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Raro magni errores nifi ex magnis ingeniis prodiére.
PrrrarcE

- WHho is free from Jove
All fpace he aftuates like almighty Jove!
He haunts us waking. haunts us in our dreans,
With vigorous flizht burfts thro' the cottage window :
It we feek fheiter from his perfecution
In the remoreft corner of a foredt,
‘We there elude not his purfuit ; for there
With cagle wing he overtakes his prey.
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TO

SOAME JENYNS, Eso.

S 1R,

Yo u have done me great honour
in permitting me to addrefs to you
this Lire or Perrarcu. It 1s a
very fincere, though inadequate,
acknowledgment for the pleafurc
and improvement I have received
from your converfation, and the

many elegant and philofophical ;:ro-

YOL. T,
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duétions with which you have en-

riched the public.

j{ am, SiIR,
With the greatcft refpeét,
Your moft obligcd;

and obedient fervant,

" Liserpoof,
Feb. 8th, 1775. .
SUSANNA DOBSOX.



PR EFACE.

T's £ fourteenth century, in which flourithed
the celebrated poet whofe life and fortunes are
the fubjeét ot the following pages, may be con-
“fidered 1n a very important light as introductory
to the clearer and brighter periods that fol-
lowed.

In this age many difcoverics were made. and
ufeful agts cftablithed. The manners and cuf-
toms of all Europe from this time began to
wear a different afpect; and from contefts and
diforders arofc the incftimable blefling of hi-
bcrty, to the kind influence of which many
ftates owe their prefent flourifhing fituation,
whofe fubje@s were formerly flaves. Italy,
thc country which gave birth to Petrarch, was
at this time rich and powerful, and fuperior to
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vi PREFACE.

all others in the beauties of natute and the
improvements of art : and it was juft rifing out
of the darknefs of fuperftition ; for the homage
paid to the church in the thirteenth century
was carried to fo high a pitch, that when car-
dinals and prelates appearced, perfons of the firft
rank went before them to keep off the crowd.

This blind devotion began to decreafc in this
age ; though by degrees fcarccly perceptible, as
the Roman pontiff ftill retained his power, and
prefided at the helm of all public affairs.

But Italy, though fuperior to the reft of
Europe in her attainments, and many other
advantages, was at this period a fcene of mifery
and devaftation. Tbhis delightful country was
torn to pieces by the fury of civil difcord; it
became a prey to the fa&tions of thc Guelphs
and the Gibbelines, which arofe partly from
the quarrels betwcen the popes and the empe-
rors, and partly from ftruggles occafioned by
the love of Diberty. As the emperor had not
pafled the Alps for fixty years, moft of the
cities revolted from the empire, while they
continued to be opprefled by petty tyrants, or
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to opprefs others whom they had conquered ;
and, carclefs both of the interefts of the pope,
and the emperor which they had pretended to
fupport, thought only of aggrandifing them-
felves, and expelling their enemies. At the
fame time, the exiled of all parties waited a
favourable occafion of revenge, and of over-
whclming, even with the ruin of their country,
thofc who had oppofed them. The increafe
of thefe defolating evils may in a great meafure
be afcribed to pope Clement V, who from
the love of his native ‘country had tranflated
the holy fec to France. Rome in particular
fuffered greatly by the abfence of its governor ;
the ufurpers who invaded it in this abandoned
ftate caring little for the unavailing thunders
jaunched at them from Avignon.

Such a fituation of public affairs feemed little
favourable to thc reftoration of letters. We
expe the feeds of knowledge and lcarning to
flourifh only in profperous fcafons, and under
the thade of tranquillity. Neverthelefs 1t was
0 the bofom of difcord, and amidft the found
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of arms, that they werc feen to revive and
{pring up together. | '

I will not pretend to trace all the circum-
ftances that contributed to this happy event:
I will only add, that more was due to the abi-
lities of thofe great men, who at that time en-
lightened Italy, and among whom Pectrarch
held the firft rank, than has by fome been at-
tributed to them. Had it not been for their
fine genius, the world would probably have
continued much longer buried in darknefs, as
the valuable art of printing was not difcovered
till two centurics after this, and manufcripts of
any worth were fhut up in the cloifters.

To Petrarch we aré' indebted for many of
thefe manufcripts; with infinitc pains and dif-
ficulty he colle@ted and caufed them to bé
copied, and by his labours, and thofe of his
contcmporaries, the way was opened for the
reception of thofe works which the Greeks
about a century after this brought with them
into Italy.

It would be unjuft not to name fome of
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‘thofe learned men who engaged with Petrarch
in this arduous undertaking, and who, while
‘nobles and peafants were deftroying one ano-
‘ther, helped to lay the foundation on which
‘the fuperftruure of {cience was built. Among
‘thefe was Brunetto Latini, a very great man,
‘though little known in the prefent age; he
taught rhetoric, eloquence, and philofophy. -

Dante, his difciple, profited by his leflons,
and compofed that whimfical poem called the
Comedia, full of fublime ideas, cutting ftrokes
of fatire, and natural beauties, which make it
read to this day with admiration, notwith-
ftanding many defects chargeable on the age
in which it was written.

Cimabue and Giotto revived the animated
art of painting, and drew picturces of extraor-
dinary merit: a cclebrated piece of thefe maf-
ters, now in the Vatican, is a St. Peter walking
on the water.

John Villani, the famous hiftorian, gave to
pofterity the fa&s that pafled under his know-
icdgc, with a fidelity and candour which ought
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‘to have ferved as a model to all fucceeding
‘hifterians. .
Richard de Bury of England, in the begin-
ning, and Malphigi of Florence, in the latter
end of this century, ought alfo to be men-
tioned; but as they are, with Boccace and fe-
wveral others, intreduced in the following me-
moirs, which comprehend many of the great
chara&ers that flourithed, and the particular
events that pafled in this period, I will only
add further 1n this vicw of the revival of letters,
that the two famous Englifh pocts, Gowcr and
Chaucer, were alfo contemporaries with Pe-
trarch. The merit of the former is lhttle
known. The various beauties interfperfed in,
the warks of Chaucer, and particularly the
malfterly ftrokes of character we find in them,
though obfcured by an obfolete lunguage, and
mixed with many blemifhes, thew the powers
of a fine imagination, great depth of know-
ledge, and that perfect conception of men and
manners, which is the fureft mark of an ele-
vated genius. The picture he has given us of
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thofe times is indeed fo animated, that we feem
actually to converfe with his charalters, and
are pleafed to confider men like ourfelves, even
in the niceft refemblances, under the different
circumftances of an age {o very remote.

The above remarks may ferve to illuftrate
the character of Pctrarch, fo extraordinary for
that time, and fo very interefting even in the
prefent. To render it the more fo, I have
omitted fome tedious and minute difcuffions,
which appeared to me as barren of inftruction
as deftitute of amufement; and all thofc pri-
vate obfervations of my author (except that on
the Decameron) which feem to be fuggefted to
every thinking reader by the fadts themfelves.
And with ftill more reafon I have avoided
every refleétion that arofe in my own mind, on
the reading and tranflating thefe memoirs, cx-
cept a few remarks with refpect to the cha-.
racters of Petrarch and Laura, particularly at
the clofe of their lives, which I thought myfelf
pbliged to make.

And I have the rather guarded againt all
fuch prolix and mtrufive digreflions, that I
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:might have room to -dwell minutely upon
.every part of Petrarch’s private chara&er, and
-his admirable letters, thus to exhibit him en-
.circled with his friends, and in the familiar
circumftances of life. It is in thefe fituations
‘the heart difclofes itfelf without difguife or
referve; all its intricacies arc laid open, and
‘we are enabled to form a true judgment of its
‘charadter: an obje@ which, next to the great
‘Author of nature, 1s certainly the moft impor~
tant to contemplate, as a warning, or as a
pattern to the human mind.

And perhaps few characters have fet in a
{tronger light the advantage of well-regulated
difpofitions than that of Pctrarch’s, from the
contraft we behold in one particular of his life;
and the extreme mifery he fuffered from the
indulgence of an affe&ion, which, though no-
ble and dehghtful when juftly placed, becomes
a reproach and a torment to its pofleflor,
whenever direéted to an improper obje&t. For,
let us not deceive ourfclves or others; though
(from the chara®er of Laura) they are acquit-,
gd of all guilt in their perfonal intercourfe,
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yet, as the was a married woman, it is not pof+
fible, on the principles of religion and morality,
to clear them from that juft cenfure which is
due to every defection of the mind from thofe
laws which are the foundation of order and
peace in civil {ociety, and which are ftamped
with the facred mark of divine authority.-

In this particular of his charater, therefore,
it 1s fincerely hoped that Petrarch will ferve as
4 warning to thofe unhappy minds who, par-
taking of the fame feclings under the like cipv
cumftances, but not yet fuffering his mifery,
may be led, by the contemplation of it, by a
gencrous regard to the honour of human na-
ture, and by a view to ‘the approbation of that
all-feeing Judge who penetrates the moft
fecret recefles of the heart, to check every
unhappy inclination in its birth, and deftroy,
while yet in their power, the feeds of thofe
paffions which may otherwife deftroy them.

As to the cavils or cenfures of thofe who,
incapable of tendernefs themfclves, can neither
enjoy the view of it when prefented in -its

moit perfe& form, nor pity its fufferings when,
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as in this work, they appear unhappily in-
dulged beyond the bounds of judgment and
tranquillity ; to fuch minds I make no ad-
drefs ; well convinced, that as no callous heart
can enjoy, neither will it ever be in danger of
being mifled by the example of Petrarch, in this
tender hut unfortunate circumftance of his
charater.

To fufceptible and feeling minds alone Pe-
trarch will be ever dcar. Such, while they
regret his failings and confider them as warn-
ings to themfelves, will love his virtues; and,
touched by the glowing piety and heartfelt
contrition which often imprefled his foul, wiil
ardently defire to partake with him in thofe
pathetic and fublime refleétions which are
produced in grateful and affeionate hearts,
on reviewing their own lives, and contem-
plating the works of God.

It is too worthy of our notice here to be
omitted, that a man who was the firft genius of
the age in which he lived, and whofe fociety
was fought and delighted in by perfons of the

3



PREFACE. xv¥

higheft rank and learning, thought it no dero-
gation to his talents or politenefs to introduce
facred and moral obférvations both in his let-
ters and converfation. '

There 1s ftill another view in which thefe
memoirs will, I truft, be ufeful and interefting
to the world; I mean in the pi&ure they fo
affe@ingly exhibit to mortals of the variation of
the human mind, and the viciffitudes of health
and fortunc, to which, in the prefent ftate,
beings like ourfelves are liable in every rank
and profeffion of life; an obje® fo juftly
humbling to the pride, and touching to the
heart of man, when he beholds, not in tame
precept, but lively image, the nothingnefs of all
things here, and is led thereby not to reft his
view on this little point of time, but to ex-
tend it far beyond, and (if I may be allowed fo
to exprefs myfclf) to join the line of life to ihe
line of immortality.

As the memoirs from which I colle&ed this
work were voluminous and expenfive, and no
life of Petrarch, nor any tranflation from his
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writings, has ever appeared in Englifh, T was
indueed to venture this abridged tranflation. -
. It is taken from a French compilation of the
life and writings of Petrarch, colle@éd from
his Latin and Italian works, from thofe of con-
temporary writery, and fome privatc manu-
{cripts granted to the author by the Abbe Ban-
dini; from the regifters of the fovereign pon-
tiffs, who were feated at Avignon, communi-
cated to him by cardinal Torrigiani; and from
the archives of the houfe of Sade preferved
therc, in which 1s Laura’s contra& of her mar-
riage; and her will.

From thefe fources, fome of which were
not obtained by the former biographers of Pe-
trarch, who, many of them, were alfo too pe-
dantic and fond of allegory to write fimple
fa&s, the author of thefe memoirs was enabled
to give a more authentic lifc of Petrarch than
had ever appeared before. From Petrarch’s
letters alfo in manufcript,.a copy of which was
granted to the author from the royal Iibi'ary
at- Paris, he obtained many rich materials for
this work. ¢ To thefe,’ fays he, ¢ was ] chicﬂ&-
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attached. The friendthips of Petrarch were
tender as well as fociable ; he had a heart that
delighted to expand, and to thofe he loved he
opened its moft fecret folds with pleafure.
Thefe memoirs have been fpoken of with the
efteem they deferve, and only charged with
being rather tedious; but in truth this was
not fo eafy for a writer to avoid, who had
many falts to fettle, as for thofe who thould
undertake to colleét from thefe facts.

In my endcavour to be lefs minute, I with
1 may not have failed in the fpirit of the work,
which I undertook chiefly with a view to the
amufement of the Englifh reader; and, con-
fidered in this light, it will, I doubt not, meet
with all the candour it will require. I received
o much pleafure from the perufal of it, inde-
pendent of the beautiful fonnets, that I was de-
firous of communicating the fame fatisfaction
to thofe who might choofe to partake of it un-
der this difadvantage.

As I did not think myfelf by any means ca-
pable of transfufing the {pirit and elegance of
‘the fonnets into any Englith tranflation, I have
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only inferted a few lines from fome of them, as
they were neceffarily conneéted with the fab:
je&, fuch as appeared from their fentiments
beft able to bear a profe metamorphofis, might
ferve to caliven the circumftances to which
they refer, or illuftrate the charaéter of Petrarch,
where they particularly mark the delicacy and
Jjuftnefs ot his fentiments. If any readers of the
Latin and Italian works of Petrarch thould con-
defcend to look into this tranflation, they will
not, I hope, be difpleafed with this prefump-
tion, or with the great imperfetions they will
difcover through the whole of the work.
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"LIFE

PETRA RC H.

