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    When catastrophe narrows the world, storytelling becomes both a refuge from suffering and a test of what human beings value most. 

Giovanni Boccaccio’s The Decameron is a foundational work of prose fiction, best known as a framed collection of one hundred tales told over ten days by a small company of young Florentines who have withdrawn from Florence during the Black Death. Composed in the fourteenth century, it stands at a crucial point in the development of European narrative literature. This edition presents the work in the original English translation by John Florio, whose rendering forms part of the long afterlife through which Boccaccio’s book reached English-speaking readers and entered broader literary conversation.

The premise is simple and powerful: faced with plague and social collapse, the storytellers create an ordered space governed by conversation, courtesy, and imaginative play. Within that structure, the book moves across a striking range of subjects, from love and fortune to wit, deception, religion, ambition, and desire. Because the tales are linked by the speakers who choose, judge, and respond to them, the reading experience is more than a sequence of narratives. It is also an encounter with a social world in motion, where storytelling itself becomes a way of thinking, feeling, and enduring.

Boccaccio’s voice is notable for its alertness to human behavior in all its inconsistency. The tone can be comic, ironic, tender, skeptical, or sharply critical, often shifting quickly as one tale gives way to another. Readers encounter elegance alongside earthiness, moral reflection alongside amusement, and a deep interest in how people present themselves under pressure. Even in translation, the book’s energy lies in its movement between high and low, decorum and impulse, public performance and private motive. That variety gives The Decameron its unusual liveliness and its sense of a world observed at close range.

Among the work’s central themes are the instability of fortune, the resourcefulness of ordinary people, the force of desire, and the social uses of intelligence. Again and again, the tales consider how individuals respond to institutions, expectations, and sudden reversals. The book is also deeply concerned with language: persuasion, misunderstanding, confession, concealment, and verbal dexterity shape outcomes as decisively as rank or wealth. In this way, Boccaccio presents society not as a fixed hierarchy alone but as a field of negotiation in which speech, performance, and judgment matter enormously.

The frame narrative gives these concerns a special depth. Against the background of epidemic disease, the act of gathering to tell stories becomes a disciplined answer to fear, disorder, and grief. The contrast between the outer world and the company’s carefully structured routine invites reflection on how communities preserve meaning when ordinary life has broken down. Without reducing the book to a single lesson, readers can see how art, conversation, and ritual provide forms of resilience. The result is a work that acknowledges suffering while insisting on the continuing complexity and vitality of human experience.

The Decameron still matters because it speaks to conditions that remain recognizable: uncertainty, social strain, moral ambiguity, and the need to make sense of crisis through shared narrative. Contemporary readers may also find it compelling for its candor about power, gender, class, and desire, as well as for its sharp awareness of hypocrisy and self-interest. Yet its endurance rests not only on relevance of theme but on literary achievement. Boccaccio created a book expansive enough to contain comedy and seriousness together, and readable enough to make a distant century feel immediate, unsettling, and alive.
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    Giovanni Boccaccio’s The Decameron, presented in John Florio’s original English translation, opens during the devastating outbreak of plague in Florence. Against this background of fear, social disorder, and mortality, a group of seven young women and three young men leave the city for the countryside. Their withdrawal is both practical and symbolic, creating a temporary refuge from collapse and grief. To structure their days, they agree on a shared pastime: each person will tell one story daily over ten days. This framing device establishes the book’s sequence and gives order, variety, and contrast to the many narratives that follow.

Once the company is settled, the storytelling begins under a rotating system of leadership in which a different member presides each day and often sets a theme. This arrangement gives the collection both unity and flexibility, allowing tales of many kinds to appear within an organized design. The early stories introduce a wide social range, drawing in merchants, nobles, clergy, servants, and wanderers. Boccaccio quickly shows his interest in human behavior under pressure, especially the ways people respond to desire, fortune, wit, and necessity. The frame remains important throughout, as the listeners’ reactions shape the tone of the unfolding sequence.

As the first days progress, many stories focus on deception, opportunism, and the resourcefulness required to navigate an unstable world. Characters use intelligence to overcome obstacles, avoid danger, or turn unfavorable circumstances to their advantage. The collection repeatedly places private motives against public appearances, revealing how reputation, status, and performance influence social life. Religious figures appear alongside secular ones, and Boccaccio often examines the gap between moral ideals and actual conduct. Without pausing the narrative flow, these tales begin to build a larger portrait of society in which cleverness can protect, mislead, entertain, or unsettle those who encounter it.

Other tales shift attention toward love in its many forms, from courtly longing to practical attachment, from playful pursuit to painful misunderstanding. Boccaccio presents affection as a force that can elevate, confuse, expose, or transform the people who experience it. The stories frequently place lovers within systems of family authority, marriage, convention, and class expectation, creating tensions between personal desire and social obligation. In these episodes, speech, timing, and interpretation matter greatly, and outcomes often hinge on how well characters read one another and their circumstances. Love becomes not a single ideal but a recurring test of judgment, endurance, and adaptability.

The middle of the work broadens its emotional and moral range by balancing comic narratives with more serious ones. Some stories emphasize reversal and irony, while others dwell on loyalty, suffering, or the harshness of accident. Fortune is a constant presence, sometimes appearing as blind chance and sometimes as the unpredictable movement of worldly affairs. Boccaccio’s interest lies less in abstract doctrine than in lived experience: how people improvise when plans fail, how they preserve dignity, and how quickly prosperity or security can vanish. This variety prevents the collection from settling into a single mood and deepens its reflection on human vulnerability.

As the sequence continues, wit emerges as one of the book’s defining values. Quick speech, inventive reasoning, and verbal precision repeatedly allow characters to defend themselves, expose hypocrisy, or redirect difficult situations. Such episodes are often comic, yet they also reveal a serious concern with language as social power. The ability to answer well can preserve honor, alter perception, or challenge rank without direct confrontation. In this way, the stories do more than entertain; they investigate how intelligence operates in everyday life. Florio’s translation is notable for carrying this rhetorical energy into English, preserving the prominence of eloquence and style.

The Decameron also devotes significant attention to institutions that regulate behavior, especially marriage, household order, commerce, and the Church. Rather than treating these structures as fixed moral anchors, Boccaccio examines how individuals negotiate, exploit, or endure them. Merchants pursue profit across distances, families guard lineage and reputation, and clergy are shown with the same mixture of authority and frailty found elsewhere in society. The result is a work attentive to the material realities of its world as well as its ideals. Across diverse plots, questions of power, gender, class, and credibility remain in active tension without being reduced to simple lessons.

