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Induced by the entreaties of his vassals to take a wife, the Marquis of Saluzzo,
wanting to choose one his own way, selects the daughter of a peasant. After he
has had two children with her, he makes it look to her as though they have been
put to death. Later on, pretending to have grown weary of her, he claims he
has married another woman and arranges to have his own daughter brought
home as though she were his bride, meanwhile having turned his wife out of
doors wearing nothing but her shift. On finding that she has borne everything
with patience, however, he takes her back home again, dearer to him than ever,
shows her their grown-up children, and honors her as Marchioness and causes
everyone else to do so as well.!

When the King had finished his long story, which everyone
seemed to have really enjoyed, Dioneo laughed and said: “The
good man who was looking forward to raising and lowering the bogey-
man'’s tail the next night would have given less than two cents for all
the praise you are bestowing on Messer Torello.”* But then, knowing
that he was the only one left to speak, he began as follows:

My gentle ladies, the way I see it, we have given this entire day over
to kings and sultans and people of that ilk, and therefore, lest I stray too
far away from the path you are on, I want to tell you about a Marquis
whose behavior was not an example of magnanimity, but of senseless
brutality? And even though things turned out well for him in the end,
I would not recommend that you follow his lead, because it is a real
shame that he derived any benefit from it at all.

A long time ago, there was a young man named Gualtieri who, as
the head of the family, had succeeded to the Marquisate of Saluzzo,
and being unmarried and childless, spent all of his time out hawking
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and hunting. He never gave a thought to finding a wife and starting
a family, for which he should have been considered very wise, but his
vassals were not content with this and repeatedly begged him to get
married so that he would not be left without an heir and they without
a lord. Moreover, they offered to find him a woman whose character
and parents were such that there would be every reason to feel hopeful
about the match and he could expect to be quite happy with her. In
response Gualtieri said:

“My friends, you are forcing me to do something I had absolutely
resolved never to do, considering how hard it is to find a person whose
character will be a fit for your own, how very many of the other sort
there are out there, and how miserable life will be for a man if he
stumbles upon a wife who is not well suited to him. Furthermore, it’s
foolish of you to believe that you can figure out what daughters will be
like by considering how their fathers and mothers behave and on that
basis to argue that you are going to find one who will please me. For I
don’t know how you can get any information about the fathers, let alone
find out the secrets of the mothers, and even if you could, daughters are
often very different from either one of their parents. But look, since you
want to bind me in these chains, I'm willing to do it. Nevertheless, so
that I won't have anybody to blame except myself if it turns out badly, I
want to be the one who's responsible for finding her. And let me assure
you that no matter what woman I choose, if you fail to honor her as
your lady, you will learn to your great misfortune just how serious a
matter it was for you to have begged me to take a wife against my will.”

The gentlemen replied that they were satisfied, as long as he was
amenable to taking a wife.

For quite some time Gualtieri had been impressed with the behavior
of a poor girl who lived in a village not far from his home, and since she
was also very beautiful, he thought that life with her ought to be rather
agreeable. Thus, without searching any further, he resolved to marry
her, and having summoned her father, who was very poor indeed, he
made arrangements with him to take her as his wife.

This done, Gualtieri called all his friends in the area together and
said to them: “My friends, since it continues to be your pleasure that I
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should agree to take a wife, I'm prepared to do it, though more to gratify
you than from any interest I have in getting married. You know what
you promised me, namely, that you would be content with whatever
woman I chose and would honor her as your lady. Now the time has
arrived for me to keep my promise to you and for you to keep yours
to me. I've located a young woman after my own heart who lives quite
close by, and just a few days from now I intend to marry her and lead
her home as my bride. So, see to it that the wedding feast is splendid
and that you give her an honorable reception. That way I'll be able to
pronounce myself satisfied that you've kept your word to me just as
you'll be satisfied that I've kept mine to you.”

The gentlemen all replied joyfully that they were very pleased with
this decision and that no matter whom he chose, they would accept
her as their lady and would honor her as such in every way they could.
After that, they got everything ready so that the feast would be as grand
and lavish and happy as possible, and Gualtieri did likewise, arranging
for the most magnificent and beautiful wedding, to which he invited
a host of his friends and relations as well as many great noblemen and
others from the area round about. In addition, he had them make a
fair number of beautiful dresses out of expensive material, all tailored
to fit a girl who seemed to him the same size as the one he intended to
marry. Finally, he ordered belts and rings, a lovely, costly crown, and
everything else a new bride would require.

