoned, not to mention unharvested. Many animals, as if endowed
with reason, after gorging themselves all day, returned home fully
satisfied at night, without any human guidance or control.
  



  

    
To return to the city, I can only add that the cruelty of
heaven and, perhaps in part, of men was so great that between March
and July of 1348, the plague and the state of abandonment of the
sick took away more than one hundred thousand Florentines, more
than were thought to inhabit the city before the epidemic.
  



  

    
How many palaces, how many beautiful homes, how many noble
residences, once filled with lords, ladies, and servants, now stood
empty, without even a single servant! How many families worthy of
remembrance, how many immense fortunes, how much famous wealth
remained without heirs!
  



  

    
How many valiant men, how many beautiful women, how many
magnificent young people, who even Aesculapius himself, the Greek
god of medicine, would have judged perfectly healthy, dined with
relatives, companions, and friends, and that same evening found
themselves dining in the afterlife, with their ancestors!
  



  

    
But now, let's stop recounting such horrors. It's better to
omit what I can omit and move on to something else.
  



  

    
I want to tell you what I heard from a credible witness. One
Tuesday morning, in the nearly deserted church of Santa Maria
Novella, seven young women met by chance after attending mass. They
were all friends, neighbors, or relatives, and they were all
dressed in mourning attire, as was appropriate for such a time.
Their ages ranged from eighteen to twenty-eight, and none of them
lacked intelligence, noble blood, beauty, grace, or virtue.
  



  

    
I could reveal their real names without using pseudonyms, but
I have a good reason not to do so. The things they heard,
discussed, and that I'm about to relate might be a source of shame
for them in the future. They could also tempt the envious, always
ready to besmirch the lives of those who have no reason to be
besmirched, to use foul words against them.
  



  

    
On the other hand, I don't want there to be confusion about
their identities. So, I've decided to use fictional names for them,
which at least partially correspond to their
characteristics.
  



  

    
The first, the oldest among them, we will call Pampinea, the
flourishing; the second, Fiammetta, the passionate; the third
Filomena, with the beautiful voice; then Emilia, the flattering
one, and Lauretta, the humble glorious one, and Neifile, the dreamy
lover, and finally Elissa, the forsaken one.
  



  

    
These women found themselves sitting near each other, almost
in a circle, in a part of the church, not intentionally but by
chance. They prayed and sighed. At one point, after their prayers
were interrupted, they began to talk about the calamity surrounding
them. After a while, Pampinea spoke up and said, "My dear friends,
you've surely heard that it's not a sin to use one's reason
judiciously. It's only natural that anyone belonging to this world
seeks, to the best of their ability, to help, preserve, and defend
their own life. It's not uncommon for people to have killed others
without fault to save their own lives. Self-defense is also allowed
by the law, the foundation of all civil coexistence. Therefore,
anyone has the right, without committing a crime, to seek all
possible remedies to survive.
  



  

    
Every time I think about what we did this morning, as on many
other occasions in the past, and the things we discussed, I
immediately think, and I believe you cannot help but think the
same, that each one of us is not sure of reaching tomorrow. This
doesn't surprise me, given what is happening. What amazes me,
however, is the fact that we, as women, don't even think about
seeking compensation for what we are forced to endure.
  



  

    
We stay here, in this church, as if we wanted or had to
witness how many dead are brought here for burial, or as if we
wanted to check whether the few remaining Friars are doing their
duty and singing what they should at the appointed hours. Or
perhaps, do we wish to display all our miseries to everyone who
sees us?
  



  

    
If we step outside, what do we see? Only the dead or the sick
being carried here and there. We see the rabble, who were
justifiably condemned for their sins, roaming freely through the
city, indulging in every excess, making a mockery of the laws,
taking advantage of the fact that those who should enforce them are
either dead or sick.
  



  

    
We see the refuse of our city, now turned into gravediggers,
riding around everywhere; almost greedy for our blood, they seem to
relish our torment and never miss an opportunity to remind us of
what awaits us. In the streets, there are only death announcements:
"So-and-so has died," "Such-and-such is about to die." Nothing else
is heard in the city, not even cries and lamentations, as there are
hardly any left capable of weeping and lamenting.
  



  

    
And if we return to our homes... I don't know if it's the
same for you... but I, who had many servants, now find only one
maid. Fear takes hold of me then, my hair stands on end. In every
part of my house, I seem to see the shadows of my deceased loved
ones, and not in their usual appearance, but... God, what fright!
With deformed and horrifying features. In short, whether here, on
the streets, or in my own home, I feel ill at ease.
  



  

    
And I feel even worse because I have the horrible sensation
that, except for us, there is not a single person left in Florence
who still has some wealth or even just a place to take refuge. I
have heard and seen many, but who knows if there are any left...
they do whatever they want, day and night, alone or in company,
unrestrained, without distinguishing between right and wrong,
driven only by their desires. How many women, how many young people
has the plague taken from us! We can see the evidence of it
wherever we look.
  



  

    
I don't know if you share my view, but I believe that if we
stay here, we will eventually fall victim to the plague, regardless
of our behavior. I am convinced, however, that there is a way to
save ourselves: leaving the city, as many have done and continue to
do. Without indulging in the excesses that others are succumbing
to, we should move to the countryside around here, where each of us
owns several estates.
  



  

    
There, we can continue to live with dignity: festivities,
merriment, pleasures, but always within bounds. Think about it! The
song of birds, the green hills and plains, the swaying of the crops
in the fields, all kinds of trees, and the open sky, which, even if
angry with humans, will not deny us its beauty, certainly more
pleasing to the eye than this desolation.
  



  

    
There, the air is always fresh, and everything necessary for
life is abundant, and there are certainly fewer annoyances. People
die there, as in the city, but houses and inhabitants are much
sparser, so the spectacle of death must be much less frequent and
oppressive. On the other hand, we will have no remorse about
leaving anyone here. I would say that we are the ones being
abandoned: our relatives are dead, or to save themselves, they have
left us alone in this misery, as if we were not their kin.
  



  

    
We will have nothing to reproach ourselves with if we make
the decision I have suggested. If we do not, however, we will only
bring trouble, pain, and perhaps death upon ourselves. Therefore, I
believe that we will do well, when you are ready, to gather what
remains of our servants and everything we need and leave. We will
live here today, there tomorrow, and enjoy the happiness that this
sad moment grants us. We will pass the time and, if death does not
take us first, we will see how this calamity ends.
  



  

    
Remember that what I am proposing to you is much more
dignified than succumbing to bestial behavior, as unfortunately so
many others among us are doing."
  



  

    
The companions, having heard Pampinea, not only approved of
her advice but seemed so eager to follow it that they immediately
began discussing how to implement the plan, as if they were going
to set out on their journey right away.
  



  

    
However, Filomena, perhaps the most sensible among them,
said, "Friends, Pampinea has spoken well, and her proposal is
excellent. We must not, however, be in too much of a hurry, as it
seems some of you might be. Let us remember that we are women, and
none of us is so young as to be unaware of how fickle women,
especially in groups, can be in their judgment and how poorly they
can regulate themselves without a man. We are capricious, hesitant,
suspicious, weak, and fearful. Therefore, I strongly suspect that
if we have no guide other than ourselves, our company will quickly
dissolve amid quarrels and jealousy, which would bring no honor to
any of us. It is best, then, before we begin to implement
Pampinea's plan, that we seek a different guide."
  



  

    
Elissa then chimed in, blushing a little because one of the
young men loved her, and she loved him in return. She said,
"Filomena, be careful with what you say! I know that... Well... I
can only speak well of each of these young men. They would do honor
in any situation. They are undoubtedly capable of being excellent
companions not only for us but also for women far more attractive
and noble than us. The issue is that... everyone knows that among
us are their beloveds. If we include them in our plan, I fear
people will gossip about us and them. We will be criticized, both
us and them, and without any fault of ours!"
  



  

    
Filomena retorted, "And what does that matter? If I live
honestly, if my conscience has nothing to reproach itself for, let
others think and say what they like! God and the truth will defend
my reputation. Oh, if these young men were truly willing to come
with us... Then we could really say, as Pampinea did earlier, that
fortune is on our side."
  



  

    
The others, having heard Filomena's words, initially fell
silent, then all declared their agreement: they should indeed
summon those young men and involve them in their plans. Moreover,
they should kindly ask them to be their companions.
  



  

    
So, Pampinea, without a word, stood up and approached the
young men, who were standing there watching them. With a radiant
face, she greeted them, explained the plan, and asked them, on
behalf of all, to have pure hearts, like brothers, in becoming
their companions.
  



  

    
At that moment, the three men thought they were the victims
of a joke. However, when they understood that the women's words
were sincere, they eagerly agreed and immediately began preparing
what was necessary for departure.
  



  

    
Thus, all the preparations were made hastily but carefully.
The following morning, which was a Wednesday, they set out at dawn.
The women, along with some maids, and the three young men, along
with their servants, left the city and embarked on their
journey.
  



  

    
They had only traveled about two miles when they reached the
chosen place for their stay. This location, far from any roads, was
situated on a small hill, pleasant to behold, with lush green trees
all around. At the summit was a magnificent palace, surrounded by a
very large and beautiful courtyard with loggias, halls, and
bedrooms, all splendidly decorated with exquisite frescoes. There
were also magnificent lawns and gardens, with wells of the freshest
water and pergolas of precious vines, which were perhaps more
appreciated by avid wine drinkers than by the sober ladies.
  



  

    
The palace had been thoroughly cleaned, the beds made, and
every room adorned with reeds and seasonal flowers. This brought
considerable satisfaction to both the women and the young men when
they arrived, and they immediately made themselves
comfortable.
  



  

    
Dioneo, who was always pleasant and witty, was the first to
speak, saying, "Ladies, you have certainly been wiser and more
prudent than us, as it was your idea to bring us here. I do not
know what you intend to do, nor do I know if any of you still
harbor ill thoughts. As for me, I left mine behind the city gates
as soon as we exited. So, there are two possibilities: either you
wish to laugh, sing, and enjoy yourselves with me (always in a
manner befitting your dignity, of course), or you can dismiss me,
and I shall retrieve my thoughts! I shall return to our city, as
devastated as it is!"
  



  

    
Pampinea, also wanting to dispel any worries, responded, "You
speak well, Dioneo! We want to live in joy and pleasure, for no
other reason have we fled from all those horrors. But things cannot
last long without moderation. I, who have essentially been the
founder of this lovely company with my words, believe that among us
there should be a leader, someone whom all others respect and obey,
someone whose sole concern is to make our time here as enjoyable as
possible. And so that each one may feel the weight of this
responsibility, without being excluded from the others' pleasure
and to prevent jealousy from arising on either side, I propose that
each of us takes turns as the leader for a day. We will all decide
together who should be the first. As for those who follow, they
will be chosen at sunset by the one who has been king or queen
during the day. The chosen one can then decide how we should spend
our time and where."
  



  

    
These words pleased everyone, and it was decided unanimously
that Pampinea should be the queen for the first day. Filomena,
then, quickly went to pick some laurel branches nearby. She had
heard many times that this plant, above all others, brought honor
and glory to anyone who was rightfully crowned with it. So, she
gathered some branches and made a beautiful wreath, which she
placed on Pampinea's head. From that moment on, during their stay
in that place, it became the distinctive sign that immediately
identified the reigning king or queen.
  



  

    
Pampinea, once elected, summoned the four maids and the
servants of the three young men. She ordered the men to be silent
and began, "I must set an example for the proper management of my
role because, by improving it, we can live with order, pleasure,
and no shame. Only then can our group last as long as we desire.
Therefore, I appoint Parmeno, Dioneo's servant, as the head of our
kitchen. Syrisco, Panfilo's servant, will be our treasurer and
oversee all expenses under Parmeno's direction. Tindaro,
Filostrato's servant, will take care of the rooms of the other two
when they are too occupied to attend to them personally. My maid,
Misia, and Filomena's maid, Licisca, will be the cooks and prepare
the meals that Parmenio orders them to. Chimera, Lauretta's maid,
and Statilia, Fiammetta's maid, will take care of the other rooms
when their mistresses are busy and will handle general cleaning.
Moreover, none of them, if they wish to keep our favor, should ever
bring us anything from the outside except good news, no matter
where they go or return from, no matter what they see or
hear."
  



  

    
Everyone approved of these orders. Then Pampinea, satisfied,
stood up and added, "Here, we have gardens and meadows and many
other pleasant places. Feel free to enjoy yourselves as you please.
When the bells ring at nine, though, everyone should return here so
that we can dine while it's still cool."
  



  

    
Having been dismissed by the queen, the young men and the
lovely ladies wandered in a garden. They spoke of pleasant things,
wove garlands from various branches, and sang love songs.
  



  

    
Once the appointed time by the queen had passed, they
returned and found that Parmeno had diligently carried out his
duties. The tables were set with the whitest linens and glasses
that seemed like silver. Everything was adorned with broom flowers.
Following the queen's instructions, they washed their hands and
took their assigned seats, arranged by Parmeno. The servants served
them with delicacies and the finest wines, all done calmly and
gracefully.
  



  

    
Everyone delighted in this pleasant atmosphere filled with
harmony and joy, and the meal was filled with laughter and witty
remarks.
  



  

    
After eating, as they all knew how to dance, and some were
skilled in playing and singing, the queen ordered the instruments
to be brought. Following her command, Dioneo took a lute, Fiammetta
took a viola, and they began to play dance music. After dismissing
the servants to enjoy their meal, those who weren't playing
instruments began to dance in a circle with slow steps. After the
dance, they sang graceful and lighthearted melodies.
  



  

    
They spent their time this way until the queen felt it was
time for some rest. So they all did.
  



  

    
It was just past three in the afternoon when Pampinea rose
and invited the others to do the same, saying that it was not good
to sleep too long during the day.
  



  

    
They went to a small meadow where the grass was lush and high
enough to provide shade from the sun. A pleasant breeze refreshed
the air. Everyone sat in a circle on the grass, as the queen had
suggested.
  



  

    
Pampinea spoke again, saying, "The sun is high, and it's very
hot. Only the cicadas can be heard in the olive trees. It would be
foolish, at this moment, to go anywhere. This is a beautiful place,
cool and comfortable. As you can see, I have had gaming tables and
chessboards brought here: those who wish can amuse themselves in
that way. But if you'd like to follow my advice, we would be better
off spending these sultry hours not in playing games but in telling
each other stories. Games inevitably cause some disturbance to
those who lose, and, moreover, they are not always enjoyable for
the other player or, especially, for those who are watching.
Stories, on the other hand, can bring joy to both the teller and
the listener. Each one of us will narrate a tale, and this way,
we'll pass the time until sunset. Then, when the heat subsides, we
can go wherever we please for further amusement. If you all approve
of my suggestion, let's put it into practice. If anyone does not
like it, they are free to do as they please until evening."
  