Near its later stages, the collection gives increased space to stories of generosity, nobility of spirit, patience, and magnanimity, though these qualities remain tested by the same uncertain world that shaped the earlier tales. Boccaccio does not abandon irony, but he places greater emphasis on conduct that earns admiration rather than merely surprise. The frame narrative continues to remind readers that storytelling itself is a communal act, one capable of easing sorrow, ordering time, and creating shared reflection in a period marked by loss. The listeners’ disciplined routine in the countryside becomes a quiet counterpart to the disorder from which they first fled.

Taken as a whole, The Decameron offers a sweeping yet controlled panorama of human conduct under extreme historical pressure and in ordinary social life. Its hundred tales do not advance a single plot so much as accumulate perspectives on love, fortune, intelligence, appetite, and ethical choice. Boccaccio’s achievement lies in combining narrative pleasure with sharp observation, allowing comedy and gravity to illuminate one another. In Florio’s English translation, the work remains a landmark of European prose fiction and a lasting meditation on how stories help people face instability, judge behavior, and preserve humanity amid suffering and change.
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    Giovanni Boccaccio wrote the Decameron in mid-fourteenth-century Italy, a region divided among self-governing communes, signorial states, and the Papal territories. Florence, where much of the frame narrative is set and where Boccaccio spent important years, was among Europe’s richest commercial cities, linked by banking and trade to the Mediterranean and northern Europe. This urban environment fostered literacy beyond clerical circles and supported a vigorous vernacular culture. Courts, merchant households, and religious institutions all shaped literary production. The Decameron emerged from this densely connected world of city life, social mobility, and intense public scrutiny.

The immediate historical backdrop was the Black Death of 1347–1351, one of the most devastating pandemics in recorded history. Arriving in Italy by sea and spreading rapidly inland, the plague killed a large share of the population; Florence suffered especially severe losses. Contemporary chronicles, including Boccaccio’s own famous introduction, describe social dislocation, fear, and the breakdown of ordinary routines. The epidemic affected labor, family structures, religious observance, and civic administration. By opening with plague-stricken Florence, the Decameron anchors itself in a recognizable catastrophe that would have been vivid to its first readers and central to its historical meaning.

Florence in Boccaccio’s lifetime was marked by conflict between elite families, tensions between magnates and populares, and the growing political influence of guilds. The city’s economy depended on cloth manufacture, banking, and long-distance commerce, creating opportunities for merchants and professionals as well as sharp inequalities. Laws attempted to regulate luxury, marriage, and public conduct, while reputation remained crucial in a crowded urban society. These conditions inform the Decameron’s recurring attention to wit, money, contracts, dowries, and social negotiation. Its characters often move through marketplaces, courts, convents, and households that reflect the institutions and pressures of fourteenth-century communal life.

The work also belongs to the rise of Italian vernacular literature. Dante had demonstrated the prestige of writing in Tuscan, and Petrarch, Boccaccio’s contemporary and correspondent, helped shape new ideas of literary fame and classical revival. Boccaccio drew on Latin learning, French fabliaux, classical anecdotes, and courtly and popular storytelling traditions, yet he composed the Decameron in prose vernacular rather than Latin. This choice widened its audience and gave literary authority to the language of everyday exchange. The collection stands at an important moment when educated laypeople increasingly participated in reading, copying, and discussing literature outside strictly scholastic settings.

Religious institutions remain central to the Decameron’s historical context. Fourteenth-century Italy was deeply Christian, with monasteries, convents, parish churches, mendicant orders, and ecclesiastical courts shaping daily life. At the same time, criticism of clerical misconduct was widespread, especially when churchmen appeared greedy, hypocritical, or sexually compromised. The Avignon Papacy, which began in 1309, intensified contemporary debate about ecclesiastical authority and corruption. Boccaccio’s stories repeatedly feature friars, abbots, nuns, and confessors, not to deny religion’s social importance, but to examine the gap between institutional ideals and human behavior. This sharpened, worldly scrutiny was legible to contemporary audiences.

The social world represented in the Decameron includes women’s domestic seclusion, arranged marriages, inheritance concerns, and the legal significance of kinship, all well documented in medieval Italian cities. Yet the book gives women unusual prominence as listeners, speakers, and interpreters within its frame, and many tales focus on female vulnerability, ingenuity, and desire. Boccaccio addresses women explicitly in his proem, situating the work among contemporary debates about love, conduct, and consolation. While the text remains rooted in medieval assumptions about class and gender, it also records the pressures urban society placed on women and the limited but meaningful forms of agency available to them.

The Decameron circulated first in manuscript and soon acquired wide influence across Europe. Its storytelling frame and many individual tales were translated, adapted, and imitated in later medieval and Renaissance literature, including works by Chaucer and, much later, Shakespeare’s contemporaries. The reference to John Florio points to an English reception shaped by Renaissance translation culture. Florio, best known for his Italian-English dictionaries and for translating Montaigne’s Essays in 1603, was a major mediator of Italian literature in England. Although the standard early complete English translation of the Decameron is chiefly associated with John Payne in the nineteenth century, Florio’s career reflects the broader channel through which Boccaccio entered English literary culture.

Historically, the Decameron stands between medieval moral tradition and the early humanist attention to experience, language, and individual character. Its narrators withdraw from plague-ridden Florence into an ordered setting where storytelling becomes a social practice governed by rules, judgment, and pleasure. Within that framework, the work surveys merchants, nobles, laborers, clergy, and rulers across a wide geographic world familiar through trade and pilgrimage. The collection does not offer a single program of reform, but it persistently measures institutions against actual conduct. In doing so, it reflects its era’s urban complexity and critiques the instability, opportunism, and resilience revealed by fourteenth-century crisis.
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    Giovanni Boccaccio was an Italian writer and scholar of the fourteenth century, generally placed alongside Dante and Petrarch as one of the central figures of early Italian literature. Born in 1313 and active during the late medieval and early Renaissance period, he helped shape vernacular prose and narrative art in Europe. He is best known for the Decameron, a landmark collection of tales that combines social observation, stylistic variety, and acute attention to human behavior. Across poetry, prose fiction, scholarly compilations, and learned Latin works, Boccaccio showed unusual range. His career reflects both the literary culture of his age and a lasting influence on later humanism.