On the day set for the wedding, halfway between prime and tierce,
Gualtieri mounted his horse, as did all those who had come to honor
him, and after everything necessary had been seen to, he announced,
“Gentlemen, it’s time to go and fetch the new bride.” Then off he rode
with the entire company. Before long they reached the little village,
and when they got to the house belonging to the girl’s father, they
spotted her carrying water back from the spring, hurrying so that she
could go with the other women to see Gualtieri’s spouse as she arrived.
The moment Gualtieri saw her, he called her by her name, which was
Griselda, and asked her where her father was, to which she bashfully
replied, “He’s in the house, my lord.”

Gualtieri dismounted and told everyone to wait for him while he
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went into the hovel by himself. There he found her father, whose name
was Giannucole, and said to him: “I've come to marry Griselda, but
first, here in your presence, there are certain things I need to find out
from her.”* Then he asked her whether, if he were to wed her, she would
do her best to please him and never get upset at anything he ever said
or did, and whether she would be obedient, and many other things of
this sort, to all of which she replied that she would.

At this point Gualtieri, taking her by the hand, led her outside and
in the presence of his entire company as well as all the other people
living there, he had her stripped naked. Then he called for the clothing
and shoes he had ordered for her and quickly had them dress her, after
which he had them place a crown on her hair, disheveled though it was.
And as everyone looked on in wonder, he proclaimed: “My lords, this
is the woman I intend to take as my wife, provided that she wants to
marry me.” Then, turning to her as she stood there, feeling stunned
and quite embarrassed, he asked her: “Griselda, will you have me as
your husband?”

“Yes, my lord,” she replied.

“And I,” he said, “will take you as my wife.” Then, right there, in the
presence of the entire assembly, he married her, after which he had her
seated on a palfrey and led her, honorably attended, to his house where
the wedding was celebrated in as beautiful, festive, and magnificent a
style as if he had married the daughter of the King of France.

The young bride appeared to change her mind and her manners
along with her clothes. As we have already said, she had a fine figure
and lovely features, and in keeping with her beauty, she now became
so charming, so pleasant, and so well mannered that she did not seem
like a shepherdess and the daughter of Giannucole, but like the child of
some noble lord, leading everyone who had known her earlier to mar-
vel at her transformation. Moreover, she was so obedient and attentive
to her husband that he thought himself the happiest, most contented
man in the world. At the same time she was so gracious and kind to her
husband’s subjects that they all loved her with utter devotion, honored
her of their own free will, and prayed for her well-being, her prosper-
ity, and her advancement. And whereas they used to say that Gualtieri
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had shown some lack of discretion in marrying her, now they declared
him to be the wisest, most discerning man on earth because no one
else could have ever perceived her lofty virtues, which were hidden
under the poor rags of her peasant’s clothing. In short, she comported
herself so well that before long she had everyone talking, not only in
her husband’s domain, but far and wide, about how fine her character
was and how virtuous her behavior, and she got people to change their
minds if they had ever criticized her husband on her account at the
time of his marriage.

She had not lived with Gualtieri very long before she became preg-
nant and in time, to his great happiness, gave birth to a little girl. But
a little while later the strange idea popped into his head to test her
patience by subjecting her to constant tribulations and generally mak-
ing life intolerable for her. Consequently, he started by goading her
with words, pretending to be angry and telling her that his vassals were
thoroughly disgruntled with her because of her base origin, especially
now that they saw her bearing children, and that, furthermore, they
were upset about the little girl who had just been born and were doing
nothing but grumbling about it.

The lady did not change her expression or show the least resentment
when she heard these words. “My lord,” she said, “do with me whatever
you think best for your honor and your peace of mind, and I will be
entirely content with it, for I know that I'm socially inferior to your
vassals and that I'm unworthy of the honor that you have so graciously
bestowed on me.”* This reply was very gratifying to Gualtieri, for he
realized that she had not gotten puffed up with pride because of the
honors that he or the others had paid her.

Some time later, having already given her to understand in general
terms that his subjects could not endure the little girl she had given
birth to, he gave certain instructions to one of his servants and sent him
to her. “My lady,” said the servant, with the most sorrowful expression
on his face, “if I don't want to be put to death, L have to do what my lord
has commanded, and he has commanded me to take this daughter of
yours and to...” And at this point he could say no more.