  

    
Both the men and the women showed their approval of
Pampinea's proposal. She then turned to Panfilo, who was seated to
her right, and kindly asked him to begin the storytelling. The
young man, upon hearing the queen's request, began to speak, and
everyone listened attentively.
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Dear
    ladies, it is right that whatever a man does, he should
    sanctify it
    with the holy and admirable name of Him who was the creator of
    all.
    Therefore, as I am about to begin my tales, I intend to start
    with
    one of His wonders, so that once you have heard it, our hope
    will
    remain steadfast in Him as something that will never change and
    will
    lead us to praise His name forever. Everyone knows that all
    things in
    the world are transitory and mortal, filled with troubles,
    anxieties,
    and toils, and subject to endless perils. We, who are mixed
    with them
    and indeed are a part of them, could never in any way resist or
    protect ourselves from them if it were not for the special
    grace of
    God, which gives us strength and wisdom. We should not believe
    that
    this happens because of our merit; it is His benevolence,
    solicited
    by the prayers of those who, once mortal like us, through their
    conduct have become eternally blessed with Him. For all that we
    desire to ask of the Lord, we often do not dare to direct our
    prayers
    directly to Him, but instead we address them to these Saints
    who,
    experts in human frailty, can be excellent intermediaries for
    us.
    But, as is known, the human eye cannot reach to the depths of
    the
    divine mind's mysteries. Thus, it sometimes happens that,
    deceived by
    a false opinion, we consider someone who is damned to be a
    saint and
    therefore forever excluded from His presence. It is in such
    cases,
    especially, that we can understand how generous God is, because
    He,
    to whom nothing is hidden, looks more to the sincere good faith
    of
    the one who prays than to their ignorance and the damned
    condition of
    the one who is prayed to, and therefore, He equally grants what
    is
    requested. This will be seen clearly in the tale you are about
    to
    hear, where it will be evident how often the judgment of men is
    wrong
    and far from that of God.
  




  

    

      

        
It
is told, then, that a very wealthy Florentine merchant, Musciatto
Franzesi, had managed to become a knight at the court of the
sovereign, Philip the Fair, in the land of France. When the king's
brother, Charles of Valois, decided to accept the invitation of
Pope
Boniface VIII to go to Italy as a peacemaker, he wanted Messer
Musciatto to accompany him. This man, as often happens to
merchants,
had business pending everywhere, which he certainly could not
conclude either immediately or easily. Therefore, he thought of
entrusting them to capable agents to bring them to a successful
conclusion, and for all of them, he found the right person. For all
but one: he did not know to whom he could entrust the task of
collecting certain debts from some Burgundians. Indeed, there was a
rumor that the inhabitants of Burgundy were all quarrelsome,
deceitful, and treacherous, and Musciatto could not think of anyone
who was so villainous as to be suitable for that task. He thought
and
thought about everyone he knew, and finally, he remembered a
certain
Ser Cepparello, originally from Prato and often a guest in his
house
in Paris. The French did not know that Cepparello was a diminutive
of
Ciapo, that is, Jacopo. They believed that his name came from
"chapel," meaning a wreath, and therefore they called him
Ciappelletto, since he was short in stature and always meticulously
dressed. So, everyone knew him as Ciappelletto, and very few knew
his
real name.
      
    
  



  

    

      

        
Who
was this man? He was a notary, one who certainly did not kill
himself
with work. He executed few notarial acts, but the few he did had to
be rigorously false; he would have been ashamed if even one of the
documents he handled had been recognized as authentic. Indeed, he
would have performed all the false deeds he could for free, with
greater satisfaction than he would have felt in doing authentic
ones,
even if he were lavishly rewarded. He gladly testified falsely,
whether asked to or spontaneously. At that time, in France, great
trust was placed in oaths, and Ciappelletto, since he did not have
the slightest scruple about swearing falsely, prevailed in many
disputes where he had been exhorted to swear to tell the truth. He
particularly enjoyed sowing evil and discord among relatives,
friends, and anyone else, and he put all his effort into it. The
more
harm he could do, the more satisfied he was. When called upon to
commit murder or any other crime, he never hesitated. It happened
to
him more than once to wound and kill with his own hands. He was a
great blasphemer of God and the saints. For the slightest reason,
he
would immediately fly into a rage, irritable like no other. He
never
set foot in church and mocked all the sacraments with abominable
words. On the contrary, he was a frequent visitor to taverns and
disreputable places. He was attracted to women as dogs are to
beatings: he liked men, only with them did he satisfy his lust. He
would have committed thefts and robberies with the same diligence
as
a holy man would give alms. He was extremely gluttonous and a heavy
drinker, so much so that he often offered the disgusting spectacle
of
his vomit. He was also a gambler and a cheat. In short, why should
I
go on? Was he perhaps the worst man in the world? His perverse
wickedness had long been protected by the power and connections of
Messer Musciatto: that's the only way to explain why he had always
been spared by both private individuals he had somehow harmed and
the
police. It's also understandable why Musciatto, who knew well what
kind of man Ciappelletto was, thought of him for the Burgundians.
He
had him called and said to him: "Listen, I'm about to leave here
for good, but I still have some business pending with certain
Burgundians who, as you know, are more cunning than the devil. I
think there is no one more suitable than you to collect what they
owe
me. Moreover, it seems to me that you have no particular
commitments
at the moment. Furthermore, if you accept, I will have you obtain
the
favor of the royal court, and of course, you will be able to keep a
fair percentage of what you collect."
      
    
  




  

    

      
Ciappelletto
      was not doing very well. He was unemployed, almost broke. His
      reputation was increasingly compromised because too many now
      knew
      what kind of man he was. Now, with the powerful protection of
      Musciatto about to be lost... he was almost forced to accept.
      After
      receiving the power of attorney and credentials from
      Musciatto, he
      went to Burgundy, where almost no one knew him. He began to
      carry out
      his assignment contrary to his nature, that is, with
      gentleness and
      courtesy; he would use harsh methods later if the good ones
      did not
      work. He lived in the house of two Florentine brothers who
      practiced
      usury there. They treated him with a certain respect so as
      not to
      displease the powerful Musciatto. It didn't take long for
      Ciappelletto to fall ill. The two brothers immediately
      summoned
      doctors, servants, and anything else that could help him
      recover. But
      whatever they did seemed useless: the good man was old, he
      had always
      lived disorderly, and therefore, the doctors said, he was
      visibly
      deteriorating. In short, he had, as they say, the death
      ailment. This
      was a cause of great concern for the two brothers. One day,
      in a room
      adjacent to the one where Ciappelletto lay ill, they began to
      discuss
      the matter. How should they behave with this guest, who had
      suddenly
      become so inconvenient? A tough nut to crack, indeed! They
      certainly
      could not, in the condition he was in, get rid of him; people
      would
      have crucified them and judged them mad, seeing them first
      welcome
      him, have him served and cared for, and then, without any
      particular
      reason, throw him out of the house, dying as he was. On the
      other
      hand, they were sure that a man like him would never confess
      at the
      point of death and would refuse to receive the Last Rites.
      Without
      confession, no church would want his body, which would end up
      in a
      ditch like that of a dog. Even if he had agreed to confess,
      his sins
      were so many and so grave that no priest would want to give
      him
      absolution. So, he would end up the same way as a dog. And
      this would
      be a magnificent pretext for the inhabitants of that city,
      who
      already could not stand them because of the profession they
      practiced, and who were just waiting for this to get their
      hands on
      their property. They could already hear them shouting, "These
      Italian dogs! They're not even wanted in church! Enough,
      let's finish
      them!" They would have forcibly entered their houses,
      plundered
      them, and perhaps even taken their lives. In short, in one
      way or
      another, they would be in serious trouble. Ciappelletto, you
      know,
      was in bed in the next room. As often happens, illness had
      sharpened
      his hearing, and he had heard the whole discussion between
      the two
      brothers. He had them called and said to them, "Listen to me:
      I
      don't want my presence here to harm you in any way. I've
      heard what
      you've said to each other, and I also believe that if things
      were to
      go as you've outlined, it would end badly for you. But don't
      worry,
      it won't go that way, I guarantee it. In my lifetime, I've
      done so
      many bad things that one more or less, what difference does
      it make?
      God's judgment of me will certainly not change if I offend
      Him once
      again before I die. So, make sure to have a Friar come here,
      the
      holiest one you can find, assuming you can find one, and let
      me
      handle it. I'll arrange things for both you and me." The two
      brothers, not believing it too much, did as their guest had
      said:
      they went to a convent of Friars and asked if one of them
      could come
      to confess a dying Italian. The task was entrusted by the
      prior to a
      very old Friar whose life had been irreproachable, a great
      connoisseur of the Holy Scriptures, one whom the people
      revered with
      special devotion. They brought him to their house and had him
      enter
      Ciappelletto's room. He sat down by the sick man's bed and
      began to
      comfort him. Then he asked him how long it had been since he
      had last
      confessed. Ciappelletto, who had never done so in his life,
      replied,
      "Father, I have always confessed at least once a week, and
      often
      more. But since I got sick, and it has already been eight
      days, I
      haven't been able to go to church." "My son," replied
      the Friar, "you did well not to move, and you should do the
      same
      in the coming days. After all, you are accustomed to
      confessing so
      often that today I shouldn't take long to ask you questions
      and
      listen to your answers." 
    
  




  

    
"Do
not say so, Father. In my life, I have always wanted to make a
general confession each time, so that I could always declare all
the
sins that I could remember, from the day of my birth until that
moment. Therefore, I beg you, ask me all the questions you would
ask
someone who has never confessed. Do not have scruples because you
see
me so ill; I prefer not to worry about my flesh at all rather than
have regard for it, risking the loss of my soul, which my Savior
redeemed with His own blood."
  



  

    
These
words pleased the holy man greatly and seemed to him an indication
of
a truly willing soul. He praised Ciappelletto for his behavior and
then asked him if he had ever committed sins of the flesh with a
woman.
  



  

    
The
confessed sighed and replied, "My Father, I am ashamed to tell
you the truth because I am afraid of showing excessive
self-esteem."
  



  

    
"Speak
freely," urged the holy Friar, "for telling the truth has
never been a sin, neither in confession nor in any other
circumstance."
  



  

    
"Well,"
said Ciappelletto, "as for women, I am as much a virgin as I
came out of my mother's womb."
  



  

    
"Bless
you!" exclaimed the Friar. "You have acted well, and your
merit is truly great because you are not a religious, no rule holds
you back, and therefore, you could easily have satisfied your
desires
if you had wanted."
  



  

    
He
then asked Ciappelletto if he had ever given in to the sin of
gluttony.
  



  

    
Ciappelletto
sighed heavily and admitted that he had sinned with gluttony, not
infrequently. He recounted that, in addition to the regular fasting
during Lent, he was accustomed to, at least three days a week,
nourishing himself only with bread and water. Moreover, especially
after doing some heavy work or after praying or going on a
pilgrimage
to some holy place, he had often drunk water with the same avidity
as
a drunkard drinks wine. Many times, he had desired certain salads
of
wild herbs, the kind that women love so much when they go to the
countryside. At times, he had appreciated food more than was
appropriate for someone fasting, as he was doing out of
devotion.
  



  

    
"Son,"
replied the Friar, "these sins are natural and of little
consequence. I don't want you to feel burdened by such trifles. It
is
normal for any man, even the holiest, to find food good after
fasting
or to enjoy a drink after labor."
  



  

    
"Oh,
my Father!" Ciappelletto retorted, "Don't tell me this to
comfort me. I know very well that when we dedicate things to God,
we
must do so wholeheartedly, without reservations; otherwise, we
sin."
  



  

    
The
Friar, very pleased, said, "I am glad you have this inner
conviction, which demonstrates how good and pure your conscience
is.
But now tell me, have you sinned with greed, desiring more than
what
is right or withholding something that did not belong to
you?"
  



  

    
To
this, Ciappelletto responded, "Father, I wouldn't want you to be
influenced by the fact that I am here in the house of these
usurers.
I have nothing to do with them! On the contrary, I came here
precisely to admonish them, to reprimand them, to make them change
their ways! And I believe I would have succeeded if God had not
sent
me this illness. However, you should know that my father left me a
substantial inheritance, which I mostly destined for charity after
his death. To support myself and to be able to help the poor of
Christ, I engaged in certain small trades... and yes, I confess, I
desired to make a profit. But I always shared my profits with the
poor: half for my needs, half for theirs. And in this, I always had
the Creator's help because things always went quite well for
me."
  



  

    
The
Friar congratulated him again and then asked him how many times he
had given in to anger.
  



  

    
Ciappelletto
replied, "This has happened to me quite often. How can a man
restrain himself when he sees his fellow men indulging in so many
vices all day, not observing God's commandments, and not fearing
His
judgment? How many times would I have preferred to be dead rather
than see young people indulge in frivolous things, rather than see
them swear falsely, frequent taverns instead of churches, and
follow
the ways of the world rather than God's path?"
  



  

    
"What
you speak of," replied the Friar, "is a righteous anger,
and you should not repent of it at all. But did anger ever lead you
to harm someone, insult them, or commit any other wicked
action?"
  



  

    
Ciappelletto
responded, "Certainly not, sir! How can you speak like that? If
I had even just thought one of the things you mention, do you think
God would have helped and protected me for so long? The things you
speak of are done by bandits, criminals! I have seen such men. I
always prayed to God to make them change their ways."
  



  

    
"You
are truly blessed!" said the confessor. "But tell me, have
you ever borne false witness against someone, spoken ill of
someone,
or taken something from someone without their consent?"
  



  

    
"Never!"
Ciappelletto replied firmly. "In fact, to be honest, I have
spoken ill of someone before. Once, there was a neighbor of mine
who
did nothing but beat his wife. When he drank, he mistreated the
poor
woman terribly. Yes, I spoke ill of this man to her relatives
because
I had so much pity for that unfortunate woman."
  



  

    
The
Friar continued his interrogation, and each time, Ciappelletto's
responses were of the same nature. Therefore, the Friar would have
certainly moved on to granting absolution if Ciappelletto had not
said, "There are still sins, sir, that I have not told you."
  



  

    
Prompted
by the Friar, he then revealed how he had once failed to observe
the
Sabbath rest: on a Saturday, he had ordered his servant to sweep
the
house, and it was already past three in the afternoon!
  



  

    
The
confessor again emphasized the insignificance of that
transgression,
but Ciappelletto insisted, saying, "Do not say that it is a
small matter because Sunday is too important to be honored since it
was on a Sunday that Our Lord rose from death to life."
  



  

    
The
Friar smiled and asked if there was anything else to
confess.
  



  

    
"Yes,
sir, unfortunately," replied Ciappelletto. "Once, without
realizing it, I spat in the church, in God's house!"
  



  

    
The
Friar smiled again and said that he should not worry; even they,
who
were religious, sometimes spat there.
  



  

    
"That's
wrong," Ciappelletto retorted, "because nothing should be
kept as pure as the holy temple where the sacrifice to God is
celebrated."
  



  

    
Ciappelletto
continued to confess his shortcomings. In the end, he burst into
tears (he knew how to do it very well when he wanted).
  



  

    
The
Friar, concerned, asked him what was wrong. Ciappelletto replied,
"Lord, there is one sin that I have never had the courage to
confess because I am so ashamed of it. Every time I remember it, I
cry, as you see me doing now. I fear that God will never have mercy
on me for this sin."
  



  

    
"What
are you saying, my son?" the holy Friar replied. "If all
the sins that men have committed and will commit from now until the
end of the ages were gathered into one person, and if that person
confessed them to God with the repentance and sincere contrition
that
I see in you, the Lord, in His mercy, would not deny His
forgiveness.
Therefore, do not be afraid and confess even this sin of
yours."
  



  

    
Still
in tears, Ciappelletto reiterated that it was something too grave:
without the Friar's prayers, God would never forgive him.
  



  

    
The
holy man reassured him again, promising to pray for him. But
Ciappelletto hesitated to reveal the secret: he cried, the Friar
comforted him, but he insisted that his sin was too much even for
the
infinite understanding of the Most High.
  



  

    
Finally,
after a long time, he made up his mind. "Well, Father, since you
have repeatedly promised to pray for me, I will tell you. Know that
when I was a child, I once cursed my own mother and sent her to the
devil!" And he began to cry again.
  



  

    
The
Friar, almost moved, replied, "But son, do you think it is such
a grave sin? People curse God all day long, and yet He forgives
them
if they repent. Do you think He won't forgive you? Don't cry, be at
peace, for even if you had been one of those who crucified Him, He
would forgive you, seeing how sincere you are in your
remorse."
  