Boccaccio was born in Certaldo or, according to some sources, possibly Florence, and spent formative years in Naples, a major cultural center under Angevin rule. There he received training connected to commerce and law, though he turned decisively toward literature. The intellectual environment of Naples exposed him to courtly culture, classical material, and contemporary vernacular writing. Dante’s achievement in Italian was an important precedent, and the broader traditions of classical authors and medieval romance also informed his development. These early experiences shaped his interest in narrative form, learned compilation, and the expressive possibilities of writing in both Italian and Latin.

His earliest known works belong largely to the Neapolitan period and already display formal experimentation. Among the verifiably attributed writings from this phase are Filocolo, Filostrato, Teseida, La caccia di Diana, and the prose work Elegia di Madonna Fiammetta. These texts engage romance, epic, mythology, and psychological narration, adapting inherited materials into ambitious literary structures. They also show Boccaccio working across verse and prose while refining a supple literary Italian. In these years he established himself as an inventive author interested in love, fortune, and moral complexity, themes that would remain central throughout his career even as his style and intellectual priorities evolved.

After returning to Florence, Boccaccio continued to write in a city marked by political strain and the catastrophic impact of the Black Death. Out of this historical context emerged the Decameron, composed around the middle of the fourteenth century and widely regarded as his masterpiece. Structured as one hundred tales told over ten days, the work presents a broad panorama of social classes, professions, and moral situations. Its realism, irony, rhetorical control, and narrative energy made it a defining achievement of European prose. Readers and critics have long valued it for both entertainment and insight, though its frank treatment of desire and clerical misconduct also made it controversial in some later settings.

Boccaccio’s career was not limited to fiction. He increasingly pursued scholarship and literary biography, helping preserve and interpret earlier traditions. His important Latin works include De casibus virorum illustrium, De mulieribus claris, and Genealogia deorum gentilium, texts that assemble historical, moral, and mythographical material for learned audiences. He also wrote the Trattatello in laude di Dante and gave public lectures on Dante, contributing significantly to Dante’s early reception and authority. His friendship with Petrarch is well documented and encouraged his engagement with classical learning and humanist methods. Through these activities, Boccaccio became a mediator between medieval literary culture and Renaissance scholarship.

Across his writings, Boccaccio repeatedly examined fortune, intelligence, desire, ethics, and the instability of worldly status. He is often associated with early humanism because of his interest in classical texts, philological inquiry, and the dignity of literary study, though his work remains deeply rooted in medieval forms and concerns. His treatment of women varies across genres and has prompted sustained debate, but works such as De mulieribus claris and the Decameron have remained central to discussions of gender in premodern literature. More broadly, Boccaccio’s prose broadened the status of the vernacular, demonstrating that Italian could sustain comedy, tragedy, eloquence, and complex social representation.

