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Geoffrey Chaucer - The Canterbury Tales: The Physician’s Tale

 There was a knight, called Virginius, full of honor and nobility, strong in friends and in wealth.  He had one daughter by his wife, and never another child. The maiden was fair and of excellent beauty above every creature.
 This beautiful maiden, was fourteen years old. Just as she paints a lily white and a rose red, so upon the gracious limbs of this noble creature, before she was born, did Nature paint these colors where such colors should be. And if her beauty was excellent, a thousand-fold more was she honest and faithful. In her, there was nothing for people to criticize.  

 She was chaste, as well in spirit as in body, for which reason she bloomed in virginity with all humility and abstinence, temperance and patience, and with moderation in her bearing and adornment. She was ever discreet in replying. Though I dare to say she was as wise as Athena and her speech was womanly and direct, she used no artificial terms to appear wise. She spoke according to her degree, and all her words, great and small, were full of virtue and good breeding. 

 She was modest with a young maiden’s modesty, constant in heart and at all times busy to drive out sloth. She was not a drunkard and never touched wine, for she often pretended to be sick, to flee company where drinking was likely to be talked about, as at feasts, revels and dances, that might be occasions for bad behavior. Such things make children too soon mature and bold, which has always been dangerous. 

 This maiden of whom I tell so kept herself in such a way that she needed no governess, for in her life, she was wise, kind, and honest, as I have said. In every direction the fame of her beauty and goodness spread, so that throughout that land all who loved virtue praised her; except envy alone, that is ever sorry for other people’s happiness and glad for their sorrow and sickness.
 One day this maiden went toward a temple in the town, with her dear mother, as is the manner of young maidens. Now in this town was a judge, who was the governor of this region, and it so happened that he cast his eye upon this maiden, noting her well as she came past where he stood. Immediately his heart and thought were changed, he was so caught by her beauty, and he said privately to himself, “This maiden shall be mine in spite of any man.” 
 Then the fiend slipped into his heart and showed him right soon how by cunning he might win the maiden for his purpose. For this reason he sent for a thug in that city whom he knew to be both bold and cunning. To him this judge told his tale in secret fashion and said to tell no creature; and if he did, he should lose his head. When this cursed plan was agreed to, the judge was glad, and thanked this bad man greatly and gave him rich and precious gifts.
 When the evil act was planned, the thug whose name was Claudius went home. This false judge was called Appius. And soon after, Appius was sitting in his court, as he was accustomed, and giving out his judgments upon various cases. This thug came rushing in and said, “So please you, lord, give me justice on this complaint against Virginius. And if he shall say it is not true, I will prove it and find good witnesses who will prove that I tell the truth.”
 The judge answered, “Unless he is here I cannot give a final sentence. Let him be called, and after that I will listen gladly. You shall have full justice here, and no wrong.” 
 Virginius came to know what the judge desired, and the cursed complaint was read without delay: “Sir Appius, a knight, called Virginius, against the law and all equity, and expressly against my will, holds my servant, my rightful slave, who one night was stolen from my house while she was very young. This will I prove by witness, lord, as will please you. She was never his daughter, whatever he may say. For this reason I beg you to serve justice.”
 Virginius was shocked; but before he could tell his tale, this cursed judge would not wait at all nor hear a word more from him, but gave his judgment in this way: “I decree that this man shall have his servant immediately; you shall keep her in your house no longer. This is my award; go bring her to this man.”
 When the knight by the judge’s sentence must by force give his daughter to the judge, to live in sin, he went home and sat him down in his hall, summoned his dear daughter, and with a face deathlike as cold ashes, gazed upon her humble face with a father’s pity striking through his heart. “Daughter,” he said, “Virginia, there are two ways, death or shame, that you may follow, alas that I was born! For never have you deserved to die by blade or sword. For love and not for hate you must die. My merciful hand must strike off your head. Curse the day that Appius ever saw you! He has given you this false judgment today.” And he told her the entire case as you have heard; there is no need to tell it again. 
 “Mercy, dear father,” said the maiden, and hugged him; the tears burst from her two eyes as she said, “Good father, must I die? Is there no help?” 
 “No, dear daughter mine,” he said. 
 “Then father,” she said, “I die a maiden. Give me my death before I have dishonor. Do your will with your child, in the name of God!” 
Her father, with sorrowful heart and will, struck off her head, and holding it by the hair, went to display it to the judge where he still sat in court. When the judge saw it, he ordered that Virginius be taken and hanged immediately. But soon a thousand people burst in to save the knight, by their pity and compassion. For this false iniquity was known; the people immediately had suspicion; they well knew that he was a lecherous, dirty old man. For this reason they came immediately against Appius and cast him into a prison, where he stabbed himself. And Claudius, the thug of Appius, was condemned to be hanged upon a tree. 
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