  

    
"What
are you saying, Father?" Ciappelletto exclaimed. "My sweet
mother, who carried me in her womb day and night for nine months,
who
held me close to her neck more than a hundred times! It was
terribly
wrong of me to curse her; it's too horrible. If you don't help me,
God will never forgive me!"
  



  

    
To
the Friar, it truly seemed that he didn't need to listen to
anything
else: before him was a saint! He readily granted him absolution,
believing every word that Ciappelletto had told him. After all, who
wouldn't believe a man confessing on the brink of death?
  



  

    
"With
the help of God," the Friar added, switching from the familiar
"tu" to the respectful "you," "you will see
that you will recover. But if He does indeed call your blessed soul
to Him, would you like your body to be buried in our
convent?"
  



  

    
"Of
course, Father!" Ciappelletto replied. "I would not want to
be buried anywhere else, especially since you promised to pray for
me. And besides, I have always had a special devotion to your
order.
One last thing: when you return to the convent, please ensure that
a
consecrated host is brought to me by you. Let me take the holy body
of Christ once more, even though I am unworthy! And then, I would
like to receive the Last Rites: I have lived as a sinner; may I at
least die as a good Christian!"
  



  

    
The
Friar approvingly accepted his last wish and promised to have
everything necessary brought to fulfill it.
  



  

    
And
so he did.
  



  

    
Meanwhile,
the two brothers, who were afraid that Ciappelletto might deceive
them, had stayed in an adjacent room during the confession,
separated
from the dying man only by a wooden partition. Thus, they could
easily hear everything. At certain moments, the enormity of what
they
heard made them want to burst into laughter, which they barely
managed to restrain. What kind of man was this, they wondered? One
to
whom neither old age, nor illness, nor imminent death, nor even the
impending divine judgment had in the least diminished the taste for
sin. One who did not deny himself even at such a moment. One who
wanted to die exactly as he had lived. What consistency,
though!
  



  

    
With
his confession, in any case, he had ensured that his remains would
be
received in a church, and that was enough for them. They didn't
worry
about anything else.
  



  

    
Shortly
thereafter, Ciappelletto took communion, and since he was
deteriorating rapidly, he received the Last Rites. It was just past
six in the evening when he died, on the very day he had
confessed.
  



  

    
The
two brothers made the necessary arrangements for the deceased to be
buried with all honors, naturally using his money for that purpose.
They informed the Friars of the convent of his passing, inviting
them
to the funeral vigil to be held that evening and coordinating with
them for the funeral the following morning.
  



  

    
The
Friar who had heard Ciappelletto's confession, upon learning of his
passing, requested permission from the prior and gathered the
Friars.
He told them, convinced of the truth, that Ser Ciappelletto had
been
a saintly man and therefore hoped that God would make him an
intermediary for many of His miracles. Thus, the body had to be
received with the utmost reverence and devotion.
  



  

    
Both
the prior and the others believed his words. So, in the evening,
they
went to where Ciappelletto lay, and with great solemnity, they held
a
grand funeral vigil.
  



  

    
The
next morning, all dressed in sacred vestments, with books in their
hands and crosses before them, they went singing to retrieve the
body
and, with great solemnity, carried it to their church. Almost the
entire city followed the procession.
  



  

    
The
Friar who had heard Ciappelletto's confession, mounted the pulpit
and
began to speak about the man, his life, his fasts, his virginity,
his
simplicity, innocence, and holiness. Among other things, he told of
the last sin Ciappelletto had confessed, tears streaming down his
face, as the worst of them all, and how much he had struggled to
convince him that God would forgive him.
  



  

    
"And
you," he thundered, addressing the men and women who crowded the
church incredibly, "cursed by God, for the slightest trifles,
you blaspheme His name, the Virgin Mary, and all the Saints in
Heaven!"
  



  

    
He
added many other details about Ciappelletto's loyalty, purity, and
innocence. Since the people had blind faith in that holy Friar,
they
certainly believed that the deceased should become an object of
devotion. Thus, after the service, a veritable crowd gathered
around
the corpse to kiss his hands and feet and obtain a relic from his
clothing. They tore everything off him, considering themselves
fortunate if they managed to get even a small piece.
  



  

    
The
body was displayed for the entire day so that everyone could see it
and pay their respects. When night fell, it was buried in a chapel
within a marble tomb.
  



  

    
From
the very next day, the procession of those who wanted to visit
Ciappelletto's tomb began: they lit candles, prayed to him, made
vows, and offered wax figurines in memory of the graces
received.
  



  

    
The
fame of his sanctity and devotion to him grew to the point where
hardly anyone turned to any other saint when in difficulty but him.
They called him, and still call him, Saint Ciappelletto, swearing
that those who devoutly turn to him have received and continue to
receive many miracles from God.
  



  

    
So,
that's how Ser Ciappelletto from Prato lived and died and became a
saint, as you have heard. I can't completely deny the possibility
that he may now be blessed in the presence of God. It is possible
that, although his life was wicked and evil, he repented on his
deathbed with such contrition that God, perhaps, had mercy on him
and
welcomed him into His kingdom. We will never know for sure. I,
based
on appearances, believe that his soul is rather in the hands of the
devil than in those of Our Lord. If so, God's benevolence towards
us
is truly great: He does not look at our mistake but at the purity
of
our faith. Even if we have chosen His enemy as an intermediary,
believing him to be a friend, He listens to us as if we had turned
to
a genuine saint. Therefore, to preserve His grace in this pleasant
company, let us praise His name as when we established it. We will
always recommend ourselves to Him when we need to and be more than
certain of being heard." After this, Panfilo fell silent.
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The
Jew Abraam, at the urging of Giannotto di Civignì, went to the
papal
court in Rome. After witnessing the terrible behavior of the clergy
there, he returned to Paris and converted to Christianity.
  



 






  

    
Everyone
listened attentively to Panfilo's story. It elicited general
laughter, especially from the women, who congratulated him
profusely
in the end.
  



  

    
Sitting
next to him was Neifile, and it was to her that the queen ordered
to
continue their entertainment with another tale.
  



  

    
The
lady, gracious as well as beautiful, joyfully agreed and began her
narration.
  



  

    
"Thanks
to Panfilo, we have heard how God is well disposed towards us when
He
does not consider our errors to result from something we cannot
see.
I want to demonstrate to you how He patiently endures the faults of
those who, with their actions as well as their words, should be His
true witnesses but act contrary to that. In doing so, divine
benevolence manifests itself in its fullness, allowing us to
believe
in Him with even greater steadfastness of spirit.
  



  

    
My
dear companions, I have heard tell of a man who lived in Paris
named
Giannotto di Civignì. He was a great wholesale merchant in
textiles,
an exceedingly loyal and upright man. He was bound by deep
friendship
to a very wealthy Jew named Abraam, who was also a merchant and
honest and trustworthy. Due to Abraam's qualities, Giannotto was
genuinely distressed that such a good, wise, and capable individual
should be damned for lack of the true faith. He began to implore
him
to forsake the errors of Judaism, a religion that, as he could
plainly see, had a diminishing number of adherents and was destined
to disappear. Converting to Christianity was the only holy and good
doctrine, as evidenced by its prosperity and constant
expansion.
  



  

    
Abraam
replied that for him, the only holy and good faith was the Jewish
one, and he would never renounce it for anything in the world. He
was
born a Jew and intended to live and die as one.
  



  

    
But
Giannotto was not deterred. He pressed on and tried to convince the
other, in the rough manner that most merchants use, of the reasons
why the Christian faith was better than the Jewish one.
  



  

    
Abraam
was a great expert in his own religion. Nevertheless, he began to
appreciate the crude arguments of the other. I cannot say whether
he
was prompted by the great friendship he felt for him or if it was
the
result of a miraculous action of the Holy Spirit on the words of
that
ignorant Christian.
  



  

    
For
the moment, however, the Jew remained stubbornly attached to his
beliefs and would not be entirely convinced. Stubborn was he, and
stubborn was Giannotto, who never tired of acting as an
apostle.
  



  

    
Finally,
worn down by Giannotto's persistence, the Jew said to him, 'Do you
want me to become a Christian? Very well. But before I do, I want
to
go to Rome to see the man you say is the Vicar of Christ on earth
and
to ascertain how he and his brother cardinals live. If their
conduct,
combined with your words, shows me that your faith is better than
mine, as you have tried to prove, then I will become a Christian.
If
not, I will remain a Jew as I am now.'
  



  

    
Giannotto
was not pleased with these words. He thought, 'I have wasted my
time.
I thought I had succeeded. But if he goes to Rome and sees the
dissolute and depraved life of the clergy, he certainly won't want
to
become a Christian. If anything, if he were to convert, he would
want
to return to being a Jew!'
  



  

    
Then,
turning to Abraam, he said, 'My friend, why do you want to
undertake
such a tiring and dangerous journey? For a wealthy man like you,
both
land and sea are full of traps. Don't you think it would be better
to
find someone here who can baptize you? And if you have doubts about
the foundations of the Christian faith, where can you find wiser
and
more knowledgeable teachers than those you can find here? At the
Sorbonne, you will find answers to all your questions. In my
opinion,
going all the way to Rome is entirely unnecessary. There, the
prelates are just like the ones here, only more numerous and surely
better, as they are closer to the chief shepherd. Trust me, save
this
ordeal for a future pilgrimage. You know what? I'll come with you;
I'll keep you company. That way, both of us will obtain forgiveness
for our sins.'
  



  

    
Abraam
replied, 'I'm sure you're right, Giannotto. But, to put it briefly,
I
fully intend to go and see for myself, if that's what you've been
praying for. Otherwise, it's out of the question.'
  



  

    
Giannotto,
seeing him so determined, wished him a safe journey, thinking that
he
would never become a Christian, especially after seeing the Roman
curia. In fact, he wouldn't have converted even without seeing
it.
  



  

    
The
Jew mounted his horse and, in the shortest time possible, arrived
in
Rome, where he was received with all honors by the local Jewish
community.
  



  

    
During
his stay, the purpose of which he had not revealed to a soul, he
cautiously began to examine the behavior of the pope, the
cardinals,
and all those who frequented that true court.
  



  

    
The
information he managed to obtain, combined with his personal
observations, revealed to him that everyone there, from the highest
to the lowest, was deeply entrenched in lust, both heterosexual and
homosexual. They seemed to have no remorse, no shame, no restraint.
Thus, prostitutes and compliant young boys held great power there,
and if they knew how to handle themselves, they could obtain
whatever
they wanted.
  



  

    
Moreover,
he discovered that it was a realm of gluttony; everyone ate and
drank
like animals.
  



  

    
And
everyone was greedy for money, buying and selling what the faithful
had offered and the revenues from various ecclesiastical offices.
It
was a veritable marketplace, complete with intermediaries—just like
in Paris, where everything was traded, and even worse.
  



  

    
They
were so hypocritical that they concealed their simony under the
name
of "procuration," which should properly indicate the
services and tributes due to the clergy, and their gluttony under
the
name of "sustenance," a term that should signify the
provisions meant for convents. As if God could be deceived by these
false words and not know the true intentions of their
hearts.
  



  

    
Abraam
witnessed all these things, and others that are better left
unspoken,
and as a sober and moderate man, he was disgusted. Thinking that he
had seen enough, he decided to return to Paris, and so he
did.
  



  

    
Giannotto,
as soon as he learned of it, went immediately to his friend to
celebrate his return, without any hope, of course, that he had
converted. He waited until Abraam had rested from his long journey
for a few days before asking him what impression the Holy Father,
the
cardinals, and all the others had made on him.
  



  

    
"Terrible!"
replied the Jew promptly. "I couldn't find even a glimmer, let
alone sanctity, in anyone. No good deeds, no examples of a
righteous
life. Instead, it seemed to me that there, the ones enjoying
everyone's favor are lust, greed, gluttony, deceit, envy, pride,
and
even worse sins, if there can be worse ones. A true forge of the
devil, far from being of God! It appears to me that your shepherd
and, consequently, all the others are doing their best to reduce
Christianity to nothing and drive it out of the world when they
should be its support and strength. But they can't do it: despite
all
their efforts, it becomes stronger and more luminous. So, it must
be
the Holy Spirit as its foundation, obviously because yours is truly
the most genuine and holy religion. I used to be deaf to your words
before; now, I tell you frankly, I wouldn't renounce becoming a
Christian for anything in the world. Therefore, accompany me to the
church, and, according to your custom, baptize me."
  



  

    
Giannotto,
who expected his friend to draw quite different conclusions from
his
journey, became the happiest man in the world as soon as he heard
him
say this. He went with him to Notre Dame and asked the priests of
the
cathedral to administer the first sacrament to the Jew. It was
done:
Giannotto raised his friend from the baptismal font and gave him
the
name John.
  



  

    
Afterward,
he sought out the most renowned theology teachers to instruct the
new
Christian in the best possible way. The former Jew was sharp and
learned quickly. From then on, his life was good and commendable,
almost like that of a saint."
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The
Jew Melchisedech, with a parable involving three rings, avoids a
great danger prepared for him by Saladin.
  



 






  

    
Everyone
seemed to have enjoyed Neifile's story. She fell silent, and at the
queen's command, it was Filomena's turn to speak.
  



  

    
"Neifile's
tale reminds me of a perilous adventure that happened to another
Jew.
We've already talked, and very well, about God and the truth of our
faith. Let's now descend to the affairs of men and their actions. I
will tell you a story that might make you more cautious in
answering
the questions posed to you.
  



  

    
You
should know, dear companions, that just as foolishness often leads
from happiness to misery, wisdom can save those who possess it from
great dangers and make their condition tranquil and secure. It is
also true that foolishness often leads to ruin, a truth confirmed
by
many examples. Today, we see a thousand such examples before our
eyes, so there's no need to present more. Instead, I want to share
a
small story that shows how wisdom can be truly useful.
  



  

    
Now,
Saladin was a man of great valor, as demonstrated not only by the
fact that, despite humble origins, he became the Sultan of Egypt,
but
also by his many victories over Saracen and Christian kings.
  



  

    
It
was his many wars, along with the extravagant lifestyle he led,
that
consumed all his wealth. He found himself in desperate need of a
large sum of money and didn't know where to turn. Then, he
remembered
a wealthy Jew named Melchisedech, who worked as a moneylender in
Alexandria. He was the person Saladin needed.
  



  

    
However,
the Jew was so miserly that he would only help if forced to do so.
Saladin didn't want to use violence, but his need was pressing, and
he had to find a way.
  



  

    
He
thought of making the Jew, with his own words, justify the use of
force.
  



  

    
So,
he summoned him, received him warmly, and had him sit beside
him.
  



  

    
"I've
heard," Saladin began, "that you are very wise and
knowledgeable about religion. Therefore, I would like you to tell
me
which of the three faiths you consider to be true: the Jewish, the
Islamic, or the Christian faith."
  



  

    
Melchisedech,
who was no fool, immediately understood that Saladin wanted him to
speak on those subjects not just to learn his opinion. Whichever of
the three religions he chose, Saladin, who was undoubtedly a
Muslim,
could take offense and persecute him as an infidel. If he chose
Islam, he would have to convert immediately, or trouble would
follow.
  



  

    
He
sharpened his wits and quickly thought of an answer that could save
him. Almost immediately, he came up with what he needed to
say.
  



  

    
"My
lord," he replied, "the question you pose is indeed
interesting. I will answer it with a parable that I have often
heard.
Once upon a time, there was a very wealthy and important man who
possessed a great treasure. Among the many jewels, the one he
cherished most was a beautiful and precious ring. He wished this
ring
to remain in his family forever, passing from one descendant to
another. Therefore, he decreed that the son who possessed the ring
at
the time of his death would be considered his heir and head of the
family. Such a son would be particularly honored and revered by the
others. This is what happened, and the ring passed through many
hands
to numerous successors.
  