In his later years, Boccaccio devoted substantial energy to study, copying, and teaching, while continuing to revise and organize his intellectual legacy. He spent time in Florence and Certaldo and died in 1375. By then he was already recognized as a major man of letters, and his reputation continued to grow in subsequent centuries. The Decameron influenced narrative traditions across Europe, while his scholarly works shaped mythography, biography, and the transmission of classical knowledge. Today Boccaccio remains a foundational author for the study of Italian literature, medieval and Renaissance culture, and the history of storytelling itself.
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The Induction of the Author to the Following Discourses
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Gracious ladies, when I consider how naturally you are moved to compassion, I know this work may seem to begin harshly, with the mournful memory of the last great pestilence. Yet do not turn away as if nothing could follow but sighs and tears. Let this fearful opening be like a steep hill that we climb with pain before reaching a fair plain and sweeter ease. Grief gives way to joy, and after this brief trouble, shut within a little space of writing, the promised pleasure begins at once. I would gladly have led you by a gentler path, had necessity allowed it.
In the year 1348[1], that memorable mortality struck the noble city beyond all others in Italy. Whether sent by the heavens or by God’s just wrath against our sins, it had first begun in the East, sweeping away countless lives, then moved westward until it seized the city. No skill or care could keep it out, though officers cleansed filth from the streets, barred the sick from entering, and every possible safeguard was used for those still well, while devout people continually offered prayers and supplications. Yet at the year’s beginning it showed itself there in a strange new manner, marked by wondrous and terrible effects.
Not as in the East, where bleeding at the nose announced certain death, it first appeared here in boys and girls with swellings under the arms or in the groin, some as large as an apple, others like an egg, called botches or boils. Soon these grew deadly, then the sickness spread through the whole body, showing itself in black or blue spots on arms, thighs, and elsewhere, some large and few, others small and thick. As the boil had been a sure sign of near death, so were these spots. Physicians’ counsel, medicines, and all other remedies proved useless, whether from ignorance or the disease itself.
Besides those truly trained in art, many men and women who knew nothing of physic became physicians. Yet almost none were cured; nearly all died within three days after the signs appeared, some sooner, some later, most without fever or any other accident. The pestilence was stronger still, for not only speaking with the sick, visiting them, or even handling their clothing in kindness brought death, but touching garments, food they had eaten, or anything used in their service seemed to carry the contagion from the sick to the sound in a miraculous way. It passed not only between people, but from things they had touched.
One marvel I can scarcely tell, though many eyes, mine among them, saw it plainly. Clothes or other things that had belonged to one dead of the disease infected not only men and women, but even beasts. A dog, cat, or any creature touching them soon died. I saw ragged linen and wool torn from a poor corpse and thrown into the street. Two swine rooting for food tossed and rubbed themselves against the clothes, then after turning twice or thrice, both fell dead upon them. Such sights bred terrible fears and imaginations, all tending toward one inhuman end: to flee the sick and avoid all that had touched them.
Some thought sober living and abstinence from all excess would best resist the plague. They shut themselves in houses where no sick person came near, lived delicately on fine food and wine, avoided all luxury, looked not from the windows, heard no cries of the dying, and saw no corpses borne away, but filled their days with music and pleasure. Others held the opposite belief: that the surest medicine for so desperate a disease was to drink hard, be merry, sing continually, wander everywhere, satisfy every appetite, laugh, and mock at all sorrow. They spent day and night in taverns, living without rule, as if life were already done.
Because men abandoned their own houses as though they would never live there again, most homes became common, and strangers entered as boldly as owners. Yet even in such beastly living, they were wise enough to shun the weak and sick. Between these two extremes were others of moderate temper, neither so dainty as the first nor so riotous as the second. They ate and drank only as they wished, walked abroad freely, and carried flowers, fragrant herbs, or spices to their noses, thinking these comforts good for the brain, since the air was thick with the stench of corpses and other foul vapors. Their comfort walked beside corruption.
Others, more inhuman still, said the best and only medicine was flight. Caring for no one but themselves, many men and women abandoned the city, their houses, parents, kindred, friends, and goods, and fled elsewhere, as though God’s wrath would strike only those within the walls, or as though the world were ending and none would remain alive. Yet though not all who fled died, neither did all escape. Many among them fell sick, and because their own example had taught desertion, they languished even more miserably, helpless in bed. Citizen abandoned citizen, neighbor neglected neighbor, and parents, kin, and friends left one another utterly forsaken.
This misery pierced every heart with such dread that brother fled brother, uncle nephew, sister brother, wife husband; and, more monstrous still, fathers and mothers abandoned their own children as if they had never belonged to them. Countless men and women fell sick and found no charity among friends, except from a very few, and from servants only for great and unreasonable wages. Even then such attendants were scarce, and those found were crude, unskilled people, fit only to bring what was asked and wait for the hour of death. Many, serving for gain, lost their own lives in the doing. Need and fear stripped society of every natural bond.
In this calamity, with neighbors, kin, and friends gone, a strange custom arose. No woman, however noble, young, or fair, when she fell sick, could avoid having a man attend her if one could be had. Shame and modesty gave way, and all parts of her body had to be shown to him, though in ordinary need no woman but another woman would see them. Later, when some recovered, this became the cause of greater dishonor, and many, more jealous of modesty than of life, chose rather to die than to be healed by such service. Thus want of remedies and violence of contagion made death multiply day and night.
Necessity brought new customs, unlike all former use. Once women, kindred, neighbors, and friends gathered in the dead person’s house to mourn. If not there, they assembled at the door with worthy citizens and relatives, while clergy came, and the body was borne honorably on men’s shoulders with torches and singing to the chosen church. But when the plague grew furious, all such seemly rites ceased. Many died without any women near them; many more passed with no witness at all to how or when they departed. Instead of grief there was often idle laughter and rejoicing, easily learned from shameless women who had cast off pity and care alike.
Few accompanied a body to the grave, and these were not neighbors, even for an honorable citizen, but only paid grave-makers and coffin-bearers. They hoisted the bier, hurried off with it, often not to the church intended but to the nearest one, with four or six poor priests behind, with lights or none, and those the meanest sort. A short service was said, then the corpse was thrown irreverently into the first open grave. Poor people and many better ones died in dreadful numbers, staying in their houses from poverty or hope of healing, sickening by thousands, without food, physic, or help, and almost none escaped. Death filled every corner of the city.
Many died in the streets by day or night, and many more in their houses; often the neighbors learned of it from the stench of the body rather than any cry. So neighbors, moved both by fear of corruption and some little charity, dragged corpses from houses and laid them before the doors, where passersby saw them in the mornings in great numbers. Biers were fetched, and if no bier could be had, a table served. One bier often carried two or three bodies together: husband and wife, two or three brothers, father and mother. Priests came for one corpse, and found six or eight more waiting behind.