‘When the lady heard the servant’s words and saw his face, and when
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she recalled what her husband had said to her, she concluded that the
man had been ordered to put her child to death. In response, although
she was desperately sick at heart, she immediately took her daughter
from the cradle, and without ever changing her expression, she kissed
her and blessed her and placed her in the servant’s arms. “There,” she
said to him, “do exactly what your lord, who is my lord as well, has
ordered, but don’t leave her to be devoured by the beasts and the birds
unless he’s told you to do so.”

The servant took the child and reported what the lady had said to
Gualtieri, who, marveling at her constancy, sent him away with the
baby to one of his relatives in Bologna, asking her to raise and educate
the child with some care, but never to reveal whose daughter she was.

Shortly afterward, the lady became pregnant once again, and when
she came to term, she gave birth to a baby boy, which made Gualtieri
very happy. Nevertheless, not content with what he had already done,
he wounded his wife even more deeply. One day, glowering at her with
feigned fury, he said: “Woman, ever since you gave birth to this boy,

‘ve found it completely impossible to live with my vassals, so bitterly
do they complain that 6ne of Giannucole’s grandsons is to succeed me
as their lord. So, if I don’t want to be deposed by them, I'm afraid that
I'll have to do in this case what I did in the other one, and that I'll also
eventually have to leave you and find another wife.”

The lady listened patiently, and her only reply was: "My lord, you
should think about your own happiness and about how to satisfy your
desires. Don’t waste another thought on me, for nothing is of any value
to me unless I see that it gives you pleasure.”

Not many days after that, Gualtieri sent for his son the same way
he had for his daughter, and having likewise pretended to have him
put to death, he sent him to be brought up in Bologna just as he had
done with the girl. In response, his wife said nothing more and did not
change the expression on her face any more than she had in her daugh-
ter’s case, all to Gualtieri’s great astonishment, who told himself that
no other woman could do what she did. And if it were not for the fact
that he saw her treat the children with the utmost tenderness as long
as he permitted her to do so, he would have concluded that she acted .
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as she did because she had stopped caring for them. He knew, however,
that her behavior was the product of her wisdom.

Since Gualtieri’s subjects believed he had arranged to have his two
children murdered, they condemned him, blamingit all on his cruelty,
whereas they felt nothing but the most profound pity for his wife. But
to the women who mourned with her for her children because they
had suffered such a death, she never said anything except that if such
was the pleasure of the man who had conceived them, then it was her
pleasure as well.

Finally, many years after the birth of his daughter, Gualtieri decided
the time had come to put his wife’s patience to the ultimate test.
Accordingly, he spoke with a large company of his vassals and told
them that under no circumstances could he put up with Griselda as
his wife any longer. He said that he had come to realize just how bad
and immature a decision he had made when he chose her, and that he
would therefore do everything he could to procure a dispensation from
the Pope so that he could leave Griselda and take another wife. A large
number of the worthy men took him to task over this plan, but his only
reply was that it had to be done that way.

Upon learning of her husband’s intentions, the lady grieved bitterly
inside, for it seemed to her that what she had to look forward to was
returning to her father’s house and perhaps tending his sheep as she
had done before, while being forced to see the man she loved with all
her heart in another woman's embrace. But still, just as she had borne
all of Fortune’s other afflictions, she was determined to keep her coun-
tenance unchanged and endure this one as well.

A little later Gualtieri arranged to have counterfeit letters sent to
him from Rome and led his subjects to believe that they contained
the Pope’s dispensation, which allowed him to leave Griselda and take
another wife. Hence, he summoned her to appear, and in the presence
of alarge number of people, he said to her: “Woman, through the con-
cession granted me by the Pope I am now free to leave you and cheose
another wife. Since my ancestors have always been great noblemen and
rulers in these parts, whereas yours have always been peasants, I no
longer want you as my wife. You should return to Giannucole’s house



846 THE DECAMERON

with the dowry you brought me, and I will bring home another woman
I've found who is a more appropriate match for me.”

When she heard these words, the lady managed to hold back her
tears only by making an enormous effort that went well beyond the
normal capacity of women.