  

    
In
the end, it became the property of a man who had three sons, all
handsome, virtuous, and obedient in equal measure, so that none of
them could be said to be their father's favorite.
  



  

    
The
young men were aware of the family custom regarding the ring, and
each of them wanted it for himself to become the head of the
family.
So, when they were alone with their father, who was already old,
each
of them begged him, as best they knew, to leave the ring to
him.
  



  

    
The
good man loved all three of them equally and promised each of them
that he would be the heir. In truth, he couldn't decide whom to
choose, so he came up with a way to satisfy all three of his sons.
In
secret, he commissioned a skillful jeweler to make two more rings,
exactly like the original. The result was so excellent that he
could
hardly distinguish the copies from the original.
  



  

    
When
he felt his death approaching, he called each of his sons to his
bedside separately and gave them one of the rings.
  



  

    
After
his father's death, each of the three sons claimed the inheritance
and, with it, the role of head of the family. However, the others
naturally opposed this. To prove their claims, all three sons
presented their rings. The three rings were identical, and it was
impossible to determine which one was the authentic ring. Thus, the
true heir was never known, and even today, the matter remains
unsettled.
  



  

    
My
lord," Melchisedech concluded, "we can arrive at the same
conclusion regarding the question you posed. Each of the three
religions believes itself to be the only true representative of God
the Father, the sole custodian of the one true law and the sole
administrator of His commandments. As to which one is right...
well,
that's an unresolved question, much like the one about the three
rings."
  



  

    
Saladin
recognized that the Jew had skillfully navigated the trap set for
him. So, he decided to reveal the true reason he had summoned him:
he
sincerely confessed his need for money, and not only that, but also
what he had intended to do to harm him if he hadn't responded so
cleverly.
  



  

    
At
this point, Melchisedech willingly complied with Saladin's request
and provided him with the money he needed. Everything was promptly
repaid to him on the agreed date, along with substantial gifts.
Since
then, the sultan considered the Jew his friend and wanted him to
live
alongside him in his court, esteemed and respected by all."
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Having
committed a sin deserving of the gravest punishment, a monk
reproaches his abbot for the same fault, thus avoiding the
penalty.
  



 






  

    
Filomena
had finished her tale. Sitting next to her was Dioneo, and he
already
knew, from the order followed up to that point, that it would be
his
turn to speak. So, without waiting for the queen's invitation, he
began to speak.
  



  

    
"My
dear ladies, if I understand your intentions correctly, we are here
to pass the time in a pleasant and entertaining manner. That is the
purpose of our tales, and that is the only limit we have. As our
queen mentioned earlier, everyone can tell whatever they deem most
suitable for this purpose. So far, we've heard how Abraam saved his
soul with Giannotto di Civignì's wise advice and how Melchisedech,
with his cunning, defended his property from Saladin's schemes. Now
it's my turn, and I will tell you how a monk managed to avoid a
severe corporal punishment.
  



  

    
In
Lunigiana, not far from here, there was a monastery, once much
richer
in monks and sanctity than it is now. Among them, there was a young
monk whose virility was undiminished by cold, fasting, or vigils.
One
day, around noon, while all the other monks were resting, he was
walking alone around the monastery church when he saw a very
beautiful young woman, perhaps a farmer's daughter from the area,
gathering herbs in the fields. Seeing her ignited a violent desire
in
him.
  



  

    
He
approached her, they started talking, and... one word led to
another... in short, he managed to lead her into his cell without
anyone noticing.
  



  

    
However,
excessive ardor made him forget all caution. It so happened that
the
abbot, who had awakened, quietly passed by his cell. He heard the
commotion the two were making, approached the door to listen, and
immediately understood that one of the two voices belonged to a
woman. His initial reaction was to have the cell opened
immediately,
but then he decided to act differently. He returned to his room and
waited for the monk to leave.
  



  

    
The
young monk, even though engrossed in love's games, had heard
footsteps in the dormitory corridor. Suspecting something, he had
looked through a small hole and clearly saw the abbot listening,
realizing that the woman was in his cell.
  



  

    
This
troubled him greatly because he knew that the punishment awaiting
him
would be severe.
  



  

    
He
didn't reveal anything to the young woman but began to think of a
clever way to get out of the situation. Finally, he had a shrewd
idea
that would indeed achieve his desired outcome.
  



  

    
He
made it clear to the young woman that their time together was
enough.
'I need to find a way,' he told her, 'to get you out of here
without
being seen. So, stay here and be quiet until I return.'
  



  

    
Then
he left the cell and locked the door. He went straight to the
abbot's
chamber, adopting the demeanor that every good monk had when
requesting permission to leave the monastery.
  



  

    
"Lord,"
he said to the abbot, "this morning I couldn't get all the
firewood here that I had prepared. Therefore, with your permission,
I
would like to return to the woods to finish my work."
  



  

    
The
abbot was pleased with the request, thinking that the young monk
hadn't noticed he had been seen and believed that in his absence,
he
could more easily investigate the matter. So, he gladly accepted
the
key that the young monk handed him, as each monk did when leaving,
and granted him permission.
  



  

    
Once
the young monk had left, the abbot began to ponder his course of
action. Should he open the cell in front of all the monks? Should
he
show them the serious infraction committed by their fellow brother?
That way, he could avoid criticism when the time came to punish the
guilty party. Or was it better to first hear from the woman how
things had gone?
  



  

    
Then
he thought that she surely had a husband or a father, maybe
important
people, who wouldn't take kindly to the shame of seeing her exposed
to all the monks. So, it would be wiser to find out who she was
before making any decisions.
  



  

    
Quietly,
he reached the cell, entered, and locked the door behind
him.
  



  

    
The
young woman, faced with the abbot, burst into tears out of
shame.
  



  

    
The
monk observed her: she was fresh and truly beautiful. So, despite
his
age, he felt the same urges of the flesh that the young monk had
felt.
  



  

    
"Why,"
he thought, "shouldn't I indulge myself a little when I have the
opportunity? She's truly beautiful, and no one knows she's here. If
I
can convince her, I see no reason not to do it. Who will ever find
out? No one, never, and a hidden sin is half forgiven. Such an
opportunity will not come my way again. I believe it's a sign of
wisdom to take advantage of the good that God sends us."
  



  

    
In
short, his intentions had changed dramatically. He got closer to
the
young woman and, in a hushed voice, began to comfort her and
express
his desires. One word led to another, and he eventually confessed
his
lustful desires.
  



  

    
The
young woman was not made of stone or diamond and easily succumbed
to
the pleasures of the old abbot. After many kisses and embraces,
they
lay together on the monk's bed.
  



  

    
Meanwhile,
the young monk, who had only pretended to go into the woods but had
actually hidden in the dormitory, as soon as he saw the abbot enter
the cell alone, thought that his plan would work.
  



  

    
When
he realized that the abbot was locking the door behind him, he was
certain of success.
  



  

    
Leaving
his hiding spot, he crept quietly to a hole in the wall and from
there could hear and see everything the abbot was saying and
doing.
  



  

    
When
the old religious man thought he had lingered long enough with the
young woman, he locked her in the cell and returned to his
room.
  



  

    
After
a while, hearing the young monk and thinking he had just returned
from the woods, the abbot decided to put on a show and have him
imprisoned, so that he could enjoy the woman alone.
  



  

    
He
had the young monk summoned and was very harsh with him. He was
about
to have him thrown into prison when the young monk promptly said,
'Lord, I haven't been in the Order of Saint Benedict for long, so I
haven't learned all the details of the rule yet. And you hadn't
shown
me that monks should be crushed by women, as they are by fasting
and
vigils. But now that you've shown me, I promise that if you forgive
me, I won't make mistakes again, and I'll always do as I've seen
you
do.'
  



  

    
The
abbot, who was not a fool, immediately realized that the young monk
knew everything and had seen everything. He felt a pang of guilt
and
didn't have the heart to inflict on the monk the punishment he
himself would have deserved. So, he forgave him and made him
promise
not to say a word about what he had seen. Together, they secretly
had
the young woman leave, although it's not far-fetched to assume that
they had her return several times later."
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The
Marchioness of Monferrato, with a banquet featuring chickens and
witty words, manages to deter the mad love of the King of
France.
  



 






  

    
Dioneo's
story made the women blush a little as they listened. They
exchanged
glances, snickered, and struggled to hold back their
laughter.
  



  

    
After
finishing the tale, they gently scolded the storyteller because
such
stories were not suitable for noble ladies like themselves.
  



  

    
The
queen turned to Fiammetta, who was sitting on the grass next to
Dioneo, and reminded her that it was now her turn, following the
order observed up to that point.
  



  

    
With
a joyful expression on her face, Fiammetta began to speak with
infinite grace.
  



  

    
"So
far, we have demonstrated, through our tales, the power of quick
and
fitting responses. Now, let's consider how, unlike men, who show
wisdom when they seek to love women of higher social rank, a woman
should know how to guard herself against the love of a man of
higher
lineage. Therefore, my dear friends, I want to show you, through
the
story you are about to hear, how a noblewoman managed to cool the
passions of one above her in status, even a king.
  



  

    
You
should know that the Marquess of Monferrato, a valorous man and a
standard-bearer of the Church, had taken part in the Third Crusade.
He was far away overseas when discussions about him and his great
qualities began in the court of King Philip the Squinting, who was
also preparing to leave France for the Holy Land.
  



  

    
Among
other things said about the marquess, a knight declared that there
was no other couple in the world like that formed by the nobleman
and
his wife: he was as courageous and virtuous as she was honest and
beautiful.
  



  

    
Those
words struck the king to the point that, without ever having seen
her, he began to burn with love for her. He decided that for his
voyage by sea, which would take him to the Holy Land, he would
depart
from Genoa, thus passing through Monferrato, giving him a perfect
excuse to visit the marchioness. He believed that her husband's
absence would favor the realization of his desires.
  



  

    
He
had everything prepared and ordered his men to depart, while he,
accompanied by a few gentlemen, set out last.
  



  

    
When
he was a day's journey from Monferrato, he sent word to the
marchioness that she should expect him for lunch the following
morning.
  



  

    
The
woman, wise and prudent, replied joyfully that what the king was
about to do for her was the greatest favor she could hope for and
that he was most welcome. However, she began to ponder: what could
lead such an important sovereign to visit her, especially when her
husband was absent? She couldn't believe it was merely her beauty's
reputation that brought him to her.
  



  

    
Nevertheless,
it was her duty to receive him properly. She called for the few
gentlemen who had not left for the Crusade and sought their advice
on
arranging everything appropriately. However, for the feast and the
dishes, she wanted to make the decisions herself. She had all the
local chickens brought to her and instructed her cooks to prepare
various dishes using only them.
  



  

    
The
next day, the king arrived, and the woman welcomed him with all
honors.
  



  

    
The
king, as he looked at her, was astonished to find her much more
beautiful, virtuous, and gracious than the knight's words had led
him
to imagine. The more he gazed at her, the stronger his desire for
her
grew.
  



  

    
After
a brief rest in splendidly adorned chambers for the occasion, when
it
was time for lunch, the king and the marchioness sat at one table,
while their respective entourages were seated at others, arranged
according to their rank.
  



  

    
The
many exquisite dishes, the excellent and precious wines, and the
presence and delightful company of the marchioness filled the
illustrious guest with satisfaction. However, as the courses
continued, the king began to wonder why all the dishes were made of
chicken, albeit prepared in various ways. As far as he knew, there
should have been an abundance of all kinds of game in that area,
and
the marchioness, having been informed in advance, would have had
plenty of time to have it hunted. Truly strange!
  



  

    
So,
he decided to start a conversation based on the subject of
chickens.
  



  

    
"Madam,"
he asked somewhat arrogantly, "do only hens hatch in this land?
Are there no roosters?"
  



  

    
The
marchioness, who had not missed the real meaning of that question,
felt that God had granted her the perfect opportunity to clarify
the
matter.
  



  

    
"My
lord," she replied, "no, not only hens are born here. But
females, no matter how different they may be in clothing and way of
life, are made the same way, here as elsewhere."
  



  

    
The
king then understood the reason for the chicken-based banquet and
also grasped what the lady had wanted to allude to. With a woman
like
her, he would only waste his time! And it was certainly not the
time
to resort to force. Almost without realizing it, he had lost his
head
for her: now it was better, for everyone's sake, that he find it
and
quickly.
  



  

    
For
the rest of the meal, he asked no more provocative questions; he
had
no desire to hear any more responses like that one.
  



  

    
After
finishing the meal, he decided to leave immediately, to somehow
make
amends for his sudden and ill-timed arrival and his even more
inopportune and clumsy attempt at seduction. He bid her farewell,
thanking her for the exquisite hospitality, and resumed his journey
toward Genoa."
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A
clever man, with a witty remark, exposes the perverse hypocrisy of
the religious.
  



 






  

    
Everyone
appreciated the skill of the marchioness and her noble and astute
reprimand of the King of France.
  



  

    
Then,
with a nod from the queen, Emilia, who was sitting near Fiammetta,
began to narrate, with her characteristic exuberance.
  



  

    
"My
dear friends, I want you to know the story of a clever man who
rebuked a greedy Friar with words you won't be able to help but
approve of and find amusing.
  



  

    
Not
long ago, in our city, there lived a Franciscan Friar, an
inquisitor
of heretics. He did everything to appear holy and respectful of the
Christian faith, but in reality, and he was by no means an
exception,
he was more inclined to investigate those with full purses rather
than those with weak faith. In short, he was a great devotee of St.
John, the one they say had a golden beard!
  



  

    
By
chance, a good-natured man, much richer in money than in prudence,
came into his hands. He was by no means an unbeliever, but one day,
while chatting with some friends, perhaps fueled by drink or simply
by particular merriment, he let slip that his wine was so good that
even Christ would have enjoyed it.
  



  

    
This
was reported to the inquisitor, who knew how extensive the man's
properties were and how his purse was heavy with coins. Following
the
Gospel's advice of swords and sticks, he immediately initiated
legal
proceedings against the unfortunate fellow, charging him with grave
offenses.
  



  

    
His
goal, of course, was not so much to correct a lack of faith as it
was
to get as many florins as possible into his own hands.
  



  

    
He
urgently summoned the poor man and asked him if he had indeed
uttered
those blasphemous words.
  



  

    
The
good man replied affirmatively and also recounted the circumstances
in which he had spoken them.
  



  

    
The
inquisitor's voice thundered like a storm: 'So, you have turned
Christ into a wine servant, an ordinary drunkard, a tavern-goer
like
you and your respectable companions! And now, speaking so humbly,
do
you want me to believe that this was a trifling matter?!?
Trifling?!?
The stake, you deserve the stake! That's how you must be punished,
do
you understand? YOU MUST BE PUNISHED!!!'
  



  

    
Many
more words were hurled at the unfortunate man by the Friar, who had
the stern and inspired demeanor of a fervent preacher, as if he
were
an Epicurean, one who denied the immortality of the soul. In short,
he managed to terrify him to such an extent that the good man,
through certain intermediaries, had some of the miraculous ointment
known as St. John's Golden Balsam sent to the Friar, so he could
anoint his hands generously with it. This special ointment, even
though Galen does not mention it in his medical treatises, was a
potent remedy for the pestilential avarice of the clergy,
especially
for the Franciscan Friars who were not allowed to touch money: the
balm formed a protective layer on their hands, so they technically
never touched the money!
  