No tears, no lights, no decent company attended them. Men and women were reckoned no better than dogs or swine. The dead were brought so fast to every church that neither hallowed ground nor churchyard could contain them. Since there was no room for proper burial according to ancient custom, they dug vast deep trenches and buried bodies by the hundreds, laying them in rows as merchandise is stowed in ships, covering each layer with a little earth until the pit was filled to the brim. In such extremity even the simplest learned what sages rarely do: to endure misfortune, and to be prepared for whatever suffering might come.
Nor was the countryside spared. In villages round about, poor laborers and husbandmen with all their households died miserably in outhouses, in fields, on highways, and in ploughed lands, day and night alike, without physicians or servants, dying less like men than brute beasts. Because of this they grew slothful, as citizens had, abandoning all customary work. Expecting death at every hour, they spent no labor preserving themselves, their cattle, or the fruits of the earth, but consumed what they needed for the present. Their oxen, asses, sheep, goats, swine, fowl, and even dogs wandered masterless through fields where the corn stood ungathered and unreaped.
Many of these beasts, as if endowed with reason, fed in the day and returned home at night without herdsman or guide. How many fair palaces, goodly houses, and noble dwellings, once full of lords and ladies, stood empty save for some poor servant. How many families worthy of memory, how many great inheritances and heaps of riches, were left without true heirs. How many worthy men, noble women, and handsome young men, whom Galen, Hippocrates, and Aesculapius[2] themselves would have judged healthy enough, dined in the morning with parents and friends, and supped that same evening in another world among their predecessors. To recount such miseries burdened the mind beyond measure.
So, with the city left near empty, it happened, as I later learned from credible persons, that in the venerable church of Saint Mary Novella, on a Tuesday morning after divine service, there remained seven young gentlewomen in mourning garments, as the time required. No one was above twenty-eight, and the youngest was no less than eighteen. They were noble, fair, modest, and exquisitely mannered. I could name them truly, but for reasons to come and lest future times blame them, I shall instead give names suited to their qualities: Pampinea, Fiammetta, Philomena, Emilia, Lauretta, Neiphile, and Elissa. Sitting together in a corner, sighing, they began to speak of the sad times.
At last Pampinea said, “Fair ladies, it is natural to preserve one’s life, and no wrong is done in using one’s own right. If men may lawfully slay in self-defense, how much more just is it for us to seek all harmless remedies for our safety? Yet here we sit as if only to witness graves, hear the few remaining sisters sing service, and show by our mourning habits the measure of our misery. When we leave, we meet only corpses, the sick carried through the streets, or lawless men, once banished for wickedness, now raging freely because those who should restrain them are dead or helpless.
She went on: “At home I find none of my family but my poor waiting woman. Such fear takes me that my hair seems to rise, and everywhere I see the dreadful shadows of dead friends. Here, elsewhere, and in my own house, I am always ill at ease. Why are we less careful of our health than others? Why think our lives tied to us by stronger chains? We are deceived if we believe so. Therefore I say, if you agree, let us withdraw to our country houses, where we may live honestly, delighting ourselves within reason among birds, green hills, open skies, fresh air, and all things needful for health.
“There,” she said, “the grief is less, because houses are fewer and death not so crowded before our eyes. Here we forsake no one; rather, we ourselves have been forsaken, our husbands, kindred, and friends having died or fled and left us alone. So if you think well of it, let us take our women and what we need, and from today go now to one place, tomorrow to another, taking such pleasure as the season offers, until heaven shows us what end remains for us, if death prevent us not. It is no less seemly for us to leave honestly than for many women to remain here immodestly.” The others praised her counsel at once.
Philomena, though approving, warned, “We are all women, and without some man’s providence or conduct, we can hardly govern ourselves. We are frail, fearful, and suspicious. Our company may dissolve with less honor than if it had never begun.” Elissa answered, “Men are the head of women, but where shall we find them? Most of our friends are dead; the living are scattered. To take strangers seems unfit.” As they spoke, three young gentlemen came from the church: Pamphilus, Philostratus, and Dioneo, all courteous and perhaps seeking the fair ladies they loved. Pampinea smiled. “Fortune favors us, offering three worthy guides and servants, if we disdain them not.” Neiphile blushed and hesitated, fearing scandal, but Philomena said, “Let me live honestly, and let conscience not accuse me; then let who will speak. God and truth shall defend me.” So all agreed to invite them. Pampinea, being kin to one, greeted them kindly, told their plan, and asked that they accompany the ladies with a brotherly and modest mind. At first the gentlemen thought she jested, but seeing her earnestness, they answered that they were ready with all their hearts to serve. Before leaving, they arranged what was needed and sent word ahead to the first stopping place they had chosen together for the company’s retreat next morning early properly prepared and supplied well enough for comfort there. On Wednesday at dawn the ladies, some waiting women, the three gentlemen, and three male servants left the city. After about a league they reached a palace on a little hill, far from any road, surrounded by trees, gardens, meadows, walks, wells, springs, and vines. The chambers were adorned with flowers and everything was orderly and fair. Dioneo said, “Your wit has guided us better than our providence. I left my cares at the city gate; either let us live here in smiles and singing, or let me go back and seek my sorrows again.” Pampinea answered, “It is fit to live merrily; yet for lasting pleasure we need order.” She proposed that one ruler be chosen each day to guide their mirth, with honor and obedience due. All agreed, and by common voice Pampinea was made queen for the first day. Philomena crowned her with a laurel wreath. Pampinea then assigned offices to the servants, appointing Parmeno master of the household, Silisco treasurer, Tindaro chamber groom, and the women to kitchen and chamber duties, commanding all to bring news of whatever they saw or heard. Then she said, “Soon as the ninth hour strikes, meet here again to dine in the cool shade.” They wandered in the garden making garlands and singing softly. At dinner the hall was spread with white linen, clear glasses, juniper flowers, delicate dishes, and excellent wines. Afterward they danced and sang until the queen sent all to rest. Next morning they rose early and sat in a green meadow under temperate shade. Pampinea said, “The heat is too great elsewhere; here is our fittest refuge. We have cards and chess, but I would rather hear some graceful discourse, one tale drawing on another till the sun declines.” All approved. Then she turned to Pamphilus and bade him begin the day’s recreation with one of his stories.
The First Day, the First Novell
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It is fitting to begin in the name of God, creator of all things, for without his grace and good understanding, frail mortals cannot endure the sorrows and dangers of this passing world. Men pray through those thought blessed, yet may be deceived in choosing intercessors, mistaking hypocrisy for holiness. God sees what is hidden and regards the sincerity of the one who prays more than blind devotion placed in an unworthy mediator. That truth appears in this tale, not by God’s judgment, but by human opinion. It shows how one wicked man, under a show of sanctity, led many into reverence and error.
