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the night before between this young man and his wife, thus. clearing -
up the mystery of their deaths, and everyone was filled with enor-
mous sOrrow. - .

The dead girl was taken up and decked out in all the finery with
which we are wont to adom the bodies of the dead, then she was laid
on the selfsame bier upon which the young man was already lying.
For a long time they mourned her, and afterwards the two bodies
were interred in 4 single tomb: and thus it was that those whom Love
had failed to join together in life were inseparably _linkcd to each
other in death. : ‘ : X

NINTH STORY

Guillaume de Roussillon causes his wife to eat the heart of her lover,
Guillaume de Cabestanh, whom he has secretly murdered. When she finds
out, she kills herself by leaping from a lofty casement to the ground below,

and is subsequently buried with the man she loved.

The king had no intention of interfering with Dioneo’s privilege, and
when, having planted no small degree of compassion in the hearts of
her companions, Neifile’s story came to its conclusion, there being no
others left to speak, he began as follows: - ‘ _
Sinice you are so deeply moved, tender ladies, by the recital of
lovers' woes, the tale that presents itself to me must inevitably arouse
as much pity among you as the previous one, for the people whose
misfortunes I shall describe were of loftier rank, and their fate was
altogether more cruel. ' L
. You must know, then, that according to the Provengals, there once
lived in Provence two noble knights, each of whom owned several
castles and had a number of dependants. The name of the first was

Guillitme de Roussillon, whilst the other was called Guillaume de.

Cabestanh. Since both men excelled in feats of daring, they were
bosom friends and made a point of accompanying one another to
jousts and tournaments and ‘other armed contests, each bearing the
game device. - ‘ : oo
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Although the castles in which they lived were some ten miles
apart, Guillaume de Cabestanh chanced to fall hopelessly in love with
the charming and very beautiful wifc of Guillaume de Roussillon,
and, notwithstanding the bonds of friendship and brotherhood that
united the two men, he managed in various subtle ways to bring his
Jove to the lady's notice. The lady, kaowing him to be a most gallant
knight, was deeply flattered, and began to regard him with so much
affection that there was nothing she loved or desired more deeply. All
that remained for him to do was to approach her directly, which he
very soon did, and from then on they met at frequent intervals for the

- purpose of making passionate love to one another.

One day, however, they were incautious enough to be espied by
the lady’s husband, who was so incensed by the spectacle that his
great love for Cabestanh was transformed into mortal hatred. He
firmly resolved to do away with him, but concealed his intentions far
more successfully than the lovers had been able to conceal their love.

- His mind being thus made up, Roussillon happened to hear of a
great tournament that was to be held in France. He promptly sent
word of it to Cabestanh and asked him whether he would care to call
upon him, so that they could talk it over together and decide whether
or not to go and how they were to get there. Cabestanh was delighted
to hear of it, and sent back word to say that he would come and sup
with him next day without fail.

' On receiving Cabestanh’s message, Roussillon judged this to be his
opportunity for killing him. Next day, he armed himself, took horse
with a few of his men, and lay in ambush about a mile away from his
castle, in a wood through which Cabestanh was bound to pass. After
a long wait, he saw him approaching, unarmed, and followed by
two of his men, who were likewise unarmed, for he never suspected
for 2 moment that he was running into danger. Roussillon waited

. until Cabestanh was at close range, then he rushed out at him with
' murder and destruction in his heart, brandishing a lance above his

head and shouting: ‘Traitor, you are dead!” And before the words.

| were out of his mouth he had driven the lance through Cabestanh'’s

. breast. i o
. Cabestanh was powerless to defend himself, or even to utter a
word, and on being run through by the lance he fell to the ground. A
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moment later he was dead, and his men, without stopping to see who

had perpetrated the deed, turned the hcad{_of their horses and gal- .
loped away as fast as they could in the direction of their master’s

castle,
. Dismounting from his horse, Roussillon cut open Cabestanh’s

* chest with a knife, tore out the heart with his own hands, and, wrap-
ping it up in a banderole, told one of his men to take it away. Having
given strict orders that no one was to breathe a word about what l}ad
happened, he then remounted and rode back to his castle, by which
time it was already dark,

The lady had heard that Cabestanh was to be there that evening for
supper and was eagerly waiting for him to arrive. When she saw her
husband arriving without him she was greatly surprised, and said to
him: -

‘And how is it, my lord, that Cabestanh has not come?’

To which her husband replied:

*Madam, I have received word from him that he cannot be hete
until tomorrow.’ : ‘

" Roussillon left her standing there, fecling somewhat perturbed, and
when he had dismounted, he summoned the cook and said to him:

“You are to take this boar’s heart and see to it that you prepare the
finest and most succulent dish you can devise. When I am scated
at table, send it in to me in a silver tureen.’

The cook took the heart away, minced it and added a goodly
quantity of fine spices, employing all his skill and loving care and
turning it into a dish that was too exquisite for words.

When it was time for dinner, Roussillon sat down at the table with.
his lady. Food was brought in, but he was unable to do more than
nibble at it because his mind was dwelling upon the terrible deed he
had committed. Then the cook sent in his special dish, which

Roussillon told them to set before his lady, saying that he had no -

appetite that evening.

He remarked on how delicious it looked, and the lafiy, whose
appetite was excellent, began to eat it, finding it so tasty a dish that she
ate every scrap of it, '

On observing that his lady had finished it down to the last morsel,
the knight said: -
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‘What did you think of that, madam?’

‘In good faith, my lord,’ replied the lady, ‘I liked it very much.’

*So help me God,” exclaimed the knight, ‘I do believe you did. But
Tam not surprised to find that you liked it dead, because when it was
alive you liked it better than anything else in the whole world.’

On hearing this, the lady was silent for a while; then she said: .

‘How say you? What is this that you have caused me to eat?’

*That which you have eaten,” replied the knight, ‘was in fact the .

heart of Guillaume de Cabestanh, with whom you, faithless woman
that you are, were so infatuated. And you may rest assured that it was
truly his, because I tore it from his breast myself, with these very
hands, a little before I retumned home.' .

You can all imagine the anguish suffered by the lady on hearing
such tidings of Cabestanh, whom she loved more dearly than any-
thing else in the world, But after 2 while, she said: .

“This can only have been the work of an evil and treacherous

knight, for if, of my own free will, I abused you by making him the

master of my love, it was not he but I that should have paid the
penalty for it. But God forbid that any other food should pass my
lips now that I have partaken of such excellent fare as the heart of so
gallant and courteous a knight as Guillaume de Cabestanh.”
And rising to her feet, she retreated a few steps to an open window,
through which withouta second thought she allowed herself to fall.
The window was situated high above the ground, so that the lady
was not only killed by her fall but almost completely disfigured.
The spectacle of his wife's fall threw Roussillon into a panic and
made him repent the wickedness of his deed. And fearing the wrath
of the local people and of the Count of Provence, he had his horses
saddled and rode away, T :
By next morning the circumstances of the affair had become com-
mon knowledge throughout the whole of the district, and people
were sent out from the castles of the lady’s family and of Guillaume de
Cabestanh to gather up the two bodies, which were later placed in a
single tomb in the chapel of the lady's own castle amid widespread
grief and mourning. And the tombstone bore an inscription, in verse,
to indicate who was buried there and the manner and the cause of

their deaths,