  

    
And
the balm, indeed, worked its miracle. Instead of ending up on the
stake, the guilty man was sentenced to wear a cross sewn onto his
robe. They even made it yellow on a black background, as if he were
a
Crusader!
  



  

    
In
addition to this, as penance, he had to attend mass every morning
at
the Church of Santa Croce and then present himself to the
inquisitor
at precisely noon. For the rest, he was free to do as he
pleased.
  



  

    
The
clever man scrupulously adhered to what had been prescribed. One
day,
while attending mass, he heard the choir sing 'You shall receive a
hundredfold for one you have given,' and these words struck him and
stayed in his memory.
  



  

    
At
precisely noon, he presented himself before the inquisitor, who was
in the midst of his lunch. The Friar asked him if he had attended
mass that morning.
  



  

    
"Of
course, sir," the clever man promptly replied.
  



  

    
"Did
you, by any chance, hear something," the Friar pressed, "that
made you doubt, something on which you'd like to seek
clarification?"
  



  

    
"I
have no doubts about anything I heard. I believe it's all true. But
I
heard something that fills me with great pity for you and the
Friars
in this convent. Who knows what a terrible situation you'll be in
when you pass on to the next life!"
  



  

    
"And
what words led you to such conclusions?"
  



  

    
"Sir,
where it says in the Gospel, 'You shall receive for everyone a
hundred...'"
  



  

    
"It's
true that it says that, but I don't understand how..."
  



  

    
"Allow
me to explain, sir. Since I began frequenting this place, I've
noticed that every day, one or sometimes even two pots of soup are
distributed to the poor people, taken from you and the other Friars
in this convent, as excess. So, if for every pot of soup you give,
you'll receive a hundredfold in the afterlife, you'll have so much
that you'll all drown in it!"
  



  

    
Those
at the inquisitor's table burst into laughter. The Friar, on the
other hand, stung to the quick, grew dark, and if he hadn't felt a
slight pang of conscience for what he had done, he would have
certainly initiated another trial against the clever man who had
ridiculed him and the other Friars. Instead, even though full of
anger, he told him that from that moment onward, he was relieved of
his obligations and could do as he pleased, provided he never
appeared before him again."
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Bergamino,
with a parable about Bishop Primasso and the Abbot of Cluny, shames
a
great lord, Cangrande della Scala, for an unusual lack of
generosity.
  



 






  

    
The
cheerful manner in which Emilia had told her story prompted the
queen
and everyone else to laugh and express appreciation for the clever
man with the cross sewn onto his robe. When the laughter had
subsided, and silence returned, Filostrato, who was now the
narrator,
began to speak.
  



  

    
"Virtuous
ladies, hitting a stationary target is a fine achievement, but
hitting something that suddenly appears before the archer's eyes is
almost a miracle.
  



  

    
The
corrupt and vicious lives of the clergy, in many respects a sign of
their true wickedness, offer a thousand opportunities for slander,
for striking, and for reproach. That clever man did well to reprove
the inquisitor for the hypocritical charity of the Friars, who give
to the poor what should be given to pigs or thrown away.
  



  

    
And
the protagonist of the story I'm about to tell you, which came to
mind as I listened to Emilia's tale, did even better. You will hear
how a shrewd man, with a parable of clear significance, rebuked
Cangrande della Scala for a sudden display of unusual and strange
stinginess in that magnificent lord.
  



  

    
Almost
the entire world knows the name Cangrande, undoubtedly a fortunate
man, but also one of the wisest and most splendid rulers Italy has
had since Frederick II.
  



  

    
This
nobleman was organizing a grand and wonderful feast in his city,
Verona. People had come from all over, a flood of them. Many were
the
habitual revelers of public festivities, you know, those curious
characters who are always present on such occasions. Whether they
are
very noble and skilled speakers or simple jesters, their purpose is
one and the same: to receive gifts and money from the lord.
  



  

    
Then,
without anyone knowing the reason, Cangrande decided to cancel the
whole thing. Nevertheless, he graciously rewarded the professional
revelers and kindly invited them to leave. Everyone complied,
except
for one man, a certain Bergamino, a clever talker, as those who had
heard him attested. The poor fellow had received nothing and hadn't
even been dismissed. He remained in Verona, hoping that this meant
something positive for his future.
  



  

    
In
reality, Cangrande had some inexplicable notion that whatever was
given to this man would be wasted, as if thrown into the fire. But
he
didn't say or do anything to the man himself.
  



  

    
Several
days passed. Bergamino stayed in his inn with his horses and
servants, without anyone calling on him or entrusting him with a
task. He began to grow bored and depressed but still waited, as he
didn't think it was right to leave.
  



  

    
He
had brought three splendid outfits with him to make a good
impression
at the feast, all previously given to him by other lords. When the
innkeeper began demanding payment, he gave him the first outfit.
Then, seeing that his stay was prolonged, he pawned the second one.
The third outfit, he used to pay for his meals. He decided he would
stay as long as the value of the outfit allowed him to eat, and
then
he would leave.
  



  

    
More
time passed, and one day, Cangrande happened to be having lunch in
the same tavern where Bergamino was eating. Upon seeing the rather
dejected appearance of the other man, more for the sake of mockery
than anything else, he said, 'Oh Bergamino, what's troubling you?
You
seem so melancholic. Come on, tell us something, as only you
can.'
  



  

    
As
if he had been waiting for nothing else, Bergamino seized the
opportunity and began: 'You should know, sir, that the Bishop of
Cologne, Primasso, was a great Latin scholar and, in addition to
this, an extremely skillful poet. His talents had made him so
famous
that there was hardly anyone who didn't know him, at least by
name.
  



  

    
Once,
he found himself in Paris, where, as often happened, he wasn't
faring
too well financially, in fact, he was downright broke. He was a
strange man, powerful but one who loved virtues that the powerful
usually don't care for.
  



  

    
He
heard about an abbot of Cluny who was said to be the richest
prelate
in the Christian Church, second only to the Pope, of course. It
seemed that this abbot always had people around him, and no one who
was present while he dined was denied food and drink—all they had
to do was ask.
  



  

    
Primasso,
given his own circumstances, was struck by this news and decided to
verify for himself whether the magnificent things said about the
abbot and his receptions were true. He inquired about the abbot's
whereabouts during those days and learned that he was no more than
six miles from Paris. He figured he could set out early in the
morning and be there in time for lunch.
  



  

    
He
asked for directions, but since he would be making the journey
alone,
he wasn't sure he wouldn't get lost. He might accidentally end up
in
places where he wouldn't find any food. So he decided to bring
three
loaves of bread with him. Water, even though he didn't like it
much,
he knew he could find anywhere.
  



  

    
He
didn't actually get lost and arrived at the abbot's place sooner
than
expected. He entered the house and observed everything. What a
spectacle! Such abundance! The bustling kitchens! It seemed that
everything said about the abbot was true.
  



  

    
By
now, it was time for lunch. The steward invited everyone to wash
their hands, and then he assigned each person a place at the table.
Primasso, by chance, was seated right in front of the door leading
to
the room from which the abbot would come to join the dining
hall.
  



  

    
You
should know that in this sort of palace, there was a custom in
place:
no course would be served until the host arrived. So, the steward,
seeing that everything was ready, informed the abbot that they
could
begin whenever he wished.
  



  

    
The
abbot had the door opened to enter the room, and the first person
he
saw upon entering was Primasso, whom he didn't recognize and who,
as
usual, looked rather shabby.
  



  

    
As
soon as he saw him, an unusual and uncharacteristic thought
occurred
to him: 'Look at the kind of people I'm feeding!' He turned back
and
had the door closed again. He asked those who were seated nearby if
anyone knew the ragged man sitting right in front of the door. All
of
them replied in the negative.
  



  

    
In
the meantime, Primasso, who was quite hungry since he had walked a
long way and wasn't accustomed to fasting, saw that things were
taking too long. So, he took out one of the three loaves of bread
he
had brought and started eating.
  



  

    
After
a while, the abbot ordered a servant to check if that beggar had
left. The servant reported that he was still there, eating bread
that
he seemed to have brought from home. The abbot remarked, 'Let him
eat
his own food, for today he won't eat any of mine!'
  



  

    
He
would have preferred that Primasso leave of his own accord because
forcing him to leave felt impolite.
  



  

    
Meanwhile,
the ragged bishop, seeing that the situation wasn't changing, after
finishing the first loaf, began eating the second one. And after
the
second, while the host was still absent, he took a bite out of the
third.
  



  

    
The
abbot, having been informed of everything, started pondering to
himself: 'What has come over me today? Why am I suddenly so miserly
and snobbish? For years, I've been feeding anyone who comes, be
they
noble or peasant, poor or rich, a great merchant or a small vendor.
I've seen my food devoured by an infinite number of wretches, and
yet
I've never had these thoughts until today, when I saw that man.
Surely, this sudden bout of stinginess is a sign, and it can't have
come from just anyone. He looks like a beggar, but could it be that
he's actually a big shot, someone who doesn't need my charity? It
must be a sign, surely!'
  



  

    
So,
he decided to find out who this man was. He discovered that he was
the Bishop of Cologne, who had come to verify whether the
magnificent
things said about him and his receptions were true.
  



  

    
The
abbot, who was aware of Primasso's reputation, felt ashamed of his
behavior and thoughts and wanted to make amends. After lunch, he
gave
him suitable clothes for his dignity, money, a horse, and told him
he
could leave or stay as he pleased.
  



  

    
And
so, Primasso, very pleased, after offering a thousand thanks to the
abbot, returned to Paris on horseback, the very city he had left on
foot."
  



  

    
Bergamino
had concluded his story, and Cangrande, who certainly lacked no
intelligence, understood very clearly what he had wanted to tell
him.
Smiling, he said, "My friend, you have made it abundantly clear
how I have wronged you and what you desire from me. You have
demonstrated your worth, and how little I have been generous
towards
you. I must admit, I've never experienced such a sudden attack of
stinginess before. But now, thanks to you, I know how to drive it
away with the staff you've shown me."
  



  

    
So,
he settled Bergamino's innkeeper's bill, gifted him a beautiful
outfit, money, a horse, and, like the abbot had done with Primasso,
left him free to leave or enjoy his hospitality as he
pleased."
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Guglielmo
Borsiere, with clever words, rebukes the avarice of Mr. Erminio dei
Grimaldi.
  



 






  

    
Next
to Filostrato sat Lauretta. After hearing the general appreciation
for Bergamino's cunning, she didn't wait for any command and,
knowing
it was her turn, began to speak.
  



  

    
"Dear
companions, the story we've just heard inspires me to tell how, in
a
similar manner, a valiant courtier reproached, and not without
success, the greed of a very wealthy merchant. I hope that the fact
that my story resembles the previous one does not make it less
enjoyable for you, especially considering the excellent outcome it
had.
  



  

    
So,
some time ago, there lived in Genoa a nobleman named Messer Erminio
dei Grimaldi. He was considered by everyone, thanks to the number
of
his properties and the amount of his wealth, the richest man in
Italy. However, if it's true that he surpassed any Italian in
wealth,
it's also true that, when it came to miserliness, he far
outstripped
any other miser not only in the beautiful country but in the entire
world. He clutched his purse not only for others but also for
himself. To avoid spending, he limited himself to the bare minimum
in
eating and drinking. Even in his clothing, he willingly endured
significant privations, very different in this regard from his
fellow
citizens, accustomed to dressing elegantly and appropriately. In
short, his stinginess was such that no one called him by the name
of
his family anymore; everyone knew him as Erminio Avarice.
  



  

    
While
this champion of frugality continued to amass wealth because he
didn't spend it, Guglielmo Borsiere arrived in Genoa. He was a
courtly man who, in behavior and speech, always displayed his
shining
worth and excellent education. Quite different, therefore, from the
courtiers of today: nurtured by the corrupt and despicable customs
of
those who want to be called and regarded as gentlemen and lords,
modern courtiers resemble donkeys bred in captivity by despicable
men
more than they resemble men educated in refined surroundings. In
the
past, their role was to negotiate peace when wars or disputes arose
among nobles, promote marriages, kinships, and friendships, refresh
and entertain minds with the beauty and elegance of their words,
and
reprimand defects and unseemly behaviors, like good fathers. And
all
for a not particularly rich reward. Today, however, what do they
do?
They spread evil from one to another, sow discord, speak ill and
maliciously and even put it into practice.
  



  

    
They
speak openly ill of each other, revealing each other's shameful and
base behaviors, and sometimes even inventing them out of thin air.
With the attitudes and words of flatterers, they advise gentlemen
to
commit the worst atrocities. And among the wretched and depraved
gentlemen of today, a courtier is all the more appreciated,
honored,
and rewarded the more abominable are the things he says and does.
Truly shameful! It is the best proof that virtues have departed,
leaving mortals in the dregs of vices.
  



  

    
But
I realize that, carried away by my righteous indignation, I have
strayed too far from my story. Let us return, therefore, to our
good
Guglielmo, who was received with honor and welcomed gladly by all
the
gentlemen of Genoa. Thus, he stayed in this city for several
days.
  



  

    
Among
other things, he also heard about Erminio and his greed, and he
felt
a desire to meet him.
  



  

    
Even
to Messer Erminio, Guglielmo Borsiere and his worth were not
unknown.
Although he was so miserly, a glimmer of gentleness remained in
him,
and so he was happy to receive him and welcome him warmly.
  



  

    
They
began to converse on various topics, and while they chatted, Messer
Erminio led his guest, along with some Genoese who were with him,
to
one of his newly built and truly beautiful residences.
  



  

    
After
showing him the entire place, he asked, 'Messer Guglielmo, you who
have seen and heard so many things, could you tell me what I should
have painted in the main hall of this house of mine? I want
something
new, something that has never been seen.'
  



  

    
Guglielmo
immediately seized upon Erminio's ill-considered question and
replied, 'Sir, something that has truly never been seen, I couldn't
tell you unless we want to talk about sneezes or similar trifles.
However, if you like, I can suggest something that I believe you've
never seen. Get generosity painted here!'
  



  

    
As
soon as he heard these words, the miser was seized by a shame so
powerful that it had the strength to almost radically change his
character.
  



  

    
'Messer
Guglielmo,' he said, 'I will follow your advice. I will have
generosity painted here in such a way that neither you nor anyone
else can ever tell me again that I have never seen or known
it.'
  



  

    
Guglielmo's
words had truly been effective. From that day on, Messer Erminio
became the most generous and benevolent gentleman in Genoa,
treating
foreigners and fellow citizens with all honor."
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The
King of Cyprus, pusillanimous and a terrible manager of his power,
becomes valorous thanks to the shrewd words of a woman from
Gascony.
  



 






  

    
Now
it was Elissa's turn to tell the story. Without waiting for any
invitation from the queen, she began, all content.
  



  

    
"My
young friends, it has often happened that what a thousand
reprimands
and many punishments failed to achieve has been realized through a
single word, spoken by chance or intentionally. This is clearly
demonstrated by the story we just heard from Lauretta. For my part,
I
want to provide you with further evidence through a short
tale.
  



  

    
Over
two hundred years ago, Godfrey of Bouillon conquered Jerusalem.
Another century passed, and Cyprus had its first king, Guy of
Lusignan.
  



  

    
During
his reign, it happened that a noblewoman from Gascony, returning
from
a pilgrimage to the Holy Land, stopped in Cyprus and suffered a
grave
offense at the hands of some scoundrels.
  



  

    
The
poor woman, unable to find comfort for the indignity she had
suffered, thought of going directly to the king to lodge her
complaint.
  



  

    
But
she was told that it would be a wasted effort. That monarch was so
vile and pusillanimous that not only did he not deliver justice to
those who had suffered an offense, but he endured with incredible
cowardice the countless insults directed at him. In fact, if
someone
had a problem, it was common to vent it on him, as if, in addition
to
being a sovereign, he were also a sort of scapegoat for his
subjects.
  