There was in France a rich merchant turned knight, Musciatto Francesi, preparing to travel into Tuscany with Charles without Land[3], brother to the king of France. His affairs were tangled, and though he assigned many matters to others, he still worried over collecting debts from the Burgundians, who were quarrelsome, deceitful, slanderous, and faithless. He could think of no man wicked enough to cope with them. At last he remembered Master Chappelet du Prat, often seen in his house in Paris. Small of body, he had come to be called Chappelet everywhere, and by that name he was known far more than by Chappell.
This Chappelet was a notary, and so false that he took offense if any contract of his lacked fraud. He gladly drew such papers for nothing, since profit returned more richly another way. He loved bearing false witness whether asked or not, and because oaths then carried great weight, his perjuries won him many suits. He delighted in sowing quarrels among kindred, friends, and neighbors, and the more harm he caused, the more pleasure he took. If called to beat or kill a man, or commit any villainy, he went willingly. Many were known to have been battered or slain by his hand.
He blasphemed God and the saints at the least provocation, being hot-tempered beyond measure. He never went to church, but mocked sacraments and holy rites as worthless things. Taverns and places of lust pleased him far more, and he gave himself freely to vice. He stole openly and secretly as though theft were natural to him. He was a glutton, a drunkard, and such a gamester that he carried false dice to cheat even his dearest friends. In short, no worse man had been born. Yet Musciatto’s power had long protected him, so private people and courtiers alike endured the injuries he dealt them.
Remembering him well, Musciatto thought Chappelet the very man to match Burgundian trickery. He sent for him and said, “Chappelet, thou knowest how I am wholly to retreate my selfe from hence, and having some affaires among the Burgundians, men full of wickednesse and deceite; I can bethinke my selfe of no meeter a man then Chappelet, to recover such debts as are due to mee among them. And because it falleth out so well, that thou art not now hindered by any other businesse; if thou wilt undergoe this office for me, I will procure thee favourable Letters from the Court, and give thee a reasonable portion in all thou recoverest.
Chappelet, idle, greedy, and seeing his old protector about to leave, agreed at once. He received authority and letters, and after Musciatto departed, went to Dijon, where few knew him. There, against his nature, he behaved courteously while recovering debts, only so they might feel him more sharply in the end. He lodged with two Florentine brothers who lived by lending money, and for Musciatto’s sake they honored him. Soon he fell sick. They sent for physicians, charged servants to attend him well, and spared nothing that might restore him. Yet age and his disordered life prevailed, and day by day he worsened toward death.
The brothers, distressed, spoke privately near his chamber. One said, “What shall we doe with this man? We are much hindered by him.” If they turned him out while sick, people would blame them after they had housed and treated him kindly. But if he died there, another danger rose. He had been such an evil man that he would not confess or receive the sacrament, and then no church would accept his body; it would be buried “in prophane ground, like to a Dogge.” Even if he did confess, his sins were so monstrous that no priest might absolve him. Then townspeople might riot against these Lombard moneylenders and destroy them.
Chappelet heard every word and sent for them. “I would not have you to be any way doubtfull of me,” he said, “neither that you should receive the least damage by me.” He told them he had heard their fears and knew they would come true if things went as they supposed. “But I am minded to deale otherwise.” He had committed so many offenses against God all his life that now, at his death, he meant to perform one act that would make amends for all. He told them to bring the holiest religious man they could find, and leave the matter to him: all would end well for them and for himself.
Though they placed little hope in him, the brothers went to the Gray Friars and asked that some holy, learned man come hear the confession of a Lombard lying near death in their house. An aged friar was sent, venerable, well read in scripture, and honored by all the town for his saintly life. Seated beside Chappelet, he comforted him and asked how often he had been confessed. Chappelet, who had never once been shriven, replied, “Holy Father, I alwayes used... to bee confessed once... every weeke,” though these eight days of sickness had kept him away. The friar praised this and expected an easy confession.
Chappelet answered, “Say not so good Father,” for now he wished to make a general confession from birth onward, and begged to be questioned as if never confessed at all. He would rather offend his flesh than risk his soul. The friar, delighted, asked first whether he had sinned with women. Chappelet sighed and said, “I am so true a Virgin-man in this matter, even as when I issued forth of my mothers Wombe.” “O sonne,” cried the friar, “how happy and blessed of God art thou!” Asked about gluttony, Chappelet confessed he had often drunk water too eagerly after fasting or pilgrimage, and desired simple herbs too much.
The friar called these natural, light faults, but Chappelet insisted that anything done in God’s service must be pure, or it savored of sin. Pleased, the friar asked about avarice. Chappelet said, “Good Father, I would not have you to imagine, because you see me lodged heere in the house of two Usurers, that therefore I am of any such disposition.” He had come only to correct them. His father had left him rich, and after his father’s death he had given away most of it for God’s sake. He lived modestly by trade, seeking only honest gain, always sharing half with the poor, and God had prospered him.
Asked how often he had been angry, Chappelet said often, seeing men daily break God’s commands, youth chasing vanity, swearing, drinking in taverns, and neglecting church. “This is a good and holy anger,” said the friar. But had rage ever led him to murder, slander, or injury? “Oh Father,” Chappelet answered, “if I had had the very least thought” of such deeds, would God have let him live? Such works belonged to villains; meeting any, he merely said, “God, God convert thee.” The friar praised that charity. Then came false witness, lying, and theft. Chappelet admitted one complaint against a drunken neighbor who beat his wife.
The friar asked, “Did you ever deceive any, as some Merchants use to doe?” Chappelet said only once: a man paid for cloth, and a month later Chappelet found four pence too much in the purse. Not meeting him again for a year, he gave the money to four poor people for God’s sake. The friar called it a small matter. After many more questions of the same kind, Chappelet declared one sin remained. Pressed to reveal it, he said he had neglected to keep Sunday with due reverence. Once, forgetful of himself, “I did spet in Gods Church.” The friar smiled and said religious men spit there daily.
“The more is your shame,” Chappelet replied, for no place should be kept cleaner than God’s temple. For more than an hour he went on in this way, then sighed deeply and shed tears. Moved, the friar asked, “Alas Sonne, what aylest thou?” Chappelet said one sin remained that he had never confessed, and he feared God would never pardon it. The friar urged him to speak, promising to pray for him. After long silence, broken by sobs, Chappelet said, “Know then, that when I was a little boy, I did once curse my Mother.” He wrung his hands and grieved as if his heart would break.
The friar comforted him: men daily blaspheme God and still are forgiven if they repent. “Weepe no more deare Sonne,” he said; even had he been one of those who nailed Christ to the cross, such repentance would win mercy. “What? mine owne deare Mother?” cried Chappelet. “Oh no, it is too haynous a sinne, and except you pray to God very instantly for me, he will not forgive me.” Seeing nothing else remained, the friar gave absolution and his blessing, holding him a most holy man. Then he asked whether, if he died, he wished burial in their convent. Chappelet accepted gladly and asked for the Eucharist and last unction, “that... I may yet... die a Christian.” The friar arranged everything as requested. The two brothers, hearing all through a partition, could scarcely keep from laughing at so monstrous a fraud, marveling that neither age, sickness, death, nor God’s judgment could bend him from dying as he had lived. Still, since he had secured honorable burial, they were content. That same evening, after communion and the rites, Chappelet died. The brothers prepared for his burial and notified the friars. The confessor told the prior and assembled brothers that Chappelet was a very holy man whose body would surely work miracles. They went by night to keep solemn vigil over him, and next day, robed richly, carrying books and cross, they brought him in devout procession to their church, followed by the whole town. From the pulpit the confessor praised his fasting, virginity, innocence, sanctity, and above all the terrible sin he had scarcely dared confess, taking occasion to rebuke the crowd: “And you... for the verie least and trifling matter hapning, will not spare to blaspheme God.” He called Chappelet “a very Saint indeede.” At once the people pressed around the bier, kissing hands, feet, and garments, tearing away scraps as relics. He was buried in a marble tomb in a fair chapel. Soon candles, offerings, wax images, vows, and crowds filled the shrine, and all called him Saint Chappelet, swearing that countless miracles were done there daily. Yet whether he rested among the blessed remained hidden with God alone, and there the tale ended.