BOOK I

Tae family of Petrarch was originally of Flo-
rence, where his anceftors had diftinguithed
themfelves by their probity, and held employ-
ments of truft and honour. Garzo his grand-
father was a notary, a profeffion in higher re-
pute at that time than the prefent. He was a
man univerfally refpeted for his candour and
the integrity of his manners. He had an ex-
cellent natural underftanding, and was con-
fulted as an oracle not only on affairs that re-
lated to his bufinefs, but on the fublimeft
fubjeéts. Philofophers and learned men dif-
dained not to apply to him; and, though he

VOL. I, B -



2 THE LIFE OF BOOK

had never ftudied, they admired in his anfwers
the fagacity of his underftanding and thc rec-
titude of his heart. After having paficd one
hundred and four years in innocence and good
works, Garzo died, like Plato, on the day of
his birth, and in the fame bed in which hc was
born. He had long before predicted the time
of his death, which refembled a fweet and
peaceful fleep. Thus he went to reft in the
bofom of his family, without pain or in-
quictude, difcourfing of God and virtue.

1300. He left three fons, one of whom was
the father of our Petrarch, and engaged in the
fame employment with hisanceftors. He had
a fuperior genius and underftanding, which
would have carried him through every difficul-
ty to a much higher poft, had fortune feconded
his talents, and permitted him to give them
full fcope. As hc was ative and prudent, he
was intrufted by the republic with feveral im-
portant commiffions, and would have been ap-
pointed to higher offices, had he not been the
vi&im of a fa&ion which caufed him, together
with Dante (who bitterly refents this treat-
ment in his works) to be banifthed, and to pay
a confiderable fine.

Petrarco, thus expelled his native city,
went to Arezzo in Tufcany, where. he hired a
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houfe, and waited for fome favourable period
to return to Florence.

1304. At the time of Petrarch’s birth, his
father was expofing his life, without fuccefs,
to regain his patrimony; and his mother rifk-
ing hers to bring a fon into the world. The
phyficians and midwives thought her dead for
fome time; at laft, however, the child ap-
peared, and was baptifed by the name of Fran-
cis, and, according to the cuftom there, called
Francis Petrarco, or Petrarch. The pretext for
his father's exile being perfonal, the party
which governed Florence permitted the return
of his wife, and fhe chofe to retire to a little
cftate of her hufband’s, at Ancife, in the valley
of Arno, fourteen miles from Florence. She
took the child with her, who was then only
feven months old; and in paffing the river
Arno he was ncar lofing his life. His mother
had intrufted him to the care of a lufty man,
who fearing his little body might be injured,
held him lapped up ina cloth hung at the end
of a great ftick; as we fee Metabus in the
Aineid carry his daughter Camilla. In paffing
the river his horfe fell down, and the man’s
eagernefs to fave the child had like to have de-
ftroyed them both.

1315, Petrarch was brought uwp by hxs

B 2
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mother at Ancife till he was feven years old.
Petrarco, his father, went from place to place
to gain a maintenance, and when fortunc gave
him the opportunity came fecretly to vifit his
wife. . She had two fons befide Petrarch : the
one died young; the other, called Gerard, was
bred up with his brother.
- 1313. Petrarco after this, lofing all hopes of
being re-eftablifhed at Florence, refolved to
dbandon a country ruined by war, and governed
by his enemies. Hé went to Avignon, a city
of France between Lyons and Marfeilles, fitu-
ated on the banks of the Rhone, where aGafcon
pope had fixed the Roman fce. All thofe Ita-
lians who were difcontented with their prefent
fortunes, or defirous of gaining better, repaired
in crowds to this city. Petrarco embarked
with his wife and children at Leghorn, in the
rougheft feafon of the year : he arrived fafely at
Genoa, but in the paffage to Marfeilles fo fu-
rious a tempeft arofe, that they were fthip-
wrecked in fight of the port: however, by
fingular good fortune, not a foul perithed.
- The prince, who was lord of Avignon at this
time, was Charles II. king of Naples, whofc
fon Robert proved fo great a friend to learning
and to Petrarch. , ]

The tranflation of the holy fee from Rome
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to Avignon was a fource of infinite diftrefs to
the Italians. Italy was full of difcord: the
Romans difputed with the pope the fovereignty
of Rome: he proje&ted a new crufade; and
founded his refufal of returning to Rome on
this ground, that at Avignon he could more
effectually profecute this holy defign. The
French on their fide complained, that the court
of Rome had changed their manncrs, and, in
the room of fimplicity, had introduced luxury,
murder, and every vice. Avignon was no
doubt well fituated for the eftablithment of a
court; it was in the bofom of France, and,
with refpet to Europe, the centre of public
affairs, and has always been the afylum of
the fovereign pontiffs during their misfor-
tunes. Its vicinity to Marfeilles, a port of the
Mediterranean, afforded an eafy intercourfe
with Rome, which they might revifit at plea-
fure. The climate is fine, the air wholefome,
the country beautiful, and abounding with
every thing which can contribute to the plenty
and dclight of life. But the Italians, and par-
ticularly Petrarch, looked upon .t with dif-
fecrent eyes; and their prejudices in favour of
their native country, fo magnificently diftin-
guifthed both by nature and art, led them to
defpife every thing they faw beyond the Alps,
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Among others who came to fettle at Avignon,
was a Genoefe called Settimo, who brought
thither his wife, and a fon of the fame age with
Petrarch. The parents became acquainted, and
the children formed an union which was indif-
foluble. This friend of Petrarch was called Gui
Settimo. '

The amazing refort of ftrangers to this fmall
city, made accommodations very dear, and not
eafy to be obtained : this determined feveral
perfons to fix themfelves in the neighbouring
towns, among whom were Petrarco and Setti-
mo ; -and they gave the preference to Carpen-
tras, a pleafant town four leagues from Avig-
non. Petrarch fome time after, in a letter
written to a fricnd, thanks God for this tranquil
fituation, where he had time to fuck in that
nourifhment which prepares the mind for more
folid food. .

1314. At this time a Tufcan, whofe name
was Convenole, quitted Pifa, where he had kept
a grammar {chool, and came to fettle at Car-
pentras. Petrarch had been under his care
when he was eight years of age. He was now
very old; a fimple honeft man, who, though
he had taught rhetoric and grammar for fixty
years, pofleffed only the theory of his profeffion.
He fometimes however thought of compofing,

3
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but fcarcely had he conceived the plan and
written the preface, when he changed his de-
fign and beégan another work. Peétrarch com-
pares him to the ftone which fharpens knives,
but is dull itfelf. It was from this mafter
however he received the firft leffons in poetry.
Cardinal Colonna, afterwards the great patron
of Petrarch, loved to difcourfe with his fchool=
mafter, whofe fimplicity amufed him. He faid
to him one day, ¢ You have had docors, ab=
bes, bifhops, a cardinal, for your fcholars! You
loved them all! Among fo many great perfons,
was there any place in your heart for our
Petrarch ?’ The good old man could not refrain
from tears at this queftion; declaring always
in a moft folemn manner, that, of all the fcho-
lars he ever had, Petrarch was the youth he
moft tenderly loved.

A little time after Petrarch had refumed his
ftudies under this mafter, Clement V. came to
Carpentras with a great number of cardinels :
the air of Avignon did not agree with him; orx
the inquietude of his mind occafioned by ill
health would not fuffer him to reft in any
place. The change, however, was not fuc-
cefstul ; on which he refolved to go to Bour-
deaux, to try his native air; but was obliged to
ftop at a village near Avignon, where he died,
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Wihere was 2 great oppofition of interefts in the
eonclave, and difputes and quarrels arofe be-
tween the Italians and Gafcons about a new
pope. Thefe tumults, and the obfequies of
Cfcmént,l were amufing pbjc&s‘ to Petrarch,
now ten years old; at a riper age they would
have penetrated him with the moft lively grief.
Dante, whom we may confider as the forerun-
nier of Petrarch, wrote on this occafion a fine
letter to the difperfed cardinals; in which he
exhorts them to reunite immediately, to ftop
this anarchy fo fatal to the church, and to
bring back the holy fee to Rome.

“"1317. After the departure of the cardinals,
Carpentras enjoyed tranquillity : Petrarch pro-
fited by it, gave himfelf entirely to ftudy, and
made aftonithing progrefs. In the courfe of
five years he learned as much grammar, rheto-
ric, and logic, as can be taught in fchools to
thofe ‘of his age.

‘"l father of Petrarch and the uncle of Gui
Settimo, haVing engaged to go together to the
gélebréfcd fountain of Vauclufe, their children
Wwere defirous of accompanying them; a cu-
riofity very natural to perfons of their age.
i‘iie mother of Petrarch confented to it with
difficulty: the joined to the timidity of her fex
that anxicty which is producgd by extreme ten-
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dernefs; the leaft thing alarmed her, and ag.
that time the fhorteft journeys were not taken
without danger. But how could fhe refift
the requefts and carefles of a beloved child? At
laft fhe complied, and they fet out for this re-
treat. No fooner were they arrived at the
fountain, than Petrarch, enraptured with the
charms of this wonderful folitude, felt an emo-
tion which made him cry out, ¢ Here is a fitua-
tion which fuits me marvelloufly! Was I
mafter of this place, I thould prefer it to the
fineft cities!” Thefe lively impreffions were
afterwards transfufed through many of Pe-
trarch’s works; and have immortalifed the
beauties of Vauclufe.

A mind like Petrarch’s could not be con-
fined in the narrow path of ftudy which was
followed in that age; he foon lett his {chool-
fellows far behind in the carcer of lcarning.
Profper and the fables of Efop were the only
books the mafters gave their fcholars to teach
them the Latin : and while they were tortur-
ing £heir brains to underftand thefe, Petrarch,
to whom they were only a paftime, already
devoured the works of Cicero, which he had
found among his father’s books, who loved
and revcrenced that celebrated writer. And
though he could not penctratc his decp
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thoughts, he tafted the harmony of his lan-
guage, compared with which the ftyle of
every other author was to him difcordant. In
fhort, he conceived fuch a paffion for thefe
writings, that he would have firipped himfelf
of all he had to purchafe them.

1318. Thec time however came when his
father thought it neceflary to feck an eftablifh-
ment for his fon. Science and letters were
held in contempt even at Avignon, though the
refidence of the moft polite and witty court
in Europe. Law was the only ftudy which
led to fortune, and Petrarco, obferving the ta-
lents of his fon, hoped he would make a figure
in this profeffion, and fent him, not yet four-
tcen years of age, to ftudy at Montpellier; a
town finely fituated for health and pleafure,
with a univerfity famous for the fkill of its pro-
feflors, both in phyfic and law. Thc Roman
law had been taught there from the twelfth
century. Petrarch ftudied here four years;
but it was fo much loft time, for he could not
be brought to fix his attention on fuch dry fub-
je&s : “ I could not,’ fays he, “ deprave my mind
by fuch a fyftem of chicanery as the prefent
forms of law exhibit.’

Petrarco, perceiving his flow progrefs, fent
him to Bologna, a place of ftill bigher renown



1, ’ PETRARCH. 11

for perfons of this profeffion ; but he fucceeded
no better there than at Montpellier. 'What a
grief to Petrarco to find that, inftead of -ap-
plying to the law, his fon pafled whole days
in reading ancient authors, and above all
the poets, with whom he was infatuated ! He
took a journey to Bologna, to remedy if poffi-
ble this evil, which he apprehended would be
1o fatal to his fon. Petrarch, who did not ex-
pe& his father, ran to hide the manufcripts of
Cicero, Virgil, and fome other poets, of whofe
works he had formed a little library ; depriving
himfelf of every other enjoyment to become
mafter of thefe treafures. Petrarco, having dif-
covered the place in which they were con-
cealed, took them out before his face, and
caft them all into the fire. Petrarch in an
agony of defpair cried out, as if he himfelf
had been precipitated into the flames, which
he faw devouring what was moft dear to his
‘imagination. Petrarco, who was a good man,
moved by the lamentations of a beloved child,
fnatched Cicero and Virgil out of the fire half
burnt ; and holding the poet in onc hand, and
the orator in the other, he prefented them to
Petrarch, faymg, ¢ Take them, my fon! hcre
is Virgil, who fhall confole you for what
you have loft; here is Cicero, who fhall pre-
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pare you for the ftudy of the laws.” Pe-
trarch was touched with fo much goodnefs,
and would if poffible have gratified fo kind a
father; but nature was always ftronger than
his endeavours.

By accident he met with two of the beﬂ:
poets of that time among the profeflors at Bo-
logna; Cino de Piﬁoyc, who read the code,
and Cecco de Afoli, who taught philofophy and
aftrology. Cino had three difciples who have
done him honour, Petrarch, Boccace, and Bar-
tholi. Thefe poets foon difcovered the talents
and the tafte for poetry which Petrarch pof-
fefled; and, inftead of oppofing, they cultivated
the latter, and affifted their young difciple in
the purfuit of it. His defire of knowing every
thing was infatiable, the fureft mark of fuperior
‘genius in youth.

1324. At this time he received a letter from
Avignon, informing him of the death of his
mother. Petrarch fays, ¢ She was a woman of
rare merit; and- though very handfome, and
living where much corruption of manners took
place, not only her virtue had never fwerved,
but even calumny had never reached her. She
poflefled a folid and rational piety, which' fhe
fhewed in attending to the duties of her fta-
tion, and the carec of her houfe.” Petrarca,
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who had always lived with her in the motft
perfe& union, felt his lofs to be irreparable:
he was affeéted with it '1n fo lively a manner,
that hc languifhed from that time, and, not
being able to furvive fo dear a companion, died
the ycar after, 1325. As foon as Petrarch re-
ceived this melancholy news, he quitted Bo-
logna with his brother Gerard: and they went
to Avignon to ‘colle& what their parents had
left them, and to put their affairs in order.
Thefe two orphans, without protc&ion and
expericnce, were much embarrafled in a city
which they fcarccly knew, having only pafled
through it occafionally; and where now ncither
parents nor friends remained. Their domeftic
affairs were in the greateft diforder, arifing from
the villany of thofc to whom Petrarco had
given them in truft, and who had appropriated
moft of the cffc@s to themfelves. ¢ To their
ignorance, however,’” fays Petrarch, ‘1 owed
a manufcript of Cicero; it was the moft pre-
cious effe® my father had left me.” Their pro-
perty being thus alienated, they had recourfe
to the prieft’s habit, as the likelieft road to fuc-
cefs. . :
This indifferent fituation of affairs did not
prevent Petrarch from a good work. Conve-
nole, his old fchoolmafter, had given up his
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fchool, and dragged out a languifhing life at
Avignon, overwhelmed with age and poverty.
Petrarco had affifted him during his life, and
Petrarch was now the fole refource of this poor
old man. He never failed to fuccour him in
* his need; and when he had no money (which
was often the cafe) he carried his benevolence
fo far, as to lend him his books to pawn.
This exquifite charity proved an irreparable
lofs to the republic of letters; for among thefe
books were two rare manuferipts of Cicero, in
which was his treatifc upon glory. Petrarch
afked him fome time after where he had
placed them, defigning to redeem them him-
felf. The old man, athamed of what he had
done, anfwered only with tears. Petrarch of-
fered him money to recover them. ¢Ah ! re-
plied he, ¢ what amr affront are you putting upon
me !’ Petrarch, to humour his delicacy, went
no further. Some time after, Convenole went
from Avignon to Prato, his native village,
where he died: and the manufcripts could
never be recovered. Petrarch drew up his epi-
taph, at the requeft of his countrymen.