  

    
The
woman, upon hearing these things, immediately realized that she
would
never obtain just vengeance. However, she could have a small
consolation: she would go to the king and attack his wretched moral
weakness with scathing words.
  



  

    
So
she did, and when she was in his presence, in tears, she said to
him,
'My lord, I am not here to seek retribution for the outrage I have
suffered. I am here to implore you to teach me how you manage to
endure all the injustices that, from what I hear, are done to you
every day. By learning from you, I will know how to bear mine. I
would gladly give it to you if I could; you have such broad
shoulders!'
  



  

    
The
king, who had been almost indifferent up to that point, seemed to
awaken from his slumber. Not only did he harshly avenge the insult
suffered by the noblewoman, but from that moment on, he became a
strict persecutor of anyone who dared to even slightly affront the
honor of his crown."
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Maestro
Alberto from Bologna elegantly shames a woman who wanted to shame
him
for being in love with her.
  



  

    
Elissa
had finished speaking, and now it was the queen's turn to tell the
last story of that first day. She began to speak, with all the
grace
of a woman.
  



 






  

    
"My
dear friends, just as in clear evenings the stars adorn the sky and
in spring the flowers adorn the green meadows, so do elegant words
adorn pleasant conversations among people of quality. And, given
that
they are brief, they are more suitable for women than men.
Especially
for us, it is unbecoming to speak much and at length when it can be
avoided.
  



  

    
Unfortunately,
today there are very few, if any, women who can appreciate a clever
word or, if they understand it, respond in kind. A true shame for
us
and all our kind! The virtuous skill that was characteristic of our
ancestors, today's ladies only apply to adorning their bodies. The
one who wears the most colorful fabrics, with the most stripes and
decorations, believes she should be more esteemed and honored than
others. They do not realize that even a donkey, if someone were to
dress it in similar fabrics, could carry far more than any of them,
but that wouldn't make it more deserving of greater respect than
what
is normally reserved for its kind.
  



  

    
I
am ashamed of my words because by speaking against my fellow women,
it feels like I am speaking against myself. These women, so
adorned,
so painted, so colorful, remain mute and insensible like statues.
And
if they respond to the questions posed to them... it would be much
better if they remained silent! They seem to believe that not
knowing
how to converse with gentlemen is a sign of purity of soul. They
call
their insipidness dignity, as if a lady could only preserve her
decorum by speaking with a servant, laundress, or baker. If nature
had intended it as they seem to believe, it would have found
another
way to limit their chatter.
  



  

    
However,
as in all things, even in this, attention must be paid to the time,
place, and the person with whom one is speaking. Sometimes, it
happens that a woman or a man thinks they can shame someone with a
well-chosen word, but not properly assessing the qualities of the
other, they end up bringing shame upon themselves instead.
Therefore,
my dear friends, be on guard so that it cannot be said of you what
a
common proverb claims, that women always choose the worst. I hope
that this is the lesson that my story, which I am about to tell
you,
serves—to admonish you, so that you, who are so different from
other women in nobility of soul, also demonstrate excellence in
behavior.
  



  

    
Not
many years ago, there lived in Bologna a great physician, known
almost throughout the world at that time, and perhaps even now. He
was called Maestro Alberto. He was nearing seventy years of age,
and
therefore, the ardor of the flesh had almost entirely left his
body.
Nevertheless, he did not banish the flames of love when, at a
festival, he saw a beautiful widow, Margherita dei Ghisolieri. He
was
immediately taken with her and fell in love with her as if he were
a
young man.
  



  

    
He
couldn't sleep at night if he hadn't seen his beloved's beautiful
face during the day. So, he began to pass by the widow's house
continuously, sometimes on foot, sometimes on horseback.
  



  

    
Margherita,
her maids, and her neighbors noticed this constant presence of
Maestro Alberto in their street and immediately understood the
reason
behind it. Therefore, they began to mock the man, so old and so
wise,
yet in love like a young boy. Perhaps they foolishly believed that
the passion of love only overcame the young and could not be born
in
anyone else but them.
  



  

    
One
festive day, the widow, along with some companions, was sitting in
front of her house when she saw Maestro Alberto approaching from
afar. She and the others then decided to receive him with all
honors,
intending to make fun of him later. So, they all got up and invited
him in. They led him into a cool courtyard and brought fine wines
and
delicious biscuits. While chatting pleasantly with him, they
eventually asked him how it was possible for him to fall in love
with
the beautiful widow, knowing that she had many young, handsome,
noble, and refined suitors.
  



  

    
Maestro
Alberto immediately understood that they wanted to make fun of him,
even though they were doing it elegantly. He played along and
responded, addressing Margherita, 'Madam, the fact that I am in
love
should not surprise anyone with a reasonable mind, especially you,
as
you deserve all my love. It's true that nature robs elderly men of
the vigor required for the games of Venus. But it does not take
away
the will or the capacity to understand what should be loved. In
fact,
they understand it better than the young because they have more
experience and discernment. What can an old man like me hope for in
loving someone like you, desired by so many young men? I'll tell
you.
I have often seen women have snacks and eat lupins and leeks. As
for
leeks, it's known that no part of it is truly good, but the most
pleasant part is undoubtedly the white, the head. Yet, many times,
I
have noticed that you women, driven by some strange appetite, hold
the leek's head in your hand and eat the green part, which not only
tastes like nothing but has a bad flavor. How can I know, madam, if
in choosing your lovers, you don't do something similar? Because,
if
you did, I would be your chosen one, and all the others would be
cast
aside.'
  



  

    
The
widow, as well as all the others, felt a pang of shame and said,
'Maestro, it is right that you, so amicably, reprimand us for our
presumption. Know that your love is dear to me, as it should be
when
it comes from a man so wise and deserving. Therefore, within the
bounds of propriety, consider me as a willing instrument for your
every pleasure.'
  



  

    
The
master stood up, along with his companions, thanked Margherita, and
cheerfully took his leave of her.
  



  

    
Thus,
that widow believed she had won, but not having properly considered
who the man she wanted to mock was, she ended up being defeated. A
judgment error that you, my dear friends, will avoid if you are
prudent."
  



  

    
The
tenth story had also come to an end. It was now late afternoon, and
the heat had diminished significantly. Therefore, Pampinea said,
"Dear companions, my task is complete. Only one thing remains to
be done: to choose the new queen who will make arrangements for
tomorrow so that we can all continue to spend our time pleasantly
and
decorously. There are still several hours left in the day, but, as
the saying goes, 'He who has time shouldn't wait for it.' If we
want
everything that the queen will decree for tomorrow morning to be
ready, we should start preparing it now. I believe, therefore, that
it's better to begin the days at this hour, as the sun sets. I
hereby
decree that Philomena, a young and wise woman, shall govern this
second day."
  



  

    
Having
said this, she stood up, removed the laurel wreath from her head,
and
placed it on the woman she had chosen. Everyone joined her in
greeting Philomena as the new queen, and they all willingly
declared
their obedience to her.
  



  

    
The
young woman blushed a little, finding herself in the center of
attention and thinking about Pampinea's flattering words. However,
not wanting to appear clumsy, she immediately regained her
composure.
First, she confirmed the assignments made by the previous queen.
Then, she gave instructions for the following morning and the
future
dinner. Finally, addressing her companions, she said, "Dear
friends, Pampinea, more out of courtesy than because of my merits,
has honored me in this way. Therefore, it will be my responsibility
to determine our way of life for the next day. However, in doing
so,
I do not intend to follow only my own judgment but also yours.
Therefore, you should know my intentions from now on so that you
can
propose any changes you wish. Let me briefly explain them to you. I
found Pampinea's rules truly praiseworthy and a source of pleasant
entertainment for all. Therefore, as long as they do not become
tedious, I think they should not be changed. We will continue to
entertain ourselves pleasantly until sunset. Then, when the sun is
about to set, we will dine in the cool, and after some songs and
other amusements, we will go to rest. Tomorrow morning, we will
rise
with the coolness, and everyone can spend their time as they
please.
As we did today, we will return at the appointed time to eat,
dance,
and rest. Then, we will gather here again to continue with our
stories, which I find very pleasant and also quite useful. However,
I
want to start doing something that Pampinea couldn't do because she
was elected queen rather late. I want to set limits on the subjects
of our stories and make them clear to you so that everyone has time
to think of a good story. For tomorrow, if you agree, each tale
should revolve around those who, despite being hindered by fate,
the
eternal tyrant of human actions, managed, beyond all hope, to turn
a
critical situation into a happy ending."
  



  

    
Everyone,
women and men, approved of Philomena's decisions. Only Dioneo made
a
special request. "Madam," he said, "I consider your
proposals as pleasant and commendable as the others. However, I ask
for the special privilege that, if I do not wish to, I will not be
required to adhere to the indicated topic. I would prefer to be
able
to tell whatever story pleases me. But please do not think that I
am
short of stories. Therefore, I am willing from now on to always be
the last to speak."
  



  

    
The
queen knew that Dioneo was a man who loved merriment, and she
thought
that his request was meant to make the group laugh with some
amusing
tale if tiredness and boredom began to creep in. Therefore, with
everyone's consent, she gladly granted him his request.
  



  

    
Everyone
got up and slowly made their way to a crystal-clear stream that
flowed down from a small mountain into a shady valley, rich with
trees and lush grass. The women, barefoot and with their arms
uncovered, walked in the water, playing and teasing each
other.
  



  

    
When
dinner time arrived, they returned to the palace and sat down to
eat.
After the meal, they had musical instruments brought in. The queen
ordered a dance to begin, led by Lauretta, while Emilia would sing
a
song, and Dioneo would play the lute.
  



  

    
And
so, they did. While others danced, Emilia began to sing:
  



  

    
"I
love my beauty so much that I believe no other love can ever
attract
me so. Every time I look in the mirror, I see that good which
satisfies the intellect, that good which neither new events nor old
thoughts can deprive me of. What else could I see that would fill
my
heart with such love? This good, whenever I want to admire it for
my
comfort, does not elude my desire; instead, it comes to meet me
with
so much sweetness that it cannot be expressed in words or
understood
by others without inspiring in them the same love I feel.
  



  

    
The
more I fix my gaze on it, the more I kindle with love, and I wholly
surrender myself to it. I already anticipate what it has promised
me
and know that, the closer I get, the more I will find a joy never
before experienced down here."
  



  

    
Emilia
sang, and the others repeated the first stanza cheerfully, like a
refrain, while dancing in a circle.
  



  

    
This
continued for a small part of the night until the queen decided to
declare the end of the first day. She had the candlesticks lit and
invited everyone to retire to their rooms to rest until the next
morning. And so, they all did.
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Second day
  





  

The first day of the Decameron ends; the second begins, in which,
under the rule of Philomena, the theme is about those who, despite
the obstacles of fate, achieve good results beyond all hope.
Nowhere had the sun with its light brought the new day; it was
announced by the pleasant singing of the birds on the green
branches of the trees. The women and the three young men rose and
began to stroll in the gardens, over the grass still wet with dew,
and to weave garlands until lunchtime. For the rest, they behaved
as they had the previous day: they ate in the cool, danced a
little, and then went to rest. Shortly after three in the
afternoon, they gathered in the meadow and sat around the queen,
beautiful and adorned with the laurel crown. She observed all her
companions and eventually decided that Neifile would begin the
storytelling. The chosen one did not hesitate at all but willingly
began her narration.
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Martellino
pretends to be paralyzed and then pretends to be miraculously cured
by Saint Arrigo. His deception is uncovered, and he suffers a
severe
beating. He even faces the threat of hanging but manages to escape
it.
  



 






  

    
Dear
friends, it has often happened that those who wanted to make fun of
someone or something, especially of what should be respected, ended
up being the ones mocked and even harmed. Therefore, I want to
immediately obey the orders of our queen and adhere to the topic
she
has proposed. I will tell you the story of a fellow citizen of ours
who first found himself in serious trouble and then managed to
extricate himself from it quite remarkably, beyond all his
expectations.
  



  

    
Not
too long ago, there lived in Treviso a German named Arrigo. Being
very poor, he earned his living by carrying heavy loads for others.
He was an honest man, leading an irreproachable life. All the
people
of Treviso swear that when he died, the bells of the city's
cathedral
rang by themselves, without anyone touching them. This event was
considered a miracle, and people began to say that Arrigo was a
saint. Consequently, everyone flocked to the house where his body
lay, and, as is done with the bodies of saints, they carried it to
the main church. Here, the lame, paralyzed, blind, and other sick
people started coming, all convinced that touching Arrigo's corpse
would cure them. In no time, the crowd became enormous.
  



  

    
Amidst
such chaos, three Florentines happened to arrive in Treviso. They
were called Stecchi, Martellino, and Marchese, and they were
jesters
who entertained others in the courts of noblemen by disguising
themselves and assuming the appearance of anyone. They had never
been
to that Venetian city before, and when they saw the throngs of
people, they were quite amazed. Upon learning the reason for the
commotion, they, too, felt the urge to see the saint.
  



  

    
After
settling their belongings at the inn where they were staying, they
were about to join the crowd, but Marchese restrained the other two
and expressed his concerns.
  



  

    
"The
square," he said, "will be full of armed guards, paid by
the lord of these lands to maintain order. Moreover, I've heard
that
the church is so crowded that no one else can fit inside."
  



  

    
Martellino,
who had a strong desire to witness the spectacle, replied, "We
won't give up so easily. I'll find a way to get there. Marchese,
you'll support me on one side, and Stecchi on the other, as if I
couldn't walk on my own, and we'll pretend I need to be carried
into
the church so that the saint can cure me. You'll see that everyone,
upon seeing us, will make way for us."
  



  

    
The
proposal was immediately accepted. Without further delay, they left
the inn and sought a secluded spot where no one could see them.
There, Martellino twisted his hands, fingers, arms, legs, and even
his mouth, eyes, and the rest of his face. It was a truly
astonishing
transformation! Anyone who saw him would have sworn that his body
was
irrevocably crippled and paralyzed.
  



  

    
They
then set out for the church, with Martellino in the middle, Stecchi
and Marchese supporting him on either side. They humbly asked
everyone in their path, for the love of God, to make way for them.
Their requests were immediately granted because no one who saw them
was unaffected by a respectful compassion, and they began to cry
out,
clearing a path, "Make way!"
  



  

    
In
a short time, they reached the spot where Arrigo's body was placed.
Some gentlemen who were nearby took Martellino and placed him on
top
of Arrigo's corpse, so that he could benefit from the saint's
holiness through this contact. Everyone watched intently to see
what
would happen.
  



  

    
After
remaining still for a while, Martellino began to extend a finger,
then a hand, then an arm, and finally his entire body.
  



  

    
The
crowd immediately cried out in amazement, proclaiming it a miracle,
and fervently praising the saint. The fervor was so great that it
could have drowned out even thunder.
  



  

    
Coincidentally,
near the scene of the miracle was another Florentine who knew
Martellino very well. Until that moment, seeing him with his body
contorted and disfigured, he hadn't recognized him. However, as
soon
as Martellino straightened himself out, he immediately understood
who
it was and burst into laughter, loudly declaring, "Holy God,
what a scoundrel! If you had seen him before, who wouldn't have
sworn
that he was truly paralyzed?!"
  



  

    
These
words were heard by some Trevisans, who immediately asked him,
"What?! Was he not paralyzed?"
  



  

    
To
which the Florentine replied, "When ever! He has always been as
upright as any of us! Only he is a master of disguise and better
than
anyone else at assuming any form he desires."
  