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After the tale pleased the company, the Queen told Neiphila to continue, and she said she would show how God’s goodness shines even through the faults of those meant to witness it. In Paris, a worthy mercer, Jehannot de Chevigny, loved a rich Jew named Abraham, an honest and prudent merchant. Moved by pity, Jehannot urged him to leave Judaism for Christianity, saying that Christian truth flourished while the other faith waned. Abraham answered that he held the Jewish law the holiest, had been born in it, and meant to live and die in it, with nothing able to move him.
Jehannot still pressed him daily with strong reasons, until Abraham said, "My worthy friend Jehannot, thou art extremely desirous, that I should convert to Christianitie," and would do so on one condition: first he must go to Rome, see God’s Vicar, and judge the Pope, cardinals, and their lives; if they proved as holy as promised, he would become a Christian, otherwise remain a Jew. Jehannot grieved, fearing Rome’s corruption would ruin all hope, and begged him to spare the dangerous, costly journey and seek instruction in Paris instead. Abraham replied that he was fully resolved to go, or else remain as he was.
Abraham rode to Rome, was welcomed by Jews there, and quietly watched the Pope, cardinals, prelates, and courtiers. He found shameless lust, sodomy, drunkenness, gluttony, and a ravenous greed that sold everything for money, even sacred things. Sickened, he returned to Paris. Jehannot asked what he thought of the Pope and court. Abraham answered, "It is strange Jehannot, that God should give them so much as he doth," for Rome seemed a forge of damnable deeds, and its rulers labored to destroy the faith they should uphold. Yet because Christianity still spread, he saw the Holy Spirit upheld it. "Let us therefore presently goe to the Church," he said, and be baptized. Jehannot joyfully took him to Notre Dame; Abraham was baptized, named John, well instructed, and lived virtuously.
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After Neiphila finished, the Queen called on Philomena, and she said the last tale made her think of another Jew in a dangerous case. Folly, she said, often casts men down from high place into misery, while sharp wit pulls others out of peril into safety. She told of Saladin, mighty Soldan of Babylon, famous in war, who had spent his treasure and suddenly needed a large sum. He remembered Melchisedech, a rich Jewish lender in Alexandria, well able to supply it, yet so miserly that no easy means would move him. So Saladin summoned him warmly, sat with him, and asked, "Which law is truest, the Jew's, the Saracen's, or the Christian's?".
Melchisedech saw the trap at once: praise one faith above the others, and he was lost. So he answered, "My Lord, the question is noble, but hear first a little tale." A rich man, he said, owned a precious ring and decreed that whichever son possessed it after his death should be heir and honored above the rest. Passed down through generations, it came at last to a father with three equally beloved, virtuous sons. Promising it to each, he secretly had two perfect copies made and gave every son a ring. After his death they quarreled, yet no one could tell the true ring; the suit remained unsettled. "So it is," he said, "with the three laws." Saladin, seeing himself outmatched, confessed his need and his trick, borrowed the money, repaid it fully with gifts, and kept the Jew near him in honor as a dear friend.
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Dioneo began at once. “Gracious ladies, we gathered here to tell tales that please us, and each may choose what seems best. You have heard how Abraham was guided and how Melchizedek saved his wealth; now hear how a monk cleverly escaped punishment.” In Lunigiana stood a monastery, once holier than now. There a young novice, hot-blooded and little cooled by fasting or prayer, wandered the church alone at noon while the others slept. He saw a pretty country girl praying at the altar, drew near under pious pretenses, and persuaded her from the church into his chamber unseen.
While they toyed there, the abbot, newly risen, walked softly through the cloister, heard unusual sounds and a woman’s voice, and listened at the door. Instead of bursting in, he returned to his room to wait. The monk, hearing him and spying him through a crack, knew he faced severe punishment, yet quickly devised a trick. He told the girl, “Stay here quietly till I return,” locked her in, and carried the key to the abbot. “My lord, I have wood cut in the forest; if you permit, I will fetch it.” The abbot gladly took the key and gave leave.
After he left, the abbot chose to see the girl privately first, entered the chamber, and locked the door. She fell weeping to her knees, but seeing her beauty, the old man burned as fiercely as the novice. “Why should I not take this pleasure when it comes so readily?” he thought, then gently comforted and seduced her. The monk, hidden on the dormitory roof, watched through a chink and took heart. Later the abbot summoned him with angry looks and ordered prison. The monk answered, “You never taught me how monks should use women till now, by your own example.” Caught, the abbot pardoned him, bound both to silence, and they sent the girl away.
The First Day, the Fift Novell
Table of Contents
At Dioneus's tale, the ladies blushed, exchanged uneasy looks, and when he ended, gently rebuked him that such stories were not fit among women. The Queen then called on Fiammetta, who said wise speech has power, and that women must guard their honor, especially against great lords. She told of the Marquis of Montferrat, away at sea in Christian service, while King Philip of France heard him praised as unmatched in arms, and his wife as unmatched in beauty and virtue. Though he had never seen her, the King burned to see her and planned a visit.
A day's journey away, he sent word he would dine with the Lady. She welcomed the honor, yet guessed rightly why he came, since her husband was absent. She gathered local gentlemen for his reception, but ordered every hen in the country bought and made into every dish. The King arrived, found her even lovelier than he had heard, and sat beside her at dinner, scarcely minding the food for looking at her. Yet every course was hen. Smiling, he asked, "Madam, are there only hens here, and no cocks?" She answered, "No, my lord; women and wives are the same here as elsewhere." He understood, thanked her, and left at once for Genoa.
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A plain, honest layman once gave a greedy holy father the reproof he deserved. In Florence there lived a Friar Minor, an inquisitor in matters of faith, holy in appearance but far keener at finding heavy purses than weak belief. He marked down a wealthy, simple man who, merry with wine, had said God never drank better. A sycophant reported it, and the friar, scenting profit, summoned him with solemn threats. The man admitted the words and how he meant them. The inquisitor cried, “What? Do you make our Lord a drinker, a glutton, a tavern-haunter like you drunkards? That deserves fire and faggot
Terrified, the man secretly greased his hands with Saint John’s golden ointment, and at once the flames cooled. The friar gave him a crucifix, dubbed him a soldier of the Cross because he had paid well in crosses, and set him a penance: visit three times a week, anoint those same hands, hear Mass of the Holy Cross, attend him at dinner, and obey all day. Weary of this costly cure, the man came one morning after hearing, “You shall receive a hundred for one.” At dinner the friar asked, “Did you hear Mass? Anything doubtful?” “No, sir. Only I pity you all. If every ladle of pottage you give the poor returns a hundredfold, you’ll be drowned in pottage.