1326. The licentioufnefs of fuch a city as
Avignon was very dangerous for a youth of
Petrarch’s free difpofitions and lively paffions;
he was now twenty-two years of age: he lived
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however with his brother in the ftriGteft union;
their taftes, defires, and projeéts, were nearly
the fame. Inclination led them to frequent
public places, and the aflemblies of the ladies ;
and the ftate of their finances put them under
the difagreeable neceffity of making their court
to perfons in favour. A confiderable part of
thc day was often employed in dreffing, and
in all thofe minute particulars which are re-
quifite to a polithed exterior. In a letter,
which Pctrarch wrote to his brother, he fays,
< Recolle& the time when we wore white ha-
bits, on which the leaft fpot or a plait ill placed
would have been a fubjed of grief; when our
thoes were fo tight we fuffered martyrdom in
them: when we walked in the ftrects, what
care to avoid the puffs of wind that would
have difordered our hair, and the fplathes of
water that would have tarnifhed the glofs of
our clothes.” A young man fo employed could
have but httle leifure: that little however was
devoted to ftudy, and counterbalanced his de-
votion to the gaieties of the world.

The fcarcenefs of books rendered it dif-
ficult for Pctrarch to fatisfy his defire of know-
ledge ; the manufcripts of Latin authors of the
Auguftan age were fcarce, and of the Greck
authors there were only bad tranflations, which
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were exceedingly dear ; for thofe who poflefled
them kept them fhut up as a trcafure. By
courage, patience, and addrefs, he often fur-
mounted thefe obftacles: and it is to him we
are indebted for many ancient authors which
bad been loft, had he not colleéted them with
infinite labour. Capies were taken in his pre-
fencc, and fometimes he tranfcribed them
himfelf, being out of patience with the tedi-
oufnefs and blunders of the writers he em-
ployed.

Nothing was more cafy than to ctr in this
road of genius into which Petrarch was en-
tered. He ftood in need of an enlightened
guide; and he had the happinefs to find fuch
a dire&or in John of Florence, canon of Pifa,
a man refpected for his age and the gravity of
his manners. Hs had been fifty years in the
office of apoftolic writer, which, though a la-
borious employment, did not hinder him from
improving his underftanding, by the ftudy of
the ancient authors. He had behaved, in a
ftormy and corrupt court, with fuch fteady
virtue as to acquire great reputation. His
converfation was agreeable, and he was fought
by all for his eloquence and wit. Petrarch felt
of what confequence it-was to pleafc a man of
fuch merit. Their country was the bond that
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united them, if we believe Petrarch, whofe
modefty gave this reafon for the affetion he
was received with by this holy father. ¢ I have
fclt,” fays he, ¢ in the courfe of my life, that the
{trongeft of all bonds with good men is the love
of their country, and hatred of it with the
wicked.” It was no wonder John of Florence
took a delight in fuch a young man as Petrarch.
He looked upon him as his own fon. Not
content with dirc&irig him in his ftudies, he
entered into all the particulars of his life, af-
fifted him with his advice, and confoled him in
his troubles. He exhorted him to virtue and
the love of God; and praifed him in all places
with that warmth which friendfhip alone can
infpire.

Petrarch, in rcturn for all this goodnefs,
placed an entire and unreferved confidence in
his guide. He dclighted to unbofom himfelf
to his father ; to confefs to him his chagrins;
and to acknowledge his faults.  After quitting
him, he looked into his own heart; he felt it
more tranquil, more infpired with the love of
ftudy, more difpofed to virtue. ¢ One day,’
fays he, ‘I went to my father, in one of thofe
defponding moods which fometimes take hold
of me. He received me with his ufual kindnefs.

VOL. I. c |
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“ What is the matter with you?” faid he.
* You feem thoughtful, and I am deceived if
fomething has not befallen you.” ¢ You arc not
miftaken, my father,” replied I; * but it is no-
thing new ; my old cares opprefs me ; you know
them ; my heart has never been hid from you. 1
hoped to have rifen above the crowd, and, ani-
mated by your love, to have arrived at fome-
thing great. You have often told me I thould
be obliged to anfwer before God for the talents
which I negle@ed to cultivate. With fuch in-
citements, I applied myfelf with ardour to
ftudy, and fuffered not a moment to be loft.
Yet, after all I have done to know fomething,
I find I know nothing. Shall I quit ftudy?
Shall I enter into another courfe ?  Have pity
on me, my fathcr. Dtaw me out of the dread-
ful ftate I am fallen into.” In faying this, I
burft inte tears. “ Ceafc to affié yourfelf, my
child,” faid he ; “your condition is not fo bad as
it appears to you. You knew nothing at the
time you thought yourfelf wife : and you have
made a great ftep towards knowledge in dif-
covering your ignorance. The veil is removed;
and you now fee thofe errors of the foul, which
an excefs of prefumption had formerly hid from
your eyes. In proportion as we afcend an ele-
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wvated place, we difcover many things we did not
fufpect before.  Launch out into the fea, and
the further you advance, the more will you be
convinced of its immenfity, and of the necef-
fity of a veflel to preferve you on that clement.
Follow the road you have entered by my ad-
vice, and be perfuaded that God will never
abandon you. Thofc diforders are the moft
fatal, where the evil is not perceived : to know
the difeafe, is the firft ftep towards a cure.”
Thefc words, like an oracle, re-eftablithed my
peace,’

Pctrarch tells us that his mind, like his
body, excelled in ativity rather than ftrength,
and in uprightnefs rather than folidity. Moral
philofophy and poetry were his chief delight ;
he loved alfo the ftudy of antiquity, to which
he was the more inclined from an averfion to
the age in which he lived. He loved hiftory,
but he could not bear the difcord which reign-
ed among hiftorians. In doubtful parts, he
determined by the probalility of the fadts, and
the rcputation of the authors. He applied him-
felf to philofophy, without efpoufing any fe&;
becaufe he found no fyftem which was fatisfac-
tory. ¢Ilove truth,’ fays he, ¢ and not fe&s. I
am fometimes a pcripatctic,' a ftoic, or an aca-
demician, and often nonc of them; but—

Cc 2
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ALWAYS 4 cHRisTIAN. To philofophize is
to love wifdom ; and the true wifdom is Jefus
Chrift. Let us read the hiftorians, the poets,
and the philofophers; but let us have in our
hearts the gofpcl of Jefus Chrift, in which
alone is perfe¢t wifdom and perfe@ happi-
nefs.” It were to be wifhed that thofe who
have devoted themfelves to letters had always
followed this rule.

The time that Petrarch gave up to ftudy re-
tarded the progrefs of his fortune; he had as
yet no patrons who could make him indepen-
dent. It was ncceflary therefore to feek fome
more profitable fituation; and one prefented
itfelf beyond his utmoft hopes. He had feen
at Bologna James Colonna; but, though they
purfued the fame ftudics, and were often to-
gether 1n the fame {chools, they formed at that
time no union. It is wonderful that two
young men of fuch fimilar difpofitions, and
whom nature feemed to have united, fhould at
that time fhew fo little affe@ion for each
other. James Colonna, who remained at Bo-
logna to finifh the ftudy of thc law after Pe-
trarch quitted that place, returned to Avignon
foon after. He difcovered Petrarch in the con-
fufion of that tunrultuous court; and, having
informed himnfelf more particularly about him,
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he confefled, that his countenance had always
pleafed him, and he foon admitted him into
his familiar friendthip. To judge of Petrarch’s
happinefs, we muft give the pi&ure he has
himfelf drawn of James Colonna.

¢ He was,’ fays he, ¢ of all men one of the- moft
amiable; he had a noble and agreeable coun-
tenance ; and a majeftic air, which announced
a perfon of dignity. He was eafy in fociety ;
gay in converfation ; and grave, when fuch a
deportment was proper. He was tender and
dutiful to his parents, generous and faithful to
his friends, and affable and liberal to all the
world. Notwithftanding his great name, and
greater talents, he appeared always humble
and modeft, and, with a very diftinguithed
figure, his manners were irreproachable. No
onc could refift his cloquence. It might be
faid, he hecld the hearts of men in his hand.
Full of candour and franknefs, his letters, his
converfation, difcovered to his friends all the
movements of his foul. Hc was born in France,
during the refidence of his father in that coun-
try. Nature gave him a tafte for the fciences,
which he had highly cultivated ; but princi-
pally thofe relative to the eccclefiaftical ftate.
Hec had read the fathers, as far as they could
be read in an age when manufcripts were rare ;
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and ‘he gave the preference to St. Jerome.'
This often engaged him in difputes with Pe-
trarch, who was partial to St. Augufﬁn. A
man who had fo much underftanding and dif-
cernment, foon difcovered the ments of Pe-
trarch; who on his part confidered it as a fin-
gular happinefs to have acquired the prote@ion
and favour of fuch a Mecanas.

James Colonna was dcfirous of prefenting
to his parents fo amiable a friend. Onc branch
of his family was eftablifhed at Avignon, and
were the greateft ornaments of the court of
Rome.

In the quarrels of Italy they had been great
fufferers; and there is a fine paflage related of
Stephen, an anceftor of this Colonna. When
in the heat of battle, and opprefled with num-
bers, one of his friends, terrificd with the peril
in which he faw him, ran to his aid, crying
out, * Stephen ! where is your fortrefs ' < Here
it 1s,” he replied with a fmile, laying his hand
upon his heart. And in fa&, he had not at
that time a fingle houfe left: Boniface had
taken all. '

Petrarch fpcaks with the greateft freedom
of this pope. ¢ We ought not,’ fays he, “ to of-
fend the vicar of God, but Boniface had too
frec a tongue, and too bitter a fpirit, for a fuc-
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ceflor of Chrift.” This, among other free things,
he wrote in a letter addrefled to one of the
fubfequent popes. Benedit XI. revoked the
fentence againft the Colonnas ; and Celment V.
reftored the hat to the two cardinals, James
and Peter Colonna, at the folicitation of the
kings of England and France. From the line
of Stephen Colonna arofe the illuftrious fa-
mily, which will fo often appear in a very in-
terefting light in the courfe of thefe memoirs,
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1327. WE are now to enter upon a very
interefting part of the lifc of Petrarch.  About
this time he felt the firft emotions of that ar-
dent, tender, and conftant paffion, which was
ever after engraved upon his heart.  The names
of Petrarch and Laura can #never be feparated.

Petrarch had received from nature a very
dangerous prefent; his figure was fo diftin-
guithed, as to attra&t univerfal admiration.
Hec appears in his portraits with large and
manly features, eyes full of fire, a blooming
complexion, and a countenance that befpoke
all the genius and fancy which fhone forth in
his works. In the flower of his youth the
beautics of his perfon were fo very ftriking,
that whercver he appeared he was the object of
attention. ‘He poflefled an underftanding ac-
tive and penctrating, a brilliant wit, and a fine
imagination. His heart was candid and be-
nevolent, fufceptible of the moft lively affec-
tions, and infpired w1th the nobleft fentiments
of liberality.
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But his failings muft not be concealed. His
témper was on fome occafions violent, and his
paflions headftrong and unruly. A warmth of
conﬁitution hurricd him into irregularities,
which were followed with repentance and re-
morfe. I can aver,’ fays he, ‘that from the
bottom of my foul I deteft fuch fcenes.” And
in another place, ¢ I fometimes a&ed with free-
dom, becaufe love had not yct become an in-~
habitant of my breaft.” No effential reproach
however could be caft on his manners till after
the -twenty-third year of his age. The fear
of God, the thoughts of death, the love of
virtue, and thofe principles of religion which
were inculcated by his mother, preferved him
from the furrounding temptations of his earlicr
life.

After his return from Bologna, he paffed a
whole ycar among the numecrous beauties of
Avignon, in a ftatc of calm indifference. Some
of thefe beauties were ambitious to make a
conqueft of fo accomplithed a youth. Their
sttentions however were only matter of amufc-
ment ; they never reached his heart: and he
was at this time, to ufe his own words, ¢ as
free and wild as an untamed ftag.’” But alas!
the moment was faft approaching, when this
boafted liberty was to be at an cnd. ¢ Love,"
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fays he, ¢ obferving that his former arrows had
glanced over my heart, called to his aid a lady
againit whofe power ncither wit, ftrength, nor
beauty, were of the leaft avail,'. . |

On Sunday in the holy weel gt fix in the
mornirig, the time of matins, Petidrch gaing
ta the church of the monaftety of St. Claire,
faw a young lady, whofe charms iniftantly fixed
his attention. She was dreffed in green, and
her gown was embroidered with violets. Her
face, her air, her gait, were fomething more
than mortal. Her perfon was delicate, her
eyes tender and fparkling, and her eyebrow
black as ebony. Golden locks waved over her
fhoulders whiter than fnow; and the ringlets
were interwoven by the fingers of love. Her
neck was well formed, and her complexian -
animated by the tints of nature, which art:
wainly attempts to imitate. When fhe opened
her mouth, you perceived the beauty of pearls
and thc fwectnefs of rofes. She was full of
graces. Nothing was fo foft as her ]ooks,#b
‘modeft as her carriage, fo touching as the
found of her voice. An air of gaicty and ten~
geynefs breathed around her, but fo pmye and
happily tempered, as to infpire every Behokier
with the fentiments of virtue: for fhe was
chafte as the fpangled dew-drop of the morn,









1. - PETRARCH. 27

¢ Such,’ fays Petrarch, ¢ was the amiable Laura;’
and he adds:

¢ Till this moment I was a ftranger to love;
but its brighteft flame was now lighted up in
my foul. Honour, virtue, and the graces; a
thoufand attraétions, a thoufand amiable con-
verfations—thef€, O love! are thy tender ties!
Thefe are the nets in which thou haft caught
me. How was it pofliblc for me to avoid this
labyrinth ? a labyrinth from which I thall never
cfcape.’