“My lord,” she said, “I have always known that my lowly condition
and your nobility were in no way suited to one another, just as I have
acknowledged that the position I have held with you was a gift from you
and from God, nor have I taken what was given to me and treated it as
if it were my own rather than as something lent to me. So, if it pleases
you to have it back, then it must also please me—and it does—to return
it to you. Look, here’s the ring with which you married me: take it. As
for your ordering me to carry away the dowry I brought here, to do
that will not require a paymaster on your part, nor a purse, let alone a
packhorse on mine, for I haven't forgotten that I was completely naked
when you took me.® And if you think it proper to let everybody see this
body that bore the children you sired, I will depart naked as well, but I
beg you, in return for the virginity I brought here and cannot take away
again, that it may please you to let me take away at least one single shift
in addition to my dowry.”

Although Gualtieri had a greater desire to weep than anything else,
he maintained his stony expression and said: “You may take a shift
with you.”

The people standing about there begged him to give her a dress so
that the woman who had been his wife for thirteen years or longer
should not suffer the shame of leaving his house wearing only a shift
like a pauper. All their pleading was in vain, however, and thus she left
the house in her shift, barefoot, and with nothing to cover her head.
After having said good-bye to them all, she returned to her father’s
home, accompanied by the weeping and wailing of everyone who
saw her.

Since Giannucole never really believed it possible for his daughter
to last very long as Gualtieri’s wife, he had been expecting just such a
development every day and had kept the clothes that she had taken off
the morning Gualtieri married her. He brought them to her, and after
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she had put them on, she devoted herself to all the menial chores in her
father’s house just as she had been accustomed to do, bravely enduring
the fierce assault of a hostile Fortune.

As soon as he had sent Griselda away, Gualtieri led his vassals to
believe that he had chosen as his wife a daughter of one of the counts
of Panago.” And having ordered great preparations to be made for the
wedding, he sent for Griselda to come to him. When she appeared, he
said to her:

“I'm going to bring home the lady whom I have recently chosen to
marry, and I want her to be given an honorable reception the moment
she arrives. Since you know that I don’t have any women in my house
who can prepare the rooms properly and do many of the things that
a festive occasion of this sort requires, and since you understand such
household matters better than anyone else, I want you to see to it that
all the arrangements are taken care of and that you invite as many
ladies as you think necessary and receive them as though you were the
mistress of the house. Then, when the wedding celebration is over, you
can return home.”

Gualtieri’s words pierced Griselda's heart like so many knives, for
she had not been able to put aside the love she bore him in the same
way that she had relinquished the good fortune she once had. Never-
theless, she replied: “My lord, I am ready and willing.”® And so, clad
in homespun garments of coarse wool, she entered the house, which
only a little while before she had left in a shift. Then she began sweep-
ing and tidying up the rooms, had bed curtains and bench coverings
put in place throughout the great halls, got the kitchen ready to go, and
turned her hand to everything just as if she were some little house-
hold serving wench, never stopping until it was all as neat and trim as
the occasion called for. Finally, after having invitations sent to all the
women in those parts on Gualtieri’s behalf, she stopped and waited for
the celebration to begin. When the wedding day arrived, though the
clothes she had on were poor, she displayed the spirit and bearing of
a lady, receiving, with a happy smile on her face, all the women who
came to the feast.

Gualtieri had seen to it that his children were brought up with care
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in Bologna by his kinswoman, who had married into the house of the
counts of Panago. His daughter, who had now reached the age of twelve,
was the most beautiful creature ever seen, and his son was six. Gual-
tieri sent word to his kinswoman’s husband, asking him if he would be
so kind as to accompany his daughter and her brother to Saluzzo, to
arrange a noble, honorable escort for her, and not to reveal to anyone
who she was in reality, but simply to tell them that he was bringing her
there as Gualtieri’s bride.

'The nobleman did everything the Marquis requested, and a few days
after he set out on his journey with the girl and her brother and their
noble retinue, he reached Saluzzo, arriving around the dinner hour,
where he found that all the people there, as well as many others from
neighboring communities, were waiting for Gualtieri’s new bride. She
was received by the ladies, and as soon as she entered the hall where
the tables were set up, Griselda, dressed just as she was, happily went
to meet her, and said: “You are welcome here, my lady.”