  

    
The
Trevisans needed no further explanation, and they didn't require
more. With force, they made their way through the crowd, shouting,
"Down with the traitor! He has mocked God and the saints! He is
not paralyzed at all! He only pretended to do so to make fun of us
and Saint Arrigo!"
  



  

    
As
they spoke, they seized him and dragged him down from where he was.
They grabbed him by the hair, tore all his clothes from him, and
began to beat him mercilessly.
  



  

    
Martellino
begged for mercy in the name of God and tried to defend himself as
best as he could, but he couldn't manage it—the crowd was growing
larger and larger.
  



  

    
Stecchi
and Marchese began to think that things were going terribly wrong.
They didn't dare to help their friend because they feared for their
own safety. In fact, they began to shout, along with the others,
"Kill him! Kill him!" But in the meantime, they thought
about how they could help him escape the lynching.
  



  

    
He
would have surely been killed if Marchese hadn't come up with a
remedy. As quickly as he could, he went to the deputy of the
podestà,
who was out of town at that time, and told him, "Help me, for
the love of God! A thief has stolen my purse! And there were a
hundred gold florins in it! Please apprehend him so that I can
recover my money."
  



  

    
Immediately,
following the instructions of the accuser, a dozen constables
rushed
to the place where poor Martellino was, as they say, combed without
a
comb. With great effort, they managed to make their way through the
crowd, rescue the unfortunate man, all battered, from the fury of
the
people, and bring him to the palace.
  



  

    
Many
people, however, followed Martellino and the constables. They felt
they had been fooled by him, and having heard that he had been
arrested as a cutpurse, they wanted to make him pay for it. They
claimed that he had stolen from all of them.
  



  

    
The
podestà's judge, a stern and resolute man, listened to their
accusations. Then, he took Martellino aside and interrogated him
regarding these allegations. But Martellino responded jokingly, as
if
he were not the one being questioned.
  



  

    
The
inquisitor became angry and ordered Martellino to be subjected to
torture. His hands were tied to a rope and abruptly lifted high in
the air several times.
  



  

    
The
judge wanted him to admit to robbing all those people so that he
could have him hanged. So, as soon as Martellino was brought back
to
the ground, the judge asked him if the accusations against him were
true.
  



  

    
Martellino
didn't deny it but said, "Sir, I'm ready to confess the truth.
But first, let each person tell me when and where I relieved them
of
their belongings so that I can tell you which thefts I'm
responsible
for and which ones I'm not."
  



  

    
The
judge agreed. He had several of the accusers summoned and posed the
question suggested by the accused. One replied that he had been
robbed eight days ago, another six days ago, another four days ago,
and some even on the same day.
  



  

    
Hearing
this, Martellino said, "Sir, they're all lying. I can prove to
you that I'm telling the truth. I arrived in this city just a few
hours ago, and it would have been better if I hadn't come at all!
As
soon as I got here, unfortunately, I went to see that holy man's
body, and you know what happened. To confirm my honesty, you can
ask
the officer who records the arrival of all foreigners and the
innkeeper where I'm staying. Inquire of them, and if you find, as
you
will find, that I have been truthful, please release me, for the
sake
of mercy, without further torturing me and without sending me to my
death, as these scoundrels wish!"
  



  

    
In
the meantime, Marchese and Stecchi, who had witnessed their
friend's
harsh interrogation and the torture he endured, were filled with
fear. They realized that they had put Martellino in a perilous
situation and wanted to make amends in some way. They immediately
sought out the innkeeper and told him the whole story. He laughed
heartily but cooperated with them. They took him to a certain
Sandro
Agolanti, a man who enjoyed great respect in Treviso, especially
among the nobility. They explained everything in great detail and
begged him to intercede for their friend. Sandro, too, burst into
laughter but didn't refuse his help. He went to the lord and asked
him to have Martellino brought there.
  



  

    
The
people who went to fetch Martellino found him wearing only his
shirt
and shivering like a leaf. He was still in front of the judge, who
had been unwilling to listen to reason and couldn't stand the sight
of Florentines. He was delighted at the opportunity to hang
one.
  



  

    
When
presented before the emissaries of someone much more powerful than
the judge himself, he had to yield, albeit reluctantly and with a
bad
grace, and hand over his prisoner.
  



  

    
Upon
reaching the lord, Martellino recounted everything and implored him
to let him go. As long as he wasn't back in his own city, he felt
like he had the hangman's noose around his neck!
  



  

    
As
he spoke, the lord had a hearty laugh. In the end, he ordered
clothes
to be given to each of the three jesters and sent them on their
way.
They didn't need to be told twice. It seemed too good to be true
that
they had escaped from such a perilous situation. Thus, beyond all
their reasonable hopes, they managed to see their beloved Florence
once again."
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Rinaldo
of Asti, robbed, arrives at Castel Guiglielmo and is hosted by a
widow; compensated for his loss, he returns home safe and
sound.
  



 






  

    
The
misadventures of Martellino amused the women and, among the men,
especially Filostrato. It was to him, sitting next to Neifile, that
the queen ordered to continue the storytelling. So, he began
without
delay.
  



  

    
"Ladies
and gentlemen, I intend to narrate a story that combines elements
of
religion, misfortune, and love. It might be particularly useful for
those who find themselves navigating the perilous territories of
love, where, without the protection of a patron saint, the journey
can be unpleasant, even if you find a comfortable bed.
  



  

    
About
fifty years ago, during the time of the Marquis Azzo of Ferrara, a
merchant named Rinaldo from Asti had come to Bologna for business.
Having completed all his affairs, he was on his way back when, as
he
was riding towards Verona, he encountered three men who appeared to
be merchants as well. In reality, they were scoundrels of the worst
kind. Without much caution, Rinaldo struck up a conversation and
continued his journey with them.
  



  

    
The
brigands, upon learning of his occupation, immediately deduced that
he must be carrying a considerable amount of money with him. They
decided to rob him as soon as the opportunity presented itself. To
prevent him from suspecting anything, they spoke to him of honesty,
loyalty, and sincerity, as if they were honorable men, and they
behaved as humbly and benevolently as they could manage. Rinaldo,
far
from suspecting their true intentions, thought he had been
fortunate
to find such traveling companions, as he was practically alone with
only one servant.
  



  

    
As
they walked and chatted about various topics during their journey,
they eventually started discussing the prayers that men address to
God. One of the three scoundrels asked Rinaldo, "Sir, what
prayers do you usually say when you travel?"
  



  

    
"To
be honest," replied the merchant, "I'm rather simple in
these matters. I don't know many prayers; I'm old-fashioned and not
one to seek novelty. I leave things as they are. That said, I've
always had the habit, when I'm away from home, to say a Paternoster
and an Ave Maria in the morning as soon as I leave the inn, for the
father and mother of Saint Julian, the patron saint of travelers.
Then, I pray to God and the saint to help me find suitable
accommodation before nightfall. Often during my travels, I've
encountered great dangers, but I've always managed to come through
unscathed. I've never failed to find a good place to refresh and
rest. I'm convinced that Saint Julian obtained this for me from
God,
and that's why I hold him in such special regard. If I don't pray
to
him in the morning, I'm certain my day won't be good, and the night
even worse!"
  



  

    
To
this, the brigand asked, "Did you pray to your saint this
morning?"
  



  

    
"Of
course, I did!" was the reply.
  



  

    
The
other, who knew well how things would turn out for him, thought,
"He
may have helped you a thousand times before, but this time you
won't
be so lucky. Unless we fail, which is highly unlikely, you'll see
that you'll have a miserable night!"
  



  

    
Then
he said, "I've traveled quite a bit myself, but I've never
called upon Saint Julian, even though I've often heard people speak
highly of him. Nonetheless, I've never had any problems, and I've
always found excellent accommodations. Tonight, we'll see who finds
the better inn, whether you, who prayed to him, or I, who didn't. I
must admit, though, that I usually recite other prayers... one of
the
Psalms... or the De Profundis. My grandmother always told me that
these are highly effective prayers."
  



  

    
They
continued to chat about various subjects as they traveled, all the
while waiting for the right moment and place to put their criminal
plan into action.
  



  

    
It
was already evening when they arrived at Castel Guiglielmo, near
Este. After passing through the village and reaching a ford across
a
river, the three, knowing it was dark and there was no one in
sight,
attacked Rinaldo and robbed him of everything, leaving him on foot
with only his shirt. Before departing, they taunted him, saying,
"Off
you go, and let's see if your saint will find you a good inn
tonight.
Our saint will surely do so for us!" Then, they crossed the
river and disappeared.
  



  

    
But
what about Rinaldo's servant? When he saw his master being
attacked,
he behaved like the coward he was. He didn't dare to help him but
hastily rode his horse all the way to Castel Guiglielmo. Here, he
found a good inn and retired without another thought. Meanwhile,
poor
Rinaldo, as I mentioned earlier, was left in nothing but his
undershirt, without even his shoes. It was pitch dark, freezing
cold,
and it had started to snow. Trembling and chattering his teeth, he
looked around for shelter where he could spend the night without
freezing to death. But no matter how hard he searched, he couldn't
find any, as the land had recently been ravaged by war, and every
house had been burned down.
  



  

    
The
cold forced him to return to Castel Guiglielmo as quickly as
possible. But how would he do that, he wondered, given his
appearance
and the late hour? With the help of God. But how would God help
him?
Little did he know that his servant had taken refuge there.
  



  

    
When
he was just a mile away from the castle, it became so dark that it
took him quite some time to reach it. It was already so late that
the
gates had been locked, and the bridges raised.
  



  

    
In
pain, disheartened, and half-frozen, poor Rinaldo began to cry.
While
doing so, he looked around in search of shelter, so that at least
the
snow wouldn't fall directly on him. By chance, he noticed a house
near the walls, with its upper part protruding significantly. He
decided to seek refuge there and stay until morning. That's what he
did, and beside a door, which was obviously locked at this hour, he
found some straw. He gathered it as best as he could and lay down
on
that meager bed, frequently lamenting to Saint Julian that he
didn't
deserve such treatment, especially the prospect of spending the
night
in the open cold. But his protector knew well that he needed this,
and in no time at all, he arranged for him the most comfortable
lodgings.
  



  

    
You
should know that in that castle lived a widow, a beautiful one,
whom
Marquis Azzo loved dearly. To have her always within reach, he had
her live in the very dwelling under whose overhang Rinaldo had
taken
refuge.
  



  

    
The
day before, by chance, the Marquis had also gone to that house to
spend the night in pleasant company. He had a bath prepared and had
given orders for a sumptuous dinner. But suddenly, a servant
arrived
with news that forced the nobleman to abandon everything. He had
sent
word to the widow not to expect him and left hastily.
  



  

    
The
lady, somewhat disheartened and not knowing how to occupy the
sudden
free time she had, decided to relax with a good bath that had been
prepared for the Marquis. Afterward, she would have dinner and go
to
bed.
  



  

    
So,
she entered the bathroom, which was right next to the door where
Rinaldo had taken shelter. Due to the proximity, she could hear him
crying and chattering his teeth so loudly that it sounded like a
stork. She then called one of her maids and instructed her to go
and
see who was on the other side of the door and what he was doing
there.
  



  

    
The
servant obeyed. It was dark, but the air was so clear that she
could
easily make out the poor man sitting there, barefoot and in only
his
shirt. He was shivering so violently that he could hardly
articulate
his words in response to her questions. Somehow, though, he managed
to tell her who he was and how and why he found himself in such
conditions. Then, he begged her not to leave him there all night to
die of cold.
  



  

    
Compassionately,
the maid returned to her mistress and reported everything. The
widow,
pitying him, remembered she had the key to the door, which was
sometimes used by the Marquis to enter discreetly, and she went to
retrieve it. Handing it to the maid, she said, "Go and open it
quietly. At least someone will enjoy the dinner that's been
prepared.
There's certainly enough room here to host him."
  



  

    
The
servant praised her mistress for her kindness and immediately
opened
the door. Once inside, the man was better observed, and he appeared
half-frozen. So, she said, "Hurry, good sir, get into that bath
while the water is still warm."
  



  

    
He
needed no further urging and gladly immersed himself. The warmth
brought him immediate relief, and he felt reborn.
  



  

    
The
lady had some clothes, which had belonged to her recently deceased
husband and, when he put them on, they seemed tailor-made for
him.
  



  

    
While
waiting for further instructions from his good Samaritan, Rinaldo
began to thank God and Saint Julian. They had saved him from a very
miserable fate – spending the night out in the cold – and had
provided him with truly excellent accommodations.
  



  

    
The
widow, who had meanwhile retired, had a large fire lit in a room
with
a fireplace. She went to this room and asked about her guest. The
maid replied that he had bathed and dressed and added, with a hint
of
mischief, that he was indeed quite a piece of work, as well as a
person of good manners.
  



  

    
"Go
to him," the lady ordered the servant, "and tell him to
come here, by this fire. He can also have dinner, as he must be
terribly hungry, poor man."
  



  

    
Rinaldo,
entering the room, finally saw his until-then unknown benefactor –
a beautiful woman of noble bearing. He greeted her with reverence
and
expressed his profound gratitude as fervently as he could.
  



  

    
The
widow, observing him and hearing his words, thought that the
servant
had not been mistaken. She was kind to him, seated him by the
fireplace next to her, and asked him to recount the incident that
had
brought him there, which Rinaldo did immediately.
  



  

    
Regarding
the incident, the lady had already heard some of the rumors that
circulated when Rinaldo's servant had arrived in the village. So,
she
readily believed all that her guest recounted to her. Furthermore,
she informed him of what she knew about his servant and told him
how
he could easily locate him the following morning.
  



  

    
The
table had been set in the meantime. After washing their hands, the
two sat down to dine.
  



  

    
While
they ate, she observed him frequently and liked what she saw: he
was
truly a handsome man, as the servant had described, tall, in the
prime of his life, with a pleasant and amiable face. His manners,
too, were those of a true gentleman. Moreover, the prospect of
spending a night of love with the Marquis had aroused in the lady
her
natural desires, which had remained unsatisfied.
  



  

    
After
dinner, she briefly withdrew with her maid to discuss the matter.
Would it be wrong for her to take advantage of the good fortune
that
had come her way? On the other hand, the Marquis had almost mocked
her, tickling her femininity and then leaving her high and
dry.
  



  

    
The
maid, who understood her mistress's desires very well,
wholeheartedly
advised her to seize this opportunity.
  



  

    
The
lady then returned to the fireplace, where she had left Rinaldo
alone. With eyes that spoke volumes, she said to him, "Why are
you so pensive? Do you believe you won't be able to make amends for
the harm you've suffered? After all, it's only a horse and a few
other things. Come now, be merry! You are in your own home. In
fact,
I'll tell you more: tonight, seeing you in these clothes, which
belonged to my late husband – may his soul rest in peace – I've
felt a hundred times like embracing and kissing you. And if I
hadn't
been afraid of doing something you might not appreciate, I would
have
done so, without a doubt."
  



  

    
Rinaldo,
hearing those words and seeing the fire in the lady's eyes, quickly
seized the opportunity. Approaching her with open arms, he said,
"My
lady, I owe my life to you, you have saved me. I would be a great
villain if I did not now satisfy your every desire. So, do with me
as
you please! I, for my part, will gladly repay you!"
  



  

    
No
more words were needed. The lady, burning with desire, threw
herself
into his arms. They kissed and embraced each other a thousand
times,
and before daybreak, they had satisfied their desires multiple
times.
  



  

    
When
dawn began to appear, however, the lady wanted them to get up, so
that no one would find out what had happened during the night. She
gave him some rather old and worn clothes and filled a purse with
money for him. She asked him not to tell anyone what had occurred
and, after explaining how to retrieve his servant, had him leave
through the same door he had entered.
  