In another fonnet; ¢ Hitherto I feared not
love. My affections, cold as ice, formed around
my heart a cryftal rampart. Tears were ftran-
gers to my cycs; my f{leep was undifturbed ;
and I faw with aftonifhment in others, what [
had never expericnced in myfelf.  Such have
Ibeen! Alas! what am I now ¥’

¢ Nature formed you,'fays Petrarch,‘ the moft
ftriking modcl of her own power. WhenI
firft beheld you, what emotions ! Nothing can
cfface the impreffion vou then made. When
I begin to fing of Laura, my {pirits are chilled :
when I open my lips, my voice falters and
ftops. What powers of harmony can equal
fuch a fubje&t?’

Various have been the opinions concerning
Laura. From a comparative view of them
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with the few particulars to be found of her
private life, collected from the archives of the
houfe of Sade, and from the writings of Pe-
trarch, it appears the was the daughter of Andi-
bert dc Noves, a chevalicr, and that her mo-
ther’s name was Ermeflecnda. The houfe of
Noves held the firft rank at Noves, a town of
Provence, two leagues from Avignon, and
Laura had a houfe in that city, where the pafled
a part of the year. Her father left her a hand-
fome dowry on her marriage, which was made
by her mother when fhe was very young with
Hugues de Sade, whofe family was originally
of Avignon, and who held the firft offices
there.

From the whole behaviour of Laura, joined
to thefe and other fa&s on record, as we fhall
hereafter fee, concerning her family, it is clear-
ly proved the was a marricd woman when Pe-
trarch firft mct with her at the church of the
monaftery of St. Clairc. Had it not been fo,
there fcems little reafon for her aufterity or his
remorfe, which arofe from the indulgence of a

affion too violent (as he owns in his dialogue

with St. Auguftin) to be caufed by a pure

affe€tion of mind; as fome authors have re-

préfcntcd it: one in particular, who fays that

the pope, from his high efteem and love of Pe~
3
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trarch, offered his holding certain offices in the
church, in conjunétion with his marriage with
Laura; which Petrarch refufed, faying that his
affection would be fullied by the conjugal tie.
Onec remark alone is fufficient to invalidate
this author’s authority. He fays, that it was
Urban V. who would have granted this licenfe
to Petrarch, and Urban was not clected pope
till after the death of Laura.

An old pi¢ture of I,aura was brought in 16432
to cardinal Barberini, which had a long time
been preferved in the houfe of Sade at Avig-
non; and Richard de Sade, then bithop of
Cavaillon, whofc authority in this matter was
undeniable, proved that this Laura of the houfe
of Sade was the Laura of Petrarch: and that
all the accounts of her as an allegorieal perfon,
or of her being at Vauclufe as the miitrefs of
Petrarch, were the invention of romancers,
who drew from nothing lefs than facts, and
mixed allegory with every thing; and who
upon examination are found to be as il in-
formed in many other material circumftances
concerning Petrarch as in this refpecting
Laura. '

As {fo much has been faid on this fubje& by
different authors of the life of Petrarch, it
feemed neceflary to notice it, and mention the
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authority on which the fa&s reft relative to the
marriage and family of Laura. And this has
.caufed us to digrefs too long from our hiftory,
to which we will now return.

James Colonna, the friend of Petrarch, had
nobly diftinguithed himfelf in a difpute be-
tween the emperor and the pope, and had even
cxpofed his life to the fury of thc cmperor’s
troops which furrounded him, while he was
the only man who ventured to read the pope’s
bull to a thoufand perfons aflembled; and
after this he boldly faid, ¢ I oppofe Lewis of
Bavaria; and maintain that pope John XXII.
is the catholic and legitimate popc; and that
he who calls himfelf emperor, 1s not fo.” No
one replicd ; and this adventurous ftep proved
fuccefsful.

1330. The bithopric of Lombes becoming
vacant, John XXII. gave it, with a difpen-
fation on account of age, to James Colonna :
a fmall recompenfe for fo great a fervice. If
the dignity was above his years, its fituation in
a rude village was little fuitable to his rank ;
however, he dctermined to go and take pof-
feflion. This prelate was extremcly fond of
Petrarch’s fociety, and afked him to accompany
him. ¢ He defired me to do that as a favour,’
fays Petrarch, ¢ which he might have command-
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ed from his fuperiority and 'the afcendency he
had over me.’” Influenced by the ftrongeft at-
tachment to this friend, Petrarch could notrefufe
him anything: befides, he had a curiofity which
made travelling very agreeable, efpecially in
fuch fociety, and he accepted with joy the pro-
pofal of the bifhop of Lombes.

They fet out in 1330, to go from Avignon
to Lombes. They traverfed Languedoc; pafled
Montpellier, where Petrarch had ftudied ; Nar-
bonne, which Cicero called the bulwark of
the Roman empire, and the model of Rome
itfelf, to Thouloufe, where they fpent fome
days; for the love of fcience and letters ren-
dered it worthy the curiofity of the bifhop and
of Petrarch. Martial calls it the Roman Palla-
dium from its tafte for the polite arts; Aufo-
nius, the famous poct of the forth century,
was brought up there.  Provincial poetry was
more cultivated in Languedoc than i the
other provinces ; and Thouloufe was confider-
ed as the principal feat of the Mufes. It was
in this refidence at Thouloufe, and in Gafcony,
that Petrarch became acquainted with the
works of fome of their famous pocts, from
whom he is thought to have gathered many

beauties,
In their rout from Thouloufe to Lombcs,



32 THE LIFE OF BOOK.

our travellers fuffered much from bad wcather
and dreadful roads. The fituation of the town,
and the pleafures it afforded, did not recom-
penfe the fatigue of their journcy. Lontbes is
at the foot of the Pyrenean mountains, ncar
the fource of the Garonne; the town is fmall,
dirty, and very ill built; the country about
dry, unfruitful, and void of all profpe&. The
charadters, cuftoms, and converfation of the
inhabitants, like their climate, uncouth, rough;
and hardened : nothing could be fo oppofite to
the Italian manners. Petrarch could not re-
concile himfelf to them; and, befides this, he
drcaded the continual thunders this country 1s
fubject to, and which are occafioned by the
neighbouring mountains, colle&ing almoft un-
intcrrupted ftorms. A fine ficld of pleafantry
this for the bithop, who loved raillery, and who
often bantered Petrarch for his delicacy;
though in fat he was aftonithed to find fo
much courage, ftrength, and paticnce, in a
young man foftened by the polite arts. He was
pleafant alfo upon fome grey hairs which ap-
peared already, though he was fcarce twenty-
five years old. To this raillery Petrarch an-
fwered, ¢ It confoles me that I have this in
common with the greateft men of antiquity,
Cafar, Virgil, Domitian, &c.” Petfarch found
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however in the manfion of the bithop of Lom-
bes, a fufficient recompenfe for what the rude-
nefs of the climate and the inhabitants caufed
him to -fuffer. Among the perfons whom his
name, his rank, and above all, the chara&er of
James Colonna, attached to him, there were
two whom our young poet diftinguithed from
the reft, and with whom he formed a tender
friendfhip.

The firft was Lello, the fon of Peter Stepha-
ni, a Roman gentleman, whofe family had been
always attached to that of Colonna. Petrarch
fays of him, ¢ His family is Roman and noble,
but of modern origin ; his charaéter, however,
and manner of thinking, is that of ancient
Rome. He is more ennobled by his virtues
than his birth; nature has endued hin¢ with
many talents which he has cultivated and per-
fected by ftudy: he is prudent, induftrious,
difcreet, and faithful.” So many good qua-
lities rendered him extremely dear to all the
Colonnas. Old Stephen Colonna looked upon
him as his fon; his children, as their brother:
and he was attached in a particular manner to
the bithop of Loombes. He was much given to
ftudy from his youth ; but, afterwards, the un-
fettled ftate of his country inclined him ‘to take

VaL. I, D
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up arms; which bhe quitted again in peace,. to
refume his books and pen. His wifdom and
his fidelity determined Petrarch to give him
the name of Lelius, the friend of Scipio.

" The fecond was called Lewis; he was born
wear Bar le Duc, in a little country fituated on
the hanks of the Rhine, between Brabant and a
part of Holland called Compigne: Petrarch, in
refpec to the place of his birth, calls him the
Barbarian. ¢ I was aftonifhed,” fays he, ¢ to. find
m this Barbarian, a cultivated mind, politeness,
fweetnefs, and the moft agreeable talents. He
makes good verics, and is perfed in mufic; his
imagination is hvely, his converfation cheerful
and ealy. To this he joins a reétitude and
frength of foul, which renders him capable of
beflowing the beft advice.’” The ferenity of
bis manners, his modefty, and an equality of
temper which nothing could difturb, deter-
mined; Petrarch to give ham the name of So-
crates.

With thefe three friends, Lelius, Socrates,
and the bifthop, Petrarch pafled a “delicious
fummer; ‘almoft,” fayshe, ‘a cclefial one. 1
cannot, he continues afterwards, ¢ recall a feafon
pafled fo agrecably, without rcgretting it:
thofe weze. the moft delightful days of my bie :
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fuch a chofen fociety was a full compehfation
fot refiding in this Gafcon village, ahd could
alone confole me for the ablence of Laura.’

One of his great pléafurcs wds to feé the
young prelate in his epifcopal office. In the
flower of his age, and with an air of youth
which promifed nothing ferious, he acqintted
himfelf with 4 gravity and exactnefs that
would have been admired in ah old pontiff.
When he fpoke to his people, or to his clergy,
he infpired and imprefled their fouls; from
the delicacies of a Roman court, he had pailed
into the Pyrencan deferts, without fhewing
by Lis air and manner that hé had changed
his climate. His eountenance was always gay
and fercne, his humour always eéqual; and il
a little timé he fo entirely chahged the face of
the ¢ountry, that this part of Gafcony appéared
a hittle Italy.

A correfpondence alfo between thé bifhop
and John Andre, thc famous profeflor of the
canon law at Bologna, contributcd very miuck
to the amufemeént of Petrarch, during his re-
fidence at Lombés. This man, fo c¢lebrated iy
his own age, and fo little known at prefent,
was deeply verfed in the civil law, but very
fuperficial in all othet knowlédge; nevertheléfs;
by a perverfenefs of nature not uncotnmos, hé

D 2
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wifthed to appear perfet in all the 'fcien'céé.
In his fchool, inftead of keeping within his
fubje®, he affe@ted to dazzle his fcholars with
a vain parade of crudition, and quoted with
emphafis. books whofe titles alone he was ac-
quainted with. His fcholars, who knew ftill
lefs than he did, admired his memory, and
confidered him as a prodigy of learning. The
letters which Andre wrote to the bithop of
Lombes, the moft loved of his difciples, were
in the tafte of pedantry and falfe erudition.
In them he places Plato and Cicero in the rank
of poets, and makes Ennius and Statius cotem-
porarics. The bithop amufed himfelf with
them, and decfired Petrarch to write the an-
fwers. The reputation of John Andre did not
impofe upon Petrarch; the judgment with
which he had frudicd enabled him to height-
en and fet off the crrors and anachronifms
with which the profcflor’s letters were filled,
and he acquitted himfelf in a very artful and
ingenious manner.

After having paflcd all the fumimer and a
part of the autumn at Lombes, the bifhop
came back to Avignon to fec his father, who
was foon expeéted there from I'taly. He
brought Petrarch with him, and prefented him
on his arrival to the cardinal his brother, a
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man whom ke-loved and eftecmed, and with-
out whom he could not live. Cardinal Co-
lonna had neither the air nor the manners of
his brethren ; he was the moft gentle, unartful,
and amiable of men; the moft cafy to live
with ; to look at hlm, you would fuppofe him
ignorant of his birth and rank : his life was in-
nocent and pure, and he was indulgent to
thofc errors in others, from which the fupe-
riority of his own mind had kept him free.
He fpokc to princes, and even to the pope
himfelf, with a liberty and franknefs which
gave him during his whole life the grcateﬂ:
credit and authority. A friend of letters and
of the fciences, it was his plcafure to bnng
together men of all countries, who had wit
and knowledge; and their converfation was
his greateft delight. He knew little of Pe-
trarch ; but, from the advantageous things the
bithop of Lombes faid of him, he gave him a
very kind reception, and infifted on h‘is coming
to refide at his houfe.

The city of Avignon had given to the car-
dinal, for his ufe and that of his houfehold, a
large feat, where the city hotel and a part of
the monaftery of St. Laurence now ftands.
< What a happinefs for me,’ fays Petrarch,
‘ that a man fo fuperior in.every refped, never
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fuffered me to feel that fuperjosity! He be-
haved to me like a father; a father did | fay,
like a tender and indulgent brother: gnd I
hvcd in his houfe with the fame eafe as I could
have done in my own.” Undoubtedly this was
the very fiuation for Petrarch: none could
fo perfedtly fuit a muan of his tafte. It was
the rendezvous of all thefe firangers diftin-
ggi‘ﬂgcdv for their talents and learning, whom
the court of Rome drew to Avignon. There
was much improvement in thefe focieties,
where they reafoned on alt fubje@s with an
;grceable and becoming frcedom. This was
one of th¢ fources frqm whence Petrarch
drew: that prodigious variety of knowlcdge, fo
g{togi(ﬂlip_g in the age he hved ip, and fo very
difficult to acquire. I thefc afflemblics he be-
came acquainted with the men of learning of
all countries, and, corr¢fponded with many of
them ever after.