The ladies had begged Gualtieri, earnestly but in vain, either to have
Griselda remain in another room or to lend her one of the dresses that
had once been hers, so that she would not appear in front of the guests
looking as she did. But she was nevertheless seated at the tables along
with all the rest of them, after which dinner was served. As every-
one stared at the girl, they said that Gualtieri had done well by the
exchange, and Griselda joined in, praising her warmly, and her little
brother, too.

It seemed to Gualtieri that he had now seen as much as he could
have ever desired of his wife’s patience, for he had observed that no
event, however outrageous, had produced any sort of change in her at
all. Moreover, he felt sure that her reaction was not the result of obtuse-
ness, since he knew just how wise she was. He therefore decided that
it was time to deliver her from the bitter sorrow he guessed she was
keeping hidden beneath her impassive exterior, and having summoned
her, he smiled and asked her in the presence of all the assembled people:
“What do you think of our bride?”

“My lord,” replied Griselda, “she seems very fine to me, and if, as 1
believe, her wisdom matches her beauty, I have no doubt whatsoever
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that living with her will make you the happiest gentleman in the world.
However, I beg you with all my heart not to inflict on her the same
wounds you once gave the other spouse you used to have, because I
find it hard to believe she’ll be able to endure them, considering how
much younger she is and also how refined an upbringing she has had,
whereas the other one experienced continual hardships from the time
she was a little girl.”

Seeing that she firmly believed the girl was going to be his wife, and
yet had nothing but good things to say, Gualtieri had her sit down
beside him.

“Griselda,” he said, “the time has finally come both for you to taste
the fruit of your long patience, and for those who have thought me
cruel, unjust, and brutish to realize that what I've done I've done with
a deliberate end in view. For I wanted to teach you how to be a wife,
to teach them how to manage one, and at the same time to beget for
myself perpetual peace and quiet for the rest of my life with you. When
I'was at the point of taking a wife, I really feared I'd have no peace, and
that’s why I decided to choose one by means of a test and have, as you
know, inflicted so much pain and suffering on you.

“And since I've never seen you deviate from my wishes in either
word or deed, and since it seems to me that you will provide me with
all the happiness I've desired, I intend to restore to you in an instant
that which I took from you over such a long time, and with the sweet-
est of cures to heal the wounds I gave you. Receive this girl, then,
with a glad heart, the one you believed to be my wife, along with her
brother, for they are, in fact, our children, yours as well as mine, the
very ones whom you and many others believed for a long time I had
cruelly ordered to be put to death. And I am your husband, who loves
you more than anything else, since I believe I may boast that there is
no one else who could be as content with his wife as I am with you.”?

When he finished speaking, he embraced her and kissed her, and
while she wept for joy, they both got up and went over to where their
daughter sat, listening in amazement to what they were saying, Both
of them embraced her and her brother tenderly, thus dispelling any
confusion that they, like many others present, were feeling. The ladies
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were overjoyed, and getting up from the tables, they went with Griselda
into a chamber where, with a more auspicious view of her future, they
divested her of her old clothes and dressed her in one of her own stately
gowns, Then, like the lady of the castle, which she always appeared tobe
even when clad in rags, they led her back into the hall, where her rejoic-
ing with her children was simply wonderful. Indeed, everyone was so
happy about what had happened that the feasting and the celebrating
were redoubled and continued unabated for many more days. They all
declared that Gualtieri was very wise, although they thought that the
tests to which he had subjected his wife were harsh and intolerable, but
they considered Griselda to be the wisest of them all.

A few days later the Count of Panago returned to Bologna, and
Gualtieri, having taken Giannucole away from his drudgery, set him up
in a position befitting the man who was his father-in-law, so that he was
treated with honor and lived in great comfort during his last remaining
years. As for Gualtieri himself, having arranged a noble match for his
daughter, he lived along, contented life with Griselda, always honoring
her in every way he could.

What more is there left to say except that divine spirits may rain
down from the heavens even into the houses of the poor, just as there
are others in royal palaces who might be better suited to tending pigs
than ruling men. Who, aside from Griselda, would have suffered, not
merely dry eyed, but with a cheerful countenance, the cruel, unheard-
of trials to which Gualtieri subjected her? Perhaps it would have served
him right if, instead, he had run into the kind of woman who, upon
being thrown out of the house in her shift, would have found some guy
to give her fur a good shaking and got a nice new dress in the bargain.