  

    
When
it was broad daylight and the entrance gates to the village were
opened, Rinaldo, pretending to have come from afar, entered Castel
Guiglielmo. He found his servant and his belongings, and thus he
could put on his own clothes again.
  



  

    
He
would have left using his servant's horse if fate had not dictated
that at that very moment, in the village, the three rascals who had
robbed him the previous evening, and who had been captured for
another crime they had committed afterward, were led in chains.
They
also confessed to being responsible for Rinaldo's theft, and so he
was able to recover his horse, clothes, and money. He only lost two
small bands that he usually used as leg ties, and even the
criminals
didn't know what had become of them.
  



  

    
And
so, the merchant from Asti, thanking God and Saint Julian, mounted
his horse and returned home.
  



  

    
And
the three thieves? The next day, they were hanged – or, as they
say, they went to kick the wind."
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Three
young men squandered their wealth and became poor. Their nephew,
who
had formed excellent relations with an abbot, returned home in
despair but found the daughter of the King of England, who took him
as her husband and resolved the troubles caused by his uncles,
restoring them to good conditions.
  



 






  

    
All,
both young and women, had admired Rinaldo d'Asti's adventure and
approved of his devotion, thanking God and Saint Julian for helping
him in a truly difficult time. Even the widow was not considered
foolish since she knew how to take advantage of the good that God
had
sent to her home (this appreciation, indeed, the ladies expressed
quietly, almost secretly).
  



  

    
While
the others continued to talk and laugh about the beautiful night
the
two had spent together, Pampinea, who was sitting next to
Filostrato,
seemed to close in on herself, all taken up as she was with
thinking
about what she would narrate. So, when the queen ordered her to,
she
began to speak without any hesitation.
  



  

    
"My
friends, the more we talk about the workings of fate, the more we
realize, reflecting on our own experiences, that we have more to
add.
Nothing strange, after all, if we consider that all that we
foolishly
call ours is, in reality, in the hands of destiny: it is he who,
according to his mysterious decisions, makes things pass from one
to
the other and from the other to the one, without a sense or order
that we humans can understand. What I have just said can be
observed
every day, and the examples are truly endless. Even the stories we
have heard have shown us some. Nevertheless, since our queen wanted
us to speak precisely on this subject, I want to add to those
already
narrated my novella, which perhaps, for those who will listen to
it,
will be useful and, of this, I am sure, pleasant.
  



  

    
In
our city lived a knight named Tebaldo, some say he was from the
Lamberti family, others from the Agolanti family. I believe the
reason for the latter attribution is that his sons pursued the
profession that the Agolanti have always practiced and continue to
do
- moneylending. In any case, whatever his lineage, he was an
extremely wealthy knight, the father of Lamberto, Tebaldo, and
Agolante, three handsome and well-mannered young men, even though
the
eldest had not yet turned eighteen.
  



  

    
When
Messer Tebaldo died, he left his numerous possessions to them as
his
legitimate heirs. Thus, the three found themselves overflowing with
money and immovable property, and they began to spend extravagantly
and recklessly, guided only by their pleasures. They had an
excessive
number of servants, horses, dogs, and birds. There was always a
party
at their home, with gifts for all the guests, jousts, and
tournaments. In short, they did not only what was befitting
gentlemen
but also whatever youthful appetites suggested to them.
  



  

    
However,
they couldn't maintain this lifestyle for long because their
father's
treasure was quickly depleted. The income was insufficient to cover
their expenses, so the three began to mortgage and sell their
immovable assets. Selling today, mortgaging tomorrow, they soon
found
themselves with almost nothing left. Then poverty opened their
eyes,
eyes that wealth had blinded. One day, Lamberto called the other
two
and reminded them of how respected and honored their father had
been
and how they had been, how immense the wealth they had inherited
had
been, and how great the poverty they now found themselves in. It
would be better to sell what little remained and leave, disappear,
before their misery became so evident that it could no longer be
hidden.
  



  

    
So
they did, and without saying goodbye to anyone, they left alone and
did not stop until they reached England. They rented a small house
in
London, minimizing their expenses. To make ends meet, they engaged
in
moneylending and proved to be very skilled and ruthless in this
activity. With the help of favorable circumstances, they
accumulated
a large sum of money in a few years.
  



  

    
They
then began, one at a time, to return to Florence and bought back
all
the lost properties. Not only that, but they also managed to
acquire
several more, and they even took wives. However, they continued
their
moneylending business in London. One day, they decided to return to
their homeland, leaving their English affairs in the hands of their
nephew, Alessandro, and they returned to the city of their
birth.
  



  

    
They
seemed to have forgotten where their prodigal behavior had once led
them, and despite now being heads of households, they resumed their
extravagant spending, posing as exceedingly wealthy
merchants.
  



  

    
For
several years, the money sent by Alessandro was enough to maintain
this foolish standard of living. The young man, in fact, had
started
lending money to English barons and often managed to obtain castles
and incomes from them. Thus, their affairs prospered, and the three
brothers continued to indulge themselves when they ran out of
money,
borrowing while awaiting supplies from England.
  



  

    
But
in England, something unexpected happened: a bloody war erupted
between King Henry and his son. The entire island was divided, with
some supporting the father and others what people called "the
young king." Therefore, all the castles were taken from
Alessandro, and his incomes were suspended. However, he did not
leave
that land. He hoped that the conflict would end soon, and
everything
would be returned to him.
  



  

    
Meanwhile,
in Florence, his three uncles continued to squander their wealth.
However, their English source had temporarily run dry, and they
began
to borrow increasing amounts of money, plunging themselves deeper
into debt.
  



  

    
Several
years passed, and the war between father and son in England
persisted. The three could no longer find anyone willing to lend
them
money, and, in fact, those to whom they owed money began to demand
repayment. Their properties were insufficient to satisfy everyone,
and so they ended up in prison. Their wives and young children, in
dire circumstances, left Florence, either to live in the
countryside
or to wander around, all of them in very poor conditions, with
little
hope for the future other than a life in poverty.
  



  

    
Meanwhile,
in England, Alessandro, seeing that peace was not forthcoming and
realizing that staying there was not only futile but also
dangerous,
decided to return to Italy, setting out alone.
  



  

    
When
he reached Flanders, he stopped in Bruges and then resumed his
journey. By chance, as he was leaving the city, he saw an abbot
emerging from the city walls, a Benedictine, as could be seen from
his all-white attire. He was accompanied by many monks and preceded
by a large number of servants and baggage. Two knights, relatives
of
the king, whom Alessandro knew, followed him. He greeted them, and
they invited him to join them on their journey. He gladly accepted
and, as they continued on, he inquired about the identity of the
religious men who preceded them and traveled with such an
entourage.
  



  

    
One
of the knights replied, "The one in the middle is a relative of
ours, recently elected as the head of one of the major abbeys in
England. Since he is younger than the laws would require for such a
position, we are escorting him to Rome to request a special
dispensation from the Holy Father that would allow him to remain
abbot despite his age. But that's enough; it's better not to
discuss
these matters any further."
  



  

    
The
Florentine was somewhat surprised by this sudden reticence but
asked
no more questions. During the journey, as is often the case, the
young prelate would sometimes lead, and other times follow the
others. It happened that he found himself near Alessandro and
immediately noticed his robust and handsome appearance, both in
face
and body, as well as his refined manners. In short, he was smitten
with Alessandro.
  



  

    
He
asked him to come closer and began to converse pleasantly, asking
about his identity, origin, and destination. Alessandro replied in
detail, omitting nothing, and concluded by saying that, for
whatever
little he could offer, he should consider himself at his
service.
  



  

    
The
religious man was struck not only by his demeanor but also by the
exquisite courtesy with which he spoke. He decided that, despite
his
profession, which he had not concealed, Alessandro must be a
gentleman at heart. To make a long story short, he liked him more
and
more.
  



  

    
He
was particularly moved when Alessandro told him about his recent
misfortunes and, like a good friend, comforted him. He should not
lose hope: if he truly had worth, God would restore to him the
position that fate had taken away and, who knows, perhaps elevate
him
even higher.
  



  

    
Finally,
he asked Alessandro, since they were both traveling in the same
direction, to remain in his company until they reached
Tuscany.
  



  

    
Alessandro
thanked him for those comforting words and declared that he was
ready
to obey his every command.
  



  

    
The
journey continued, and the abbot began to formulate new plans
regarding the person of the handsome Florentine.
  



  

    
After
a few days, they arrived in a village with only a few inns.
Nevertheless, it was there that the prelate wanted to stop, and so
Alessandro, as if he had become his butler, found him lodging with
an
innkeeper who was his friend. He arranged for a room in the best
part
of the inn and even made sure to find accommodation for all of his
numerous followers.
  



  

    
After
the abbot had dined and everyone had gone to bed due to the late
hour, the young man asked the innkeeper where he could
sleep.
  



  

    
"I
really don't know," was the reply. "Everything here is
full. As you can see, even my servants and I are forced to make do
on
these benches. However, let me think... in the abbot's room, there
are some crates we use for grain storage. I can set up a makeshift
bed on top of them for tonight."
  



  

    
"How
can I sleep in the abbot's room?" Alessandro retorted. "It's
so small that none of his monks could fit in there. If you had told
me earlier, I would have had the monks sleep on the crates, and I
would be resting in their place, calm and content."
  



  

    
"What's
done is done," the innkeeper replied. "Anyway, the
arrangement I suggested isn't so bad. The abbot is asleep, the
curtains are drawn. I'll even put a blanket on it quietly. You'll
see, you'll sleep like a log."
  



  

    
Alessandro
seemed convinced. After all, he didn't see any other options, and
the
innkeeper's words reassured him that he wouldn't disturb the
religious man.
  



  

    
Trying
to make as little noise as possible, he entered his room and
settled
on the crates. However, the prelate was not sleeping at all; he was
consumed by his desires. He had heard what the innkeeper and the
handsome Florentine had said, so he knew where the young man had
gone
to sleep.
  



  

    
Delighted,
he thought, "God is offering me a unique opportunity. If I don't
take advantage of it immediately, I may not have such a chance for
a
long time."
  



  

    
Determined
to seize the moment, he first made sure there were no noises in the
inn and that everyone else was asleep. Then, he quietly called
Alessandro and told him to lie down beside him. The young man tried
to refuse several times, but in the end, he undressed and did as he
was asked.
  



  

    
As
soon as the abbot felt him close, he placed a hand on his chest and
began to touch him as passionate women do with their lovers.
  



  

    
Imagine
the poor young man's surprise and embarrassment!
  



  

    
"Could
it be that this holy man..." he thought. There was no other
explanation given the way he was being touched.
  



  

    
Alessandro's
reaction did not go unnoticed by the religious man. Smiling, he
took
off his shirt, took Alessandro's hand, and placed it on his chest,
saying, "Dismiss your silly assumptions. Feel here, and you'll
understand what I'm hiding."
  



  

    
The
young man complied and found, to his surprise, two round, firm,
delicate breasts that seemed to be made of ivory. The abbot was a
woman, after all! Without needing any further invitation,
Alessandro
embraced her and wanted to kiss her.
  



  

    
But
she stopped him. "Before you go any further," she said,
"listen to what I have to tell you. As you can see, I am a woman
and still a virgin. I was on my way to the Pope to get married. But
the other day, whether it was fortunate for you or unfortunate for
me, as soon as I saw you, I felt a fire ignite within me like I've
never felt before. So, I've decided that I want only you as my
husband. But if you don't want me as your wife, then leave
immediately and go back where you came from."
  



  

    
He
didn't think much about it. It's true he didn't know her, but she
was
beautiful, and judging by her entourage, she must have been noble
and
wealthy. In no time, he replied that if that's what she wanted,
that's what she would have.
  



  

    
She
then sat up on the bed, in front of an image of Our Lord, and
placed
one of her rings in Alessandro's hand. They got married, you
understand? And immediately after, they embraced. For the rest of
the
night, they indulged in their passion, much to both their
pleasure.
  



  

    
In
the morning, they quickly decided on their next steps. He left the
room and presented himself to the others, all content, without
anyone
knowing where or how he had spent the previous hours. They resumed
their journey with the abbot and her entourage as if nothing had
happened, and finally, after a considerable amount of time, they
arrived in Rome.
  



  

    
They
took a few days of rest. Then the abbot, accompanied only by the
two
knights and Alessandro, was received by the Pope. After the proper
greetings, he said to the Holy Father, "Your Holiness, you know
better than anyone else that if one wants to lead a good and honest
life, one must avoid, as much as possible, anything that could make
it different. I have come here in great secrecy, disguised as you
see
me, and with a large part of my father's treasures, the King of
England. My father wanted to marry me off, at such a young age, to
the King of Scotland, a worthy but very old man. I embarked on this
journey precisely so that you, Your Holiness, could marry me,
thereby
fulfilling my father's wishes. I was frightened, I admit, not so
much
because of my promised spouse's age, but because of the fragility
of
my youth. I was afraid that if I married him, I might commit
actions
contrary to divine laws and the honor of my royal blood. But only
God
knows what His children truly need. His mercy led me to meet the
man
He wanted to become my husband. This man is him," and she
pointed to Alessandro. "His morality and worthiness are fitting
for any great woman, even though his noble blood may not equal
mine.
He is the one I have taken, and he is the one I want. I will never
want anyone else, regardless of my father's or others' opinions.
Therefore, the primary reason for my journey has been removed.
However, I have still come here to visit the holy places that this
city is filled with, to pay homage to you, Your Holiness, and to
seal, in your presence, and therefore before all, the marriage
between Alessandro and me, a marriage that until now has been
contracted only in the presence of God. So, I beg you, may what has
pleased the Lord and me please you as well. Give us your blessing:
we
will be more secure in the approval of Him whom you are the vicar
of,
and we can live together, to the honor of God and you, until
death."
  



  

    
Alessandro
was taken aback. His wife was the daughter of the King of England?!
However, after the initial shock, he was not at all displeased with
the revelation. In fact, he felt a secret joy fill him.
  



  

    
But
even more astonished and furious were the two knights. If they
hadn't
been in the presence of the Pope, they would have made Alessandro
pay
for it, and perhaps even the princess.
  



  

    
The
Pope, too, was surprised, both by the woman's attire and her
choice.
But there was no turning back. So, first of all, he calmed the two
knights, of whose anger he was well aware, and ensured that they
reconciled with the young newlyweds.
  



  

    
Then,
he gave instructions for her prayer to be answered.
  



  

    
On
the appointed day, in front of the cardinals and many other
important
men invited to the grand celebration he had prepared, the woman
came,
appropriately dressed, of course. She was so beautiful and regal
that
she elicited murmurs of approval from everyone.
  



  

    
Then
Alessandro presented himself, also splendidly dressed and
accompanied
by the two knights. No one would have guessed that this magnificent
young man had been a moneylender not long ago. Anyone would have
sworn that he was certainly of royal blood.
  



  

    
The
Pope solemnly performed the wedding promise ceremony and then the
actual wedding, after which he dismissed all present.
  



  

    
Alessandro
and his wife decided to leave Rome and, still escorted by the two
knights, went to Florence, where news of their beautiful story had
preceded them and where they were received triumphantly.
  












OEBPS/images/ebook_image_237064_d9bbabd16f80cc54.jpg
George Stewart

THE
DECAMERON

by Giovanni Boccaccio

IN CONTEMPORARY
ENGLISH

fermento








OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
George Stewart

THE
DECANMERON

by Giovanni Boccaccio

IN CONTEMPORARY
ENGLISH

fermento





OEBPS/images/ext_image_62e93849eb580affcfd747e4b0eac6a4.png
y

fermento