1331. One of thefo was Richard of B‘ury oF
Aue;ervﬂc, the wifeft man at, this time in Eng-
land, who came te. Avignon, in this year. ‘He
was, fent thithey by Edward IH. his pupil and
his king. . Edward waote a letser to the: pope,
recommending, te.him. iny pasticular Richard of
Bury, and Apthony of Befagnes, whom he had
fent with an embafly to, his court,  The pope,
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not knowing where he fhould find room to
lodge thefe ambafladors as became their dig-
nity, dcfired the grand mafter of the knights
of St. John to lend him fome houfes depend-
eat on their commandery. It is probable the
motive of this embaily was to juftify this prince
with thé pope for the violent part he had
taken in thutting up in a caftle his mother Ifa-
bella of France, and imprifoning Mortimer,
the favourite of that queen. Richard of Bury
had a picrcing wit, a cultivated underftanding,
and an cager defirc after cvery kind of know-
ledge ; nothing could fatisfy this ardour, no
obftacle could ftop its progrefs. He had given
himfelf up to ftudy from his youth. His ge-
nius threw light on the darkeft, and s pene-
tration fathomed the decpeft fubjects. He
was paflionately fond of books; and laboured
all his life to collect the largeft library at
that time in Europe. A man of fuch merit,
and the minifter and favourite of the king of
England, was received with every mark of
diftinction in the fociety of cardinal Colonna.
Petrarch: was happy to umte himfelf to fo
great a fcholar; from whom he might receive
much uiformation, efpecialiy on the fubjeéts of
ancient hiftory and geography, which he was
then pasticlarly fludying. Thefe two men,
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equally eager to make new difcoveries in fci-
ence, had feveral conferences. Petrarch men-
tions one of them, which relates to the ifland
of Thule: he wifhed to be informed concern-
ing its real fituation, fo doubtfully fpoken of
by the ancients; and which the beft geogra-
phers placed feveral days voyage to the north
of England.

Richard either could not, or did not choofe
to communicate any material difcovery; but
told Petrarch he muft recur to his books when
he returned home for an eclairciffement on
this fubjeét. His ftay at Avignon was fhort:
Edward, who could not do without him, re-
called him to England foon after. On his re-
‘turn, he poflefled all the confidence and favour
of his mafter, who firft made him bifhop of
Durham, chancellor the year following, then
high treafurer, and plenipotentiary for a treaty
of peace with France.

Richard of Bury did in England what Pe-
trarch did all his life in France, Italy, and Ger-
many. He gave much of his attention, and
{pent a great part of his fortune, to difcover
the manufcripts of ancient authors, and have
‘them copicd under his immediate infpeétion.
Richard, in a treatife he wrote on the love
and choice of books, relates the incredible ex«
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pence he was at to form his famous library,
notwithftanding he made ufe of the authority
which his dignity and favour with the king
procured him. He mentions the arts he was
obliged to ufe to compafs his defign, and in-
forms us, that the firft Greek and Hebrew
grammars that ever appeared were derived
from his labours: he had them compofed for
the Englifh ftudents, perfuaded that, without
the knowledge of thcfe two languages, and
efpecially the Greek, it was impofiible to under-
ftand the principles of cither the ancient hea-
then or chnftian writers. And, fpeaking of
France in this book, he fays, ¢ The fuperior
{ciences are neglected in France, and its mi-
litia is in a languithing ftate.” Petrarch had
not the happinefs of fecing this grcat man
again, being abfent when he was fent on a fe-
cond embafly to the court of Avignon, at the
time the war between France and England
began to break out; and Richard’s numerous
affairs prevented his anfwering the letters of
‘Petrarch. He died in 1345; and his charadter
has been enlarged upon from the great import-
ance it bore in the political, and the great ufe
it was of to the lcarned, world.

- Cardinal Colonna had not only a tafte for
Petrarch’s converfation, but foon became fen-
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fible of the truth and candour of his foul ; and:
fhewed him a confidence and diftin&ion ex-
tremely flattering to the felf-love of our young
poet. There was a great quarrel in the car-
dinal’s houfehold, which was carried fo far that
thcy came to arms. The cardinal withed to
know the bottom of this affair; and, that he
might be able to a& with juftice, he affembled
all his people, and obliged them to take cath on
the gofpels that they would declare the whole
truth, Every ene without exception was
cbliged to fubmit to this determination ; even
Agopit, bithop of Luna, the brother of the
cardinal, was not excufed. Petrarch prefent-
ing himfelf, in his turn, to take the oath, the
cardinal fthut the beok, and faid, ‘Oh! as to
you, Petrarch, your word is fufficient.” The
Athenians behavad in the fame manner to Xe-~
mocrates the philofopher.

These lived with. the cardinal feveral of his
brathers, who had devoted themfelves to the
church; and they all {cemed to difpute with
each other who fhould thew the tendereft af-
fe&ion to Petrarch. An uncle alo of the cas-
dimal delighted infinitely in that love of knowe-
ledge and tafte for converfation he perceived in
Kim. He was called Jean de St. Vit; he was
lord of Genfano, and maintained the fiege of

3
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Nepi againft the army of crufaders fent there
by Boniface VIII; and being conftrained to
furrender the place, he rambled up and down
the world to avoid the fury of Boniface, the
moft revengeful of men. He travelled into
Perfia, Arabia, and Egypt; at laft, tired of
living this wandering kife, he came back to en-
joy the {fweets of repofc in the houfe of the
two cardinals, James and Peter Colonna, one
of whom was his uncle, the other his brother.
To a mind lively and judicious, Jean de St.
Vit joined a great varicty of knowledge, ac-
quired in his travels, which rendered his con-
verfation as-ufeful as it was agrecable.

To diffipate tho chagrins of this good old
man, Petrarch wrote a comedy in Latin verfe,
called Philologia, which fome years after he
fupprefled, probably with fome reafon, as the
fubject of univerfal learning feems an improper
one for the nature of comedy: but the motive
for his writing it ought not to undergo the
{ame fate. Petrarch did not long enjoy the fo-
ciety of Jean de St. Vit: this old man, almoft
bhind, and haraffed with the gout, had a reft-
leflncfs of mind which did not permit him to
romaim in the fame place; and a keennefs of
temper which- drew upon him very powerful
enemjes in the courtof Rome. They inveighed
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againft him with fury; and, notwithftanding
his name, and the great credit of his family,
they got him exiled to Italy, his native country.
Though he might probably wifh to revifit Italy
and Rome, he was chagrined to do it in this
manner, and fubmit to the triumph of his ene-
mies. It was with fincere regret he quitted
his friends at Avignon, and above all his dear
Petrarch. He wrote frequently to him to ex-
prefs his concern for the feparation, and thewed
great impatience for having been detained .by
unfavourable winds from his place of deftina-
tion. Petrarch anfwered thefe letters, full of
fpleen and weaknefs, in the tone of a philofo-
pher and mafter who reproves his difciple. We
are aftonifhed that a young man of a free and
gallant difpofition fhould addrefs an old lord
of the houfe of Colonna in fuch terms. Pe-
trarch felt the impropriety, and therefore adds:
¢ Be not offended at the contraft of my life
and my leflons: forget who 1t is that advifes
you. Have not you fometimes feen a phyfician,
pale and wafted by a difeafe which had refifted
all his art, curc anather, though he could not
heal himfelf ¥ :

The concern of the Colonnas for the lofs of
this friend was fuccceded by the greateft joy
on the arrival of Stephen Colonna at Avignon,



1. PETRARC'L. 43

ﬁxaf. great man, fo famous for his courage and
refources in the cruel extremities to which the
fage of Boniface had reduced him. The trou-
bles of Rome, which ftill continued, drew him
this year to the court of the pope, with whom
he came to concert the means of re-eftablith-
ing peace in his country; and with joy feized
this occafion of again feeing a part of his fa-
mily. Petrarch longed impatiently to know a
hero of whom he had conceived the higheft
idea from the voice of fame. It has been faid,
that heroes lofe their confequence when view-
ed in a familiar light: but the prefence of
Stephen Colonna only ferved to increafe the
admiration and refpect of Petrarch, who foon
infinuated himfelf into his heart. This gay
and affable old man enjoyed the fire of Pe-
trarch’s imagination, and was much amufed
with his curiofity and inquiries. But the
violent love Petrarch had for Rome, which the
reading of Livy had confirmed into a fort of
idolatry, contributed moft of all to faften the
bonds that united him with Stephen Colonna.
He dclighted to converfe with Petrarch on this
fubje, to fpeak of the grandeur of ancient
Rome, where he held the firft rank, and to ex-
plain to him the auguft and precious monu-

ments which ftill fubfifted. -
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Stephen Colonna did not make a long ftay
in this court; his love of his country, and his
affairs, recalled him foon aftcr to Rome. He
had brought with him to Avignon Agapit his
grandfon, defigned for the ccclefiaftical ftate,
to havé bim brought up under the infpectiont
of the cardinal and bifhop his uncle. Thefg
prelates joined with the father in intreating
Petrarch to undertakc his cducation. As he
was fond of liberty above all things, he was
much difinclined to this office; but his obliga«
tion to friends, who had overwheclmed ' hint
with favours, left him not the liberty of a res
fufal. This young man did not fccond his eni=
deavours, or anfwer his great name. It muft
be allowed, that Petrarch’s violent attachment
to Laura, which was now extremely increafed,
rendcred him not very equal to fuch a charge.
To this interefting part of his life it is now
high time to return.

He fays, ¢ I run every where after Laura,
but fhe flics from me as Daphne fled from
Apollo.” In the fonnets of Pctrarch concerning
Laura there is a perptual allufion to the laurel
and Daphne. She was the daughter of the
river Pencus; the gods changed her into a
laurel, to fhelter her from the purfuit of Apol-
lo, who ran after her along the banks of this
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river. ¢ Since you cannot be my wife then,’
faid he, ¢you fhall at leaft be my laurel  and
from that time the laurel-tree was confccrated
to that god.

From the laurel being confecrated to Apollo,
who was the god of poctry, they afterwards
crowned the poets with it. Love had fo
ftrangely united in the foul of Petrarch the idea
of Laura and the laurel, {from a romantic im-
preflion allowable to the poets, that, on the
{yftem of Pythagoras, he fuppofed the foul of
Daphne, who was changed into the laurel, had
pailed into the body of Laura after a long fuc-
ceflion of tranfmigrations. Indeed love affo-
ciated the idea of Laura with every thing he
faw: he could not behold the laurel without
tranfports, and hc planted it in cvery place.
Petrarch went often and feated himfelf at the
foot of one of thofc trces on the fide of a
river, a place where Laura frequently paffed.
The fituation was delighttul; it was her fa-
vourite walk. When the was not there her-
{elf, every thing around prefented her image
to Petrarch, and his poctical raptures re-
kindled.

« On this bank, and under the thelter of this
charming tree, I fing with tranfports the praifes
of Laura. The gentle murmurs of the ftream



48 THE LIFE OF BOOK

accompany my tender fighs; the refrething
fhade tempers the ardour of my paffion: thefe
alone are the objeéts which have power to re«
heve my foul.

Petrarch, notwitftanding the fuffetings he
underwent from the natural agitations of a ten-
der love when the object is rarely prefent, yet
owns that Laura behaved to him with kind-
nefs fo long as he concealed the paffion that
was labouring in his bofom; but when fthe
difcovered it, and that he was captivated with
her charms, fhe treated him with more fe-
verity. Not that he had dared as yet to con-
fefs his paffion ; love like his is not capable of
declaration, but it is as impoffible to hide its
power as to exprefs its forcc. Laura, per-
ceiving that Petrarch followed her every where,
folicitoufly avoided him; and when by acci-
dent they mect in public, if he came up to
her, fhe left the place immediatcly. The
tender looks he caft upon her determined her
never to appear in his prefence without a veil ;
and if by rare accident it was not over her
face, as foon as fthe faw Petrarch the made
hafte and covered herfelf. Many and lament-
able were his complaints againft this cruel veil,
which hid from his view fuch admirable beau-
ties. Thefe rigours in the condu&t of Laura



) § LA PETRARCH. - ~ 49
rendered Petrarch ftill more timid than before;
though he was always extremely fo—a ftrong
charadter of true love. Dazzled by the luftre
of her beauty, and the magnificence of her
drefs, for fhe wore on her head a filver coronet,
and tied up her hair with knots of jewels (a
prodigious magnificence for that time); terrified
alfo with the feverity of her looks, he had not
courage to {peak to her. ¢ Ah!' faid he to
himfclf one day, < was T to fee the luftre of
thofe bright eyes extinguifthed by age; thofe
golden locks changed to filver; the flowers
painted on that complexion faded away; was
I to fee Laura without her garland, without her
ornamented robe, I feel I thould be more cou-
rageous. I fhould fpcak of my fufferings with
confidence, and perhaps I fhould not then be
refufed her fighs.’

Petrarch, though trecated with fo much fe-
verity, was not dithcartened. Occupied con-
ftantly with the pleafing hope of feeing his be-
loved object, to whofe houfc it does not appear
he was at this time admitted, he went to all the
feftivals ; and was in every place where ladies
affembled. IL.aura appearcd among thofe beau-
tics who ornamented the city of Avignon, like
a fine flower in the middle of a parterre, eclipf-
ing all the reft with its luftre and the bright-
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nefs of its colours. What a delight to Pe-
trarch to enjoy fo lovely a fight! His affection
increafed ; he applauded himfelf for fo excel- -
lent a choice ; nothing appeared to him fo ho-
nourable as his attachment to Laura. The
refpe he had for her, the admiration that her
virtue infpired, led him to felf-reflection, and
to difengage himfelf from fome connexions
little to his honour or advantage.

¢ I blefs the happy moment,” fays Petrarch,
¢ that dire¢ted my heart to Laura. She led
me to fee the path of virtue, to detach my
heart from bafc and groveling objects: from
her I am infpired with that ccleftial flame
which raifes my foul to heaven, and dires it
to the Supreme Caufe, as the only fource of
happinefs.’