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The company praised Madam Aemilia’s lively wit and her device of carrying the Cross and the golden ointment for penance. Then Philostratus began, saying it is easy to strike a fixed target, but more admirable to hit a rare fault the moment it appears. Priests and friars, he said, offer plenty to rebuke, and though one man had sharply touched an inquisitor with talk of rotten alms fit for swine, another deserved more praise for checking a mighty lord’s sudden greed. He turned to Master Can della Scala of Verona, famed beyond measure for magnificence, until one unexpected change exposed a meaner mood.
Can had planned a grand gathering at Verona, then abruptly canceled it, rewarded most guests, and let them go. One man remained neglected: Bergamino, a quick, delightful speaker, who trusted he would yet be paid. Enemies had persuaded Can that anything given him was wasted as if thrown in the fire, so Can neither spoke to nor summoned him. Days passed; Bergamino’s purse, inn, horses, and servants drained him. He sold one rich robe, then a second, to satisfy his host, and lived on the third while waiting. At dinner Can noticed his troubled face and asked, “Bergamino, how cheerest thou? Thou art very melancholly, I prythee tell us why
Bergamino answered with a tale of Primasso, a poor but renowned scholar who went to see the rich Abbot of Clugni, carrying three loaves lest he go hungry. Seated in the hall, he was spotted by the Abbot, who sneered, “See how I give my goods away to be devoured,” shut himself in, and said, “Let him feed on his own, for he shall taste of none of mine this day.” Primasso ate all three loaves. Ashamed, the Abbot called himself covetous, honored Primasso with clothes, money, and a horse. Can understood at once: “Bergamino, thou hast justly reprooved mine avarice.” He paid his debts, redeemed his robes, gave him a horse and crowns, and left him free to stay or go.
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Lauretta, hearing the last witty tale, begins with one like it: in Genoa lived Signior Herminio de Grimaldi, richer than any citizen in Italy, yet so vilely covetous that he denied help to others and even necessities to himself. Because he would spend nothing, though Genoese men loved good dress and good fare, people stripped him of the name Grimaldi and called him Herminio the miser. About that time Guillaume Boursier, an honest, sharp-witted courtier, came to Genoa. Unlike the corrupt flatterers now common in courts, he was welcomed by worthy men, heard much of Herminio’s greed, and wished to see him.
Herminio, hearing Guillaume was virtuous and well-bred, received him graciously and one day showed him a newly built house, rich and beautiful with costly rarities. Then he said, "Master Guillaume, you have seen many things; teach me some quaint device to paint at the entrance of my great hall." Guillaume answered, "Sir, I know no such rare conceit, unless it be how to sneeze after a full stomach. But if you would have a good emblem, I can teach you one you never knew." Herminio said, "Good Master Guillaume, tell me what it is, and on my faith I will have it painted." Guillaume replied, "Paint Liberality above your portal." Herminio blushed, then vowed to do it, and from then on became bountiful, hospitable, and welcoming to all.
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Elissa said that many labors and rebukes fail until one chance word does the deed, and she would prove how wisely used words can rule. In the days of Cyprus's first king, a Gascon gentlewoman, returning from pilgrimage to the Holy Sepulcher, was outrageously abused on the island. Seeking justice, she was told she would waste her breath: the king was so weak and womanish that he punished no man and endured insults to himself. So she came before him weeping and said, "Sir, grant me no redress; only teach me how you bear such wrongs, that I may bear mine too." Stung, he turned just and severe.
The First Day, the Tenth Novell
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When Madam Eliza fell silent, the Queen took up the last tale. She praised short, sweet speech, saying it becomes women well, and mocked those who hide emptiness under rich clothes and stiff manners, as if silk could make an ass wise. Some women, she said, call honest talk dishonesty and think virtue means speaking only with servants. Yet time, place, and company matter; one who tries with a jest to make another blush may be shamed instead. “That we may stand better on our guard,” she said, “hear this last tale, and learn to show courtesy with good sense.
Not many years before, in Boulogne, there lived a famous physician, Master Albert, about seventy years old. Though age had drained his natural heat, love had not wholly left him. At a banquet he saw a beautiful widow, Madam Margaret de Chisolieri, and became so taken with her that no day pleased him unless he had seen her face the day before. So he passed her door daily, sometimes on horseback, sometimes on foot, plainly seeking a glimpse of her. She and other gentlewomen noticed and privately laughed, thinking such amorous fevers belonged to youth, not to a grave old man of learning and years.
One feast day the widow sat at her door with several ladies of rank. Seeing Master Albert coming from afar, they agreed to receive him graciously and then mock his loving folly. They rose, welcomed him in, led him to a fair garden, and served delicate wines and banquet fare. Amid pleasant talk they asked how he could love so beautiful a woman when many gallant young suitors, better matched to her years and desires, pursued her eagerly. Master Albert saw they had drawn him there to scoff at him. He put on a cheerful face and answered the widow directly with calm honesty.
“Believe me, Gentlewoman,” he said, “no wise person should find it strange that I love you, especially since you are worth loving. Though the powers fit for love’s exercise are gone from old people, good will is not taken from them, nor judgment to know who deserves affection. Age exceeds youth in knowledge and experience, and is therefore fitter for respect. My hope came from this: I have often seen ladies at a collation eat lupines, onions, or leeks. Though there is little goodness in them, the heads are least hurtful and most pleasing. Yet you commonly hold the heads and eat the blades.
“Those blades,” he said, “are not only worthless, but ill-tasted. How know I, Lady, whether in choosing friends your fancy might do the same? If you did, it would be no fault of mine to be chosen, and all your other suitors would be answered the sooner.” The widow and all her companions were instantly ashamed of their own folly. She said, “Master Albert, you have well and worthily chastised our over-bold presumption. Believe me, I esteem your love and kindness greatly, coming from so wise and virtuous a man; and, my honor saved, command me in any honest service.” He rose, thanked her, and took courteous leave.
The women blushed, for in trying to shame him they had shamed themselves. The sun was now declining and the day’s heat much abated when the seven ladies’ and three gentlemen’s tales were done. Their Queen said, “For this day there remains nothing more under my rule but to bestow a new Queen, who shall order what is next for our honest pleasure. Since preparation helps all that follows, let our future days begin at this same hour. Therefore, in reverence to Him who gives life to all things, Madam Philomena shall govern our kingdom.” Rising, she removed her laurel crown and placed it upon Philomena’s head.
Philomena blushed, saluted all, confirmed the officers already chosen, ordered provisions for the morrow and the coming supper, and said she would not alter the day’s pleasant order. “We will stroll now, sup in the open air at sunset, and after supper spend the hours with songs and pastimes. Tomorrow we will walk again, then return for tales. Yet I would set one theme: let each speak of those who, after many accidents ruled by Fortune, came at last to a happier end than hope promised.” All praised this, except Dioneus, who begged leave to tell freely and last each day; she granted it. They walked to a crystal river, returned for supper, danced, heard Aemilia sing of delight in her own beauty and in a beloved presence beyond words, then, as night deepened, the Queen ended the first day’s recreation, and they went with lights to their lodgings to rest.
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