At this time, a lady who had heard of Pe-
trarch’s reputation, confulted him on a fubje&
in which he was much interefted. She was
an Italian; her father was a man of wit and
_merit, and had given his daughter an edu-

“cation fuperior to what was ufually beftowed
on young women at that time. From her
‘earlicft years fhe was infpired by the Mufes.
‘The people of the world made a joke of her,
and faid, ¢ The bufinefs of a woman is to few
-and fpin; ccafe to afpire after the poetic
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Yaurel; lay down your pen, and take up the
needle and diftaff.” Thefe words difcouraged
her; fhe was tempted to renounce poetry, yet
could not determine without reluétance. In this
fituation, the addrefled herfelf to Petrarch in a
poem, the fenfe of which is as follows:

¢ O thou! who by a noble flight haft arrived
{o carly at the fummit of Parnaflus, tell me
what part ought I to act? I would fain live
after I am dead: and the Mufes can alone give
me the life I defire. Do you advife me to de-
vote myfelf to them, or to refume my domeftic
employments, and fhield myfelf from the cen-
fure of vulgar minds, who permit not our fex
to afpire after the crowns of laurel or of
myrtle ¥’

Petrarch replied thus:

¢ Idlenefs and the pleafures of the table have
banifthed all the virtues; the whole world is
changed ; we have now no light to direét our
way ; the man infpired by the Mufes is pointed
at; the vile populace, who think of nothing
but advancing their intereft, fay, *“ Of what ufe
are crowns of laurel or myrtle ?”” Philofophy
is abandoned, and goes quite naked. O thou!
whom Heaven has endued with an amiable
foul, be not difheartened by fuch advice! Fol-

E 2
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low the path you have enteted, though it is but
little frequented.’

1332. In this year John of Luxembourg,
king of Bohemia, came to Avignon to unite
with the pope in fubjeéting all Italy, of which
in part he had already made himfelf mafter.
The fear of thefc powers in union, did what
the popes had for two centuries vainly at-
tempted ; it united the Guelphs and the Gi-
belines to defend their country. Robert, king
of Naples, of whom we fhall have much to
fay hereafter, was the chicf of the Guclph
party, and joined with many other Italian
princes againft the king of Bohemia; and the
emperor of Germany alfo raifed up cnemies
who difconcerted this prince’s projedts, and
obliged him to return and defend his own king-
dom. He left the command of his army to
his fon Charles, a prince fixteen years old, who
had been brought up at Paris, and promifed
the greateft things: we fhall find him, when
emperor, honouring Petrarch with fingular
marks of favour. After the king of Bohemia
had eftablifhed peace in his kingdom, he came
to Avignon, where he pafled fiftcen days in fe-
cret conferences with the pope, from whence
he went to Paris to afk affiftance of Philip de
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Valois, with whom he contra&ted a new al-
liance by the marriage of his daughter with
Philip’s cldeft fon. Soon after which he re-
entered Italy with the conftable of France and
the flower of the French nobility. This re-
doubled the alarm of the Italians, and the grief
of Petrarch, who idolized his native country,
and trembled left it thould come under the
dominion of {laves, for thus he called the French
and thc Germans. Things turned out however
very differently from what was expeéted, and
the Italians gained a complete victory, not-
withftanding the great valour of the French no-
bility.

Petrarch at this time formed a defign of
travelling ; he withed to follow the example of
Ulyfles, Lycurgus, Solon, Plato, and Pythago-
ras. He thought with Homer, that it was the
beft plan for forming youth; and, to ufe his
own words, that ¢ we muft expel ignorance by
the exercife of the mind and of the body.” It
was not eafy for him to obtain the permiffion
of his patrons. The bithop of Loombes pro-
pofed alfo to go to Rome: fome family affairs
required his prefence, and Petrarch was to fol-
low him. This jdurney was the obje&t of his
moft ardent wifth, but he was defirous firft to
{urvey France and Germany, where he flattered
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himfelf with finding many good manufcripts of
ancient authors. The prelate, who would not
go to Rome without him, had the kindnefs to
afflure him he would wait for his return, and
they thed many tears on this feparation.

Petrarch could never have refolved to lcave
Avignon, had he experienced kinder treatment
from Laura: but the had forbade him ever to
fee or to fpeak to her. Scarcely however was
he got out of the city, when he repented the
ftep he had taken: for he felt he could not live
without Laura, and he was almoft determined
to return immediately ; at laft he took courage,
and continued his route.

Cardinal Colonna defired Petrarch to fend
him a very exa& account of all he faw and
heard, and to give him without ornament or
care all that came into his mind. = Only two of
thefe letters remain: Pctrarch confefles that,
puthed on by the ardour of youth, he made
this journey with too much precipitation, and
therefore faw few things in the manner he
ought. They thew, however, the pen of a
mafter, compared with the writings of this pe-
riod ; and are as follows :

‘I ran over France, without any bufinefs
there, from the mere impulfe of curiofity. I
have feen the famous capital of the Gauls,

3
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which boafts it had Julius Cafar for its founder.
When 1 firft entered this city, my feelings
were very like thofe of Apuleius, when he en-
tered for the firft time into Hypate, a city of
Theflaly full of magicians, of whom he had
heard many wonders. I pafled fome time
there, eager to fee and know every thing; oc-
cupied in diftinguithing right and wrong, and
often ftruck with aftonifhment and admiration.
When the days were not long enough, I em-
ployed a part of the night in refearches con-
cerning the fabulous or true origin of this much
famed place. DParis 1s without doubt a great
city, but much bclow the reputation the
French have given it: for my own part, I
have not any where met with fo nafty a place,
except Avignon. When I left Paris, I took
the route of Flanders and Brabant, where the
people are employed in tapeftry and woollen
works. I fhall only fpeak of the principal
towns, and thofc in which I have obferved any
thing remarkable. Ghent is one of the largeft
cities in Flanders; it boafts alfo of having Ju-
lius Cafar for its founder, ]

¢ Liege is confiderable from its wealth and
the number of its clergy: as I had heard there
were fome good manufcripts to be met with, I
ftopped there. Is it not fingular that in fo
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celebrated a city I could hardly find ink
enough to copy two orations of Cicero? and
what I did mect with was yellow as faffron.

¢ Aix la Chapelle is a famous city; it
was here Charlemagne eftablithed the feat of
his empire: he caufed a temple to be built,
wherein is his maufoleum, which thefe barba-
rous people revere. Near this city was a
marfh, which he delighted in, where he built,
on piles of wood, a palace and a church which
coft immenfe fums. Here he ended his life,
and in this place 1s the temple where he was
buried. He ordered that his fucceflors thould
be crownced here, a practice ttill obferved. I
have profited from - this fituation by ufing the
bath: the waters have the fame degree of heat
as thofe at Bois, and have very nearly the fame
effedts.

¢ From Aix la Chapelle T went to Cologne,
a city celcbrated for the beauty of its fituation
on the banks of the Rhine, and for the number
of its inhabitants; I was furprifed to find fo
much urbanity in a city of barbarians, fuch ho-
neft countenances in the men, and 1o exaét a
neatnefs in the women. I got there in the
evening. How aftonithed was I to find friends
I had never feen; and whom I owed to a falfe
reputation, rather than real merit. You will
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be furprifed that under this part of heaven one
thould find fouls infpired by the Mufes; I do
not fay that there are Virgils, but I have met
with feveral Ovids. This poct was right when
he faid, at the end of his Metamorphofes, that
he fhould be rcad with pleafurec wherever the
Roman name was known.

¢ The fun was declining : and fcarcely was 1
alighted, when thefe unknown friends brought
me to the banks of the Rhine, to amufe me
with a fpectacle which is exhibited every year
on the fame day, and on the fame place. They
conduéted me to a little hill, from whence I
could difcover all that pafled along the river.
An innumerable company of women covered its
banks: their air, their faces, their drefs, {ftruck
me. No one who had a heart at liberty could
have defended himfelf from the impreflion of
love: alas! minc was far from a ftate of frce-
dom. In the midit of the vaft crowd this fight
had drawn together, 1 was furprifed to find
neither tumult nor confufion; a great joy ap-
peared without licentioufnefs. How pleafant
was it to bchold theic women; their heads
crowned with flowers, their flecves tucked up
above their elbows, with a {fprightly air advanc-
ing to wafth their hands and arms in the river.
They pronounced fomething in their language
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which appeared pleafing, but I did not under-
ftand it. Happily I found an interpreter at
hand : I defired one who came with me to ex-
plain to me this ceremony.  He told me it was
an ancient opimon fpread among the people,
and particularly thc women, that this luftration
was ncceflary to remove all the calamities with
which human bcings are threatened in the
courfe of the year; and when this was done,
they had nothing to fear till the following year,
at which time the ceremony muft be renewed.
«Happy,” replied I, ““the people who inhabit the
borders of the Rhine, fince this river runs away
with all their miferics. How happy fhould we
be in Italy, 1t the Tiber and the Po poflefled
the fame virtue! You embark your misfortunes
on the Rhine, which carries them to the Eng-
lith; we fhould willingly make the fame pre-
fent to the Africans and to flaves, if our rivers
would be burdened with the load.” After a
great deal of laughing, the ceremony concluded,
and we retired.

¢ I was five or fix days in this city, remarking
jits antiquities and wonders. I came next to
Liyons, which is a Roman colony more ancient
than Cologne ; there we faw two noted rivers,
the Rhone and the Saone, unite their wategs ta
carry them with the greater expedition into our
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feca. They run together to wafh the banks of
that city, where the Roman pontiff' holds in
his hand the whole human race.

¢ When I arrived here this morning, I found
a man of your retinuc who informed me of
your brother’s departure for Rome. This news,
which I did not expe¢t, has made me feel for
the firft timc the fatiguc of my journey. I
thall reft here fome timec, and wait till the
great heats are a little abated. I write to you
in a hurry, becaufe I with to take the oppor-
tunity of a courier who is going from hence to
inform you where I am. I write to your bro-
ther, to complain of his having left me in the
lurch. He was formerly my guide; I would
now call him, if I dared, my deferter. Have
the goodnefs to forward this lctter to him as
foon as poffible.’

In this relation of Petrarch’s journey we fee
that the inhabitants of modern as well as of
ancient Rome confidered all the people beyond
the Alps as barbarians. And he adds in a poft-
fcript to the cardinal :

¢ I have feen fine things, it muft be allowed,
in the courfe of my journey; I have examined
the manners and the cuftoms of the countries
through which I have pafled; I have com-
pared them with ours, and found nothing
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which gave me caufe to repent that I was born
in Italy: on the contrary, the more I travd,
the more I love and admire my own country.’
Petrarch departed from Cologne the laft day
of June; he went to Liyons, where he defigned
to embark on the Rhone to return to Avignon.
In this route he was fo incommoded with heat
and duft, that he feveral times withed for the
fnows of the Alps, and the ice of the Rhine, of
which Virgil fpeaks in his tenth Eclogue.
Neverthelefs he pafled through a great part of
the foreft of Ardennc, which contained at that
time the greateft part of Flanders. No one
dared to pafs this foreft without a guard; it
was full of thieves and banditti, who fet them-
felves in ambufcade behind the trces, from
whence they fhot their arrows at paflengers
without being perceived.  And the war be-
tween the duke cf Brabant and the count of
Flanders, who difputed with one another the
fovercignty of Malines, rendered the paflage of
the Ardenne {till morc perilous, by the inroads
of foldiers from both their armies. Petrarch
however took no guard. Alone and without
arms he dared to traverfe thefe gloomy forefts,
which no one, as he himfelf fays, could enter
without a fecret horror.  As he could not fee
a knot of trees without a poctic infpiration, it
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is not to be wondered at that he thould be
infpired in the ‘midft of the greateft foreft in
Europe; and, as he himfelf fays, ¢ that love
fhould cnlighten the thades of Ardenne, where
Laura appeared in cvery objeét, and was heard
in every breeze.” What was his delight when,
approaching Lyons, he difcovered the Rhone,
which, in carrying its tribute to the fea, wathes
the walls of that city which was ornamented
by the objeét of his love !

Cardinal Colonna was charmed to fec Pe-
trarch again, and informed him of the rcafon
of the bithop’s uncxpedted departure for Rome;
which was occafioned by a quarrel m Italy, in
which the family of the Colonnas had great
concern.  This relieved the anxiety of Pe-
trarch, whofe tender love for the bifthop' of
Lombes could not cafily brook the difappoint-
ment of this feparation.

1334. Petrarch, who, during the whole
courfe of his journey, was conftantly pofleficd
with the image of Laura, was no fooner re-
turned to Avignon than he watched an oppor-
tunity of feeing her, flattering himf{clf the would
be more fenfible of his attention. But fhe
was ftill the fame, and continued to treat him
with that rigour of which he before fo bitterly
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complained. He compares Laura to thc fnow
which has never feen the fun for years.

“IfI am not deceived in my calculation,
adds he, ¢ it is nowfeven yearsthat I have fighed
night and day for Laura, and have no hope of
being cver able to touch her heart.” The cool-
nefs of the fountain of Vauclufe, the fhade of
the wood which furrounded the little valley
that leads to it, appeared to him the moft pro-
per fituation to moderate the ardour of his
mind : he went there fometimes. The moft
frightful deferts, the blackeft forcfts, the moft
inacceflible mountains, were to him delightful
abodes; but they could not fhelter him from
love, which followed him every where, and
penetrated through the hardeft rocks.

¢ The more defert and favage the fcene
around me, the more lively is the form in
which Laura prefents herfclf to my view.
The mountains, the woods, and the ftreams, all
fee and witnefs my anguifh : no place is fo wild
or favage, where I am not purfued by love.’

Sometimes he called death to his fuccour;
his health altered vifibly; the idea of death,
and the uncertainty of what might be his ftate
hereafter, fiiled his foul with trouble; he faw
all the mifery of his condition ; he made ftrong
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refolutions to overcome his paffion; but love
was always victorious. In vain he reprefented
to himfelf, that time flew fwiftly over his
hcad, that his hopes were vain and frail, and his
body decaying apacc; that the fource of his
joy and of his grief, of his difguft and of his
fcars, would with that be foon deftroyed; and
that the eye of truth would then clearly difcern
how little fuch foolith purfuits and fuch frivo-
lous plcafures merited the attention and anxiety
of human beings. .
In a fituation fo mournful and critical, Pc-
trarch had recourfc to an Auguftine monk called
Dennis de Robertis, born in the village of St.
Sepulchre near Florence. This monk entered
carly into that order, in which he diftinguithed
_himfelf by his underftanding and his talents;
he made a voyage to Avignon, where he at-
tached himfelf to cardinal Colonna, to whom
he dedicated one of his works, entitled Coin-
mentaries on Valerius Maximus. His reputa-
tion gained him an invitation to Paris, where
he read le@ures on philofophy and theology
with great fuccefs, and fhonc in the principal
pulpits there. He pafled for an univerfal
genius; in reality he was an orator, a poct, a
philofopher, a theologift, and a teacher. It
was at Paris that Petrarch became acquainted
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with "this monk, and difcourfed with him on
the ftate of hisfoul. Father Dennis faid every
thing that an able advifcr could fay to a young
man to cure him of a paflion which fo cruclly
opprefled him.  Petrarch had conceived the
greateft veneration for this father; he con-
tinued to write to him to implorc his advice,
and to folicit remedies for thc cure of his
paffion: moft of thefe letters are loft, which
are greatly to be lamented; there arc only a
few of Petrarch’s remaining, which will be
difperfed through thefe memoirs.  We thall
foon {fce the little fuccefs of father Dennis’s
advice, notwithftanding his fkill and his exten-
five knowledge ; but who does not know, that
one look from a beloved miftrefs is fufficient to
deftroy whole years of counfel from a ghoftly
father ? .

The city of A\wnon underwent this year a
very fingular kind of plaguc. The heat and
drought were f{o violent, that perfons of every
age and fex changed their fkins like ferpents ; it
icll in {cales from the face, the neck, and the
hands. The populace, feized as with madnefs,
ran half naked about the ftreets, with whips in
their hands, fcourging their fleth, fupplicating
with the moft dreadful outcries for rain, and
that a ftop might be put to this terrible ca-
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lamity. Thofe who efcaped this diforder, which
were very few, were thought to have bodies
of iron. Nothing like it had ever been re-
membered. The conftitution of Laura was
too delicate to fuftain fo great an intemperature
m the air; the was attacked with a violent dif-
order, which alarmed Petrarch in a moit lively
manner : he afked the phyfician who attended
her, how the was; he replied, Extremely ill;
and there was cvery thing to fear for her.
Laura recovered however, and Petrarch was re-
licved from his diftrefs.

On his return from Germany, Petrarch found
the pope ferioufly employed, at the age of four-
fcore and ten years, on two great projects which
required all the vigour of youth. The one was
the crufade, the other was the re-eftablifhment
of the holy fee at Rome. The unhappy con-
fequences of former wars undertaken againit
the infidels, to difpoflefs them of the holy
places they were mafters of, had cooled the
pious fury which had depopulated Europe to
ravage Afia. It is difficult to comprehend how
a pontiff fo enlightencd and experienced could
ferioufly enter on a project which, in the pre-
fent fituation of Europe, was fo chimerical.
Petrarch himfelf, though full of outrageous

VOL. I. ¥
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zeal for thefe holy enterprifes, knew all the
difficulties that attended them.

~ Philip of Valois, king of France, fent am-
baffadors to the pope, to concert proper mea-
fures for this great undertaking ; and they pro-
mifed on oath, in the name of this prince, that
he thould embark in threc years for the Levant,
at the head of an army. The pope declared
Philip the chief of this cnterprife, and granted
him for fix years the tenths of his clergy; and
after the return of thc ambafladors Philip took
the crofs with the greateft demonftrations of
piety. This example, which was followed by
almoft all the princes and barons of the king-
dom, and a great number of prelates, fet all
Europe in motion. The kings of Bohemia,
Arragon, and Navarre, likewife took the crofs,
and the king of Francc promifed that twenty
thoufand horfe and thirty thoufand foot thould
pafs into the eaft, on board Venetian, Genocfc,
and Pifan, veflels.

The family of thc Colonnas were more
zealous than any other for the fuccefs of the
holy war. In 1218 cardinal John Colonna
headed the crufade, diftinguifhed himfelf by his
great valour, and contributed to the taking of
Damietta, though he was made prifoner. by the



i PETRARCH. 67
Saracens, who condemned him to be fawed
afunder, but at the moment of execution, fur=
prifed with the fortitude he difcoveted, thcy
gave him his life and liberty.

The fecond proje@ of tranflating the holy
fee to Rome, was as important as the former,
and more eafy to be executed; but the death
of the pope, which happened in 1334, put an
end to this defign ; and the troubles that agi-
tated Europe put an end likewife to thc
other.

John XXII. had governed the church eigh-
tecn ycars: he was a man of underftanding
and knowledge; had prodigious activity, and
great conftancy in purfuing what he once un-
dertook ; and was poflefled of an immenfe
treafure. But, notwithftanding all thefe re-
fources, he could not bring to perfection any
onc of the projeéts he aimed at in the courte
of his long pontificate.

The firft was the crufade ; the fecond the
depofition of the emperor Lewis of Bavaria;
the third the deftruétion of the Gibbelins in
Italy, and of the imperial authority, on the
ruins of which he meant to eftablifh his own;
and the fourth, though of a very different na-
ture, was as vigoroufly purfucd by him as the

reft.
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John believed that the fouls of the juft
would not enjoy the vifion of God till after
tbc univerfal judgment, and the refurreion of
their bodies. ¢ They are,’ faid he, ¢ while
waiting for this judgment, under the altar and
proteion of the humanity of Jefus Chrift.
Aftonifhed at the oppofition made to this doc-
trine, he employed his authority to prove the
truth of it, punithing with feverity thofe who
openly contradi¢ted it. He put a Dominican
into prifon on this account, and cited Durain
de St. Pourcoin, bifhop of Micux, one of the
greateft theologifts of his time, to appear and
anfwer for his faith. Thefe a&@s of violence in-
cenfed all the world againft him. The infur-
rection of the cardinals, and a great part of the
court of Rome ; the decifion of the doéors in
theology at Paris; and the exhortation of the
kings of France and Naples, obliged the pope
to make a folemn retra&ion of this do&rine be-
fore his death.

Petrarch, fpeaking on this fubjet, fays :

¢ Beatitude is a ftate to which nothing cag
be added ; it is conformable to nature, that the
1pirit thould be always in motion till there re-
mains nothing for it to defire. How then can
the dead enjoy the vifion of God, in which
confifts the bleflednefs of man, while they
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are defiring with ardour the reunion of their
bodies ¥’

In a letter to cardinal Colonna, fome years
after: ' .

¢« Permit me,” fays he, ¢ to fpeak freely of a
pope of whom you were fond, though not of
his errors. His doétrine concerning the vifion
of God, however probable at the bottom, was
condemned by the greateft number, and thofe
of the beft judgment, and lies buricd with its
author,’

After the death of John, James Fournier was
elected pope, to the aftonithment of all the
world ; and this cardinal himfelf, when they
came to adore him, faid to thofe around him,
‘Your choice is fallen upon an afs.’ If we
may believe Petrarch, he did himfelf juftice,
and the acknowledgment of his incapacity
was the greateft proof he ever gave of his judg-
ment.

He was a baker's fon, and took the name
of Bennet XII. His figure, his fhape, his
voice, his manners, were entircly oppofite to
thofe of his predeceflor, whofe do&rine con-
cerning the vifion of God he publicly con-
demned. They looked upon him at the court
of Avignon as a man of no confequence, and
incapablc of governing the church.
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1335. Petrarch was. at this time chaplain
and official to cardinal Colonna, but he had
no living ; the pope gave him the canonry of
Lombes, with the promife of the firft vacant
prebend ; and in his letter fpeaks highly of the
knowledge of Petrarch, and of the goodnefs of
his life. It muft be remarked here that this
pope left a great number of benefices unfup-
plied ; not finding, he faid, any perfon capable
of filling them.

The troubles of Italy drew this year to Avig-
non Azon de Corege, a chara&er that foon
engaged the attention and friendfhip of Pe-
trarch : at fiftecen years of age he had entered
into holy orders, but took up arms afterwards
in defence of his country, and came to Avig-
non on a public negociation; he had the beft
conftitution in the world, his ftrength was afto-
nifhing, and hisbody hard as iron. He was
called iron-foot, becaufe he was indcfatigable.
His mind was full of ardour, and eager after
all kinds of knowledge; hc rcad a great dcal;
and forgot nothing; he fought carnciily the
focicty of thofe who could give him any in-
ftruction, and in the hurry of the greateft af-
fairs he always referved fome hours to enrich
his mind with ftudy. It is cafy to imagine
that a man of this charalter would be defirous
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of being admitted into the aflembly of cardinal.
Colonna, and would be well received there.

Azon de Corege had heard of Petrarch’s re-~
putation, and earneftly defired his acquaint-
ance. As they were of the fame age, and the
fame turn of mind, they foon entered into a
very intimate friendfhip ; and Petrarch was fo
happy as to have an opportunity of giving Azon
a fingular proof of his affcion foon after his
arrival at Avignon. The Coreges were deeply
engaged in the public quarrels of Italy. Azon
at this time had it upon his hands to defend
the caufe of the nobles of Verona, by whom he
was fent to Avignon; to aflert the rights of his
family, which had been invaded ; and to guard
the fafety of his own perfon, which had been
affaulted. Enchanted with the genius of Pe-
trarch, and his irrcfiftible eloquence, he thought
he could not confide his caufe to an orator
more able to defend it ; and befought Petrarch
to be his advocate. Petrarch had never taken
upon him the profeffion of the law:

¢ My reputation,’ faid he, ¢ has never been fo
blemifhed as to conftrain me to defend it. My
profeffion does not oblige me to take up the
vindication of others. I love folitude ; I deteft
the bar; I dcfpifc money ; and I could never
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be prevailed upon to let out my tongue for hire.
It is repugnant to my nature.’

What Petrarch could not do from inclina-
tion, or for intereft, he did from friendfhip.
He charged himfelf with the caufe of Azon,
and of the houfe of Corege. It was a very
interefting one, and opencd a vaft ficld for elo-
quence.

Pctrarch, infpired by friendfhip, difplayed
his oratery with fuccefs, and, which was ftill
more furprifing, with a temper fiery and paf-
fionate like his, he avoided with care thofe di-
greflions againit the adverfe party, thofe cutting
fallies of wit, which lawyers are fo apt to run
into, in order to fhine themfelves, rather than
to ftrengthen their caufe. Azon gained his
fuit. The lords of Verona were confirmed in
the fovercignty of Parma, and Petrarch con-
vinced the pope.and the cardinals who affifted
in this affembly, that he would have been the
greateft orator of his age, if he had not rather
chofe to be the greateft poet.

Petrarch on this occafion gained alfo ano-
ther diftinguifhed friend, who was colleague
with Azon in this affair; his name was Wil-
liam de Paftrengo, born at Paftrengo, a town a
few leagues diftant from Verona. He had
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ftudied the law at Padua, under the cclebrated
profeflor Oldradi. Having found out the fe-
cret of reconciling this ftudy with that of the
belles lettres, he was an orator, a poet, and a
civilian.

The nobles of Verona had great confidence
in Paftrengo, and committed to him the moft
important negociations. We have at this day a
book written by him, rare and little known,
full of mattcr on all fubjedts, and which thews
‘a great fund of erudition. It was printed at
Venice: the firft part is on facred and pro-
fane hiftory ; the fecond, an hiftorical and geo-
graphical diGtionary, which treats of the origin
of things. Hec was, with all this learning, a
man of gallantry, and well verfcd in the me-
thods of making himfelf agrecable in converfa-
tion. His love of the belles lettres united
him with Petrarch in a very fincere friend.
thip.

The bithop of Lombes, whom family affairs
rctaincd at Rome, defired extremely to fee his
dear Petrarch in that great city, and never
cecafed prefling him in his lctters to undertake
the journcy. It cannot be doubted that Pe-
trarch withed much to go; many objects at-
tra&ed him ; but he was prevented by his paf-
fiom for Laura on onc hand, and his attach-
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ment to the cardinal on the other, who would
not fuffer him to leave Avignon. He excufed
himf{clf on thefe accounts to the bithop of
Lombes, afluring him thefe were the only rea-
fons he did not comply with his tender and
prefling invitations. Hec adds in his letter to
the bithop, who had wrote with pleafantry on
Laura: '

¢ Would to God that my Laura was an ima-
ginary perfon! and that my paffion for her
was only a jeft ! Alas! itisa frenzy ! We may
counterfeit ficknefs by voice and gefture, but
we cannot give ourfclves the air and colour of a
fick perfon. How many times have you wit-
nefled the palenefs of my countenance, and the
agonics of my heart? I feel you fpeak iro-
nically ; irony is your favourite figure; but
I hope I fhall be cured of my diforder, and that
time will clofe up-my wound.’

He adds:

* Your kind attentions flatter my felf-love
¥ do not know from whence the high ideas have
been taken which certain perfons have con-
eeived of me. But this favourable prejudice
has been my happy dcftiﬁy from my cradle. 1
have been always more known than I defired ;
many things bad and good have been faid of
me; I was not clated by the one, or depréfied
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by the other ; ‘for I have been long convinced,
that the world is falfe and deceitful, and that
my life is but a dream. I have been torn to
pieces by the pleafantrics of my friends on my
paflion for Laura ; to put balm into the-wound,
you exhort me to love you. Alas! you well
know that in love I rcquire a rein rather than a
fpur. I fhould be more tranquil had I lefs fen-
fibility.’

1336. This year, at the end of April, Pe-
trarch, always curious and cager to fee new
objects, took a journcy to Mount Ventoux.
This is one of the higheft mountains in Eu-
rope, and having few hills near it {o lofty as to
intercept the profpe&, it prefents from its fum-
mit a more extenfive view than can be feen
from the Alps or the Pyrennees. Petrarch gives
this account of his journey in a lctter to father
Denntis :

¢ Having pafled my youth in the province
of Venaiflon, I have always had a defire to vifit
a mountain which is defcribed from all parts,
and which 1s {o properly called the mountaini
of the winds. 1 fought a companion for this
expedition; and, what will appear fingular,
among the number of friends that I had, I met
with none quite fuited to my mind : fo true is
it, -that it is rare to find, even among perfons
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who love one another the beft, a perfe& con-
formity in tafte, inclination, and manner of
thinking. One appeared to me too quick, ano-
ther too flow; I found this man too hvely,
the other too dull; there is one, faid I to my-
felf, too tender and too delicate to fuftain the
fatigue ; there is another too fat and too heavy,
he can never get up fo high ; in fine, this is too
petulant and noify, the other too filent and
melanicholy. All thefe defeds, which friend-
fhip can fupport in a town and in a houfe,
would be intolerable on a journey. I weighed
this matter, and, finding that thofe whofe fo-
cicty would have pleafed me either had affairs
which prevented them, or had not the fame
curiofity as myfelf, I would not put their com-
plaifance to the proof. I determined to take
with mc my brother Gerard, whom you know.
He was very glad to accompany me, and felt
a fenfible joy in fupplying the place of a fricnd
as well as a brother.

< We went from Avignon to Malaucene,
which 1s at the foot of thc mountain on the
north fide, where we flept the night, and re-
pofed ourfelves the whole of the next day.
The day after, my brother and myfelf, fol-
lowed by two domeftics, afcended the moun-
tein with much trauble and fatigue, though
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the weather was mild and the day very fine.
We had agility, ftrength, and courage; no-
thing was wanting; but this mafs of rocks is
of a fteepnefs almoft inacceflible. Towards the
middle of the mountain we found an old thep-
herd, who did all he could to divert us from
our project. < It is about fifty years ago,”
faid he, “ that I had the fame humour with
yourfelves ; I climbed to the top of the moun-
tain, and what did I get by it ?*—~My body and
my clothes torn to pieces by the briars, much
fatigue and repentance, with a firm refolution
never to go thither again. Since that time I
have not heard it faid that any one has been
guilty of the fame folly.”

¢ Young people are not to be talked out of
their {chemes. The more the thepherd exag-
gerated the difficulties of the enterprife, the
ftronger defire we felt to conquer them. When
he faw that what he faid had no effe, he
fhewed us a fteep path along the rocks ; *“ That
is the way you mutft go,” faid he.

¢ After leaving our clothes and all that
could embarrafs us, we began to climb with
inconceivable ardour.  Our firft efforts, which
is not uncommon, were followed with extreme
weaknefs : we found a rock, on which we
refted fome time; after which we refumed
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our march, but it was not with the fame agi-
lity; mine flackened very much. While my
brother followed a very ftecp path which ap-
pearcd to lcad to the top, I took another which
was more upon the declivity. “ Where are
you going?” cried my brother with all his
might; ¢ that is not the way, follow me.”
« Let me alone,” faid 1, « I prefer the path
that is longeft and eafieft.” This was an ex-
cufe for my weaknefs. I wandered for fome
time at the bottom; at laft thame took hold
of me, and I rejoined my brother, who was fet
down to wait for me. We marched one before
another fome time, but I became weary again,
and fought an eafier path; and at laft, over-
whelmed with thame and fatigue, I ftopped
again to take breath. Then, abandoning my-
{elf to refletion, I comparcd the ftate of my
foul, which defires’to gain hcaven, but walks
not in the way to it, to that of my body which
had fo much difficulty in attaining the top of
Mount Ventoux, notwithftanding the curio-
fity which caufed me to attempt it. Thefe
refleCtions infpired me with more ftrength and
courage. _

¢ Mount Ventoux is divided into feveral
hills, which rife one above the other; on the
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top of the higheft is a little plain, where we
feated ourfelves on our arrival.

¢ Struck with the clearnefs of the air, and
the immenfe fpace I had before my eyes, I re-
mained for fome time motionlefs and afto-
nithed. At laft, waking from my reverie, my
eyes were infenfibly directed toward that fine
country to which my inclination always drew
me. I faw thofc mountains covered with
fnow, where the proud encmy of the Romans
opened himfelf a paflage with vinegar, if we
may believe the voice of fame. Though they
are at a great diftance from Mount Ventoux,
they fcemed fo near that one might touch
them. I felt inftantly a vechement defire to
behold again this dear country, which I faw ra-
ther with the eyes of the foul than thofe of the
body : fome fighs efcaped me which I could
not prevent, and I reproached myfelt for a
weaknefs I could have juftificd by many great
examples.

¢ Returning to myfelf again, and examin-
ing more clofely the ftate of my foul, I faid,
e It is ncar ten years, Petrarch, fince thou haft
quitted Bologna : what a change in thy man-
ners fince that time! Not yet fafe in port, I
dare not view thofe tempefts of the mind with
which I feel myfelf continually agitated. The

[ad
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time will perhaps come, when I may be able to
fay with St. Augutftine, ¢ If I rctrace my patt er-
rors, thofe unhappy paffions that overwhelmed
me, it is not becaufe they are ftill dear, it is be~
caufec I will devote myfelf to none but thee, my
God.” But I have yet much to do. Ilove,
but it is a melancholy love. My ftate 1s def-
perate. It is that which Ovid paints fo ftrong-
ly in that well-known line,

¢ I cannot hate, and I am forced to love !”

«If,” faid I, “ thou fhouldft live ten years
longer, and in that time makc as much progrefs
in virtue, wouldft thou not be able to die with
a more affured hope ?’ Abandoned to thefe re-
fleCtions, 1 deplored the imperfeétion of my
condudt, and the inftability of all things hu-
man.

¢ The fun was now going to reft, and I per-
ceived that it would foon be time for me to
defcend the mountain. I then turned towards
the weft, when 1 fougixt in vain that long chain
of mountains which feparates France and
Spain.

¢ Nothing that I knew of hid them from my
fight, but nature has not given us organs capa-
ble of fuch extenfive views. To the right I
difcovered the mountains of the Liyonnoife, and
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to the left the furges of the Mediterranean,
which bathe Marfeilles on one fide, on the
other dafh themfelwes in pieces againft the
rocky fhote. Ifaw them very diftin&ly, though
at the diftance of feveral days journey.

¢ The Rhone glided under my eyes; the
clouds were at my feet. Never was there a
more extenfive variegated and inchanting pro-
fpe&t! What I faw rendered me lefs incredu-
lous of the accounts of Olympus and mount
Athos, which they aflert to be higher than the
region of the clouds from whence defcend the
fhowers of rain. '

¢ After having fatisied my eyes for fome
time with thofe delightful obje&s, which ele-
vated my mind, and infpired it with pious re-
fle&ions, T took the book of St. Auguﬂ:in’s,
Confeflions which I had from you, and which
I always carry about me. It is dear to me for
its own value; and the hands from whence [
received it, render it dearer ill : on opening it
I accidentally fell on this paffage in the tenth
book ; “ Men go far to obferve the fummits of
mountains, the waters of the fea, the begin-
nings and the courfes of rivers, the immenﬁty
of the ocean, but they neglect themfekves”

¢ [ take God and my brother to witnefs that
-what I fayis true. I was ftruck with the fin-

voL. I. e
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gularity of an accident; the application of which
it was fo eafy for me to make.

¢ After having fhut the book, 1 recolle&cd
what happened to St. Auguftin and St. An-
thony on the like occafion, and, believing I
could not do better than imitate thefe great
faints, I left off reading, and gave myfelf up to
the crowd of ideas which prefented themfelves,
on the folly of mortals, who, negle®ing their
moft noble part, confufc themfclves with vain
obje&s, and go to feck that with difficulty
abroad, which they might eafily meet with at
home. “If,” faid I, “ I have undergone fomuch
labour and fatiguc, that my body may be nearer
heaven ; what ought I not to do and to fuffer
that my foul may come there alfo "

* In the midit of thefe contemplations I was
got, without perceiving it, to the bottom of
the hill, with the,fame fafety, and lefs fatigue,
than I went up. A fine clear moon favoured
our return. ‘While they were preparing our
fupper, I fhut myfelf up in a corner of the
houfe, to give you this account, and the re-
fleGions it produced in my mind. You fee,
my father, that I hide nothing from you. Iwifh
I was always able to tell you not only what [
do, but even what I think. Pray to God that
my thoughts, now alas! vain, and wandering,
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riay be immoveably fixed on the onlj true and
folid good.’

Petrarch often retired into thc moft defert
places ; and if by accident he met with Laura
in the ftreets of Avignon, he avoided her, and
pafled fwiftly to the other fide. This affeation
difpleafed her. Meeting him one day, fhe
looked at him with more kindnefs than ufual.
Perhaps fhe wifhed to preferve a lover of fuch
reputation; or could not be infenfible to the
¢onftancy of his affe®ion. A favour fo un-
hoped for from Laura teftored Petrarch to hap-
pincfs, and put an end to all his boafted refolu-
tion. When he paffed a few days without
fecing her, he felt an irrefiftible defire to fee her
in thofé¢ places fhe frequented. She behaved
to him with more cafc; he withed to affure
Ker of his love by the moft tender expreflions,
or at leaft by his fighs and tears; but the dig-
nity of Laura’s countcnance and behaviour
rendered him motionlefs: his fenfes were fuf-
pended, his tears dried up, and his words ex-
pired upon his lips. His eyes could alone
exprefs the féelings of his foul. In a fonnet he
fays: ‘

* You could not without compaffion behold
the image of death ftamped on my face; a
kind regard, a word diated by friendffip has

G 2
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reftored me to life. That I yet breathe is your
precious gift. Difpofe of me, for you are the
reviver of my foul; you alone, beautiful Laura,
poflefs both the keys to my heart.’ :
_ The poets imagined their heart to have two
doors, the one leading to pleafure, the other to
pain.. It is to this poetic fition-that Pctrarch
alludes.

. Laura wifhed to be beloved by Pctrarch but
with fuch refinement that he fhould never
fpeak of his love. Whenever he attempted
the moft diftant expreflion of this kind, the
treated him with exceffive rigour; but when
the faw him in defpair, his countenance lan-
guifhing, and his fpirits drooping, fhe then re-
animated him by fome trifling kindnefs; a
look, a gefture, or a word, was fufficient.

This mixture of feverity and compaffion, fo
ftrongly marked“in the lines of Petrarch, is the
key to a right judgment of Laura’s charaéter.
It was thus fhe held for twenty years the affec-
tions of a man the moft ardent and impetuous,
without the fmalleft ftain to her honour; and
this was the method fhe thought beft adapted to
the temper and difpofition of Petrarch.

Whenever Laura had reafon to complain of
him, it was cafy to perceive her difpleafure :
her hair was difturbed, fhe caft down her eyes,
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turned away her head, and made hafte out of
his fight. |

One day, more éourageous than ufual, Pe-
trarch ventured to fpeak of his love and con-
ftancy, notwithftanding the rigour with which
fhe treated him, and reproved her for the man.
ner in which fhe behaved to the moft faithful
and difcreet of lovers.

¢ As foon as I appear, you turn away your
eyes; you recline your head; and your coun-
tenance is troubled. Alas! I perceive you fuffer.
O Laura! why thefe cruel manners? Could
you tear yourfelf from a heart where you have
taken fuch deep root, I thould commend your
feverity. In a barren and uncultivated foil the
plant that languifhes requires a kinder fun; but
you mutft for ever live in my heart. Since then
it is your deftiny, render your fituation lefs
difagreeable.’

There are two ftages of Petrarch’s love: the
one when Laura was in that age of innocence
in which there is no fufpicion; when the
trcated him with politenefs, and with kindnefs,
becaufe the faw nothing in his manner that op-
pofed fuch treatment. On his part he behaved
with tendernefs and efteem, and fhe enjoyed
at eafe the pleafures of his converfation. The
confidence with which this infpired him, and
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the delight he felt in her prefence, encouraged
him, though with a tremblmg voice, to cxprefs
his love. Laura replied with an agitated coun-
tenance, ‘I am not, Petrarch, I am not the
perfon you fuppofe me.” Petrarch was thunder-
ftruck, and could not open his mouth. Laura
forbids him to appear before her; he writes to_
her to befeech her pardon: fhe is ftill more of-
fended, and avoids all occafions of feeing him.
Petrarch weeps and fighs inceffantly ; and Lau-
ra dcpnves him of her focicty for a long timc ;
but, on his falling fick, permits him at laft to
fee, and to fpcak to her. He again hazards
fomething about his affection, and fhe treats
him with more feverity than cver. He be-
comes outrageous, and in defpair calls death to
h1s fuccour, and goes wandcnng about in the
‘ moﬁ frightful agd folitary deferts: love follows
him every where. ‘

- A philofophical curiofity leads Petrarch to
travel to France and Germany ; but fcarcely i
he fct out when hc repents, and deﬁtcs to re-
turn He fecls that he cannot live thhout
Laura In traverﬁng the forcﬁ of’ Ardcnnc he
bchcves her to be in every ob}cét he fecs, and
1n every echo he hca,rs when he 15 near Lyons,
his. tranfports arc mcxprcﬁiblc at the fight of
the Rhone, becaufe that river wafhes the walls
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of the city where Laura refides. When he ar-
rives at Avignon, he finds her in the fame dif-
pofition he left her, as auftere and intra&able
on the fubjeét of love; and he complains that
he could difcover nothing in her eyes but anger
and difdain.

This was his firft ftate. He had yet never
fclt remorfe; on the contrary, the modefty of
Laura, her virtue, the innocence of her life, the
graccs of her converfation, had given him fo
high an idea of her, that he thought he could do
nothing fo honourable as to cultivate this love,

- ¢« What a felicity is it for thee,” he would
fay to himfelf, ¢ to have dared thus high to raife
thy vows of love. She has kindled in thy heart
a flame, that in difengaging thee from licen-
tious pleafures, fought by unthinking mortals,
direéts thee to that fovereign good which is
‘the reward of virtue.’

But when Petrarch returned from his jour-
ney, he began to feel fome remorfe for afcribing
fo much to any created being, though perfe&t
as Laura herfelf. He refle@ed that his heart
was formed for his Creator, and could never be
happy till fixed on God. The exhortations of
father Dennis were probably the caufe of this
remorfe. :

In his letters he fays:
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- ¢« How much time have you wafted on that
Laura! How many ufelefs ﬂ:cps have you takcn
in thofe woods !’

But the fmalleft incident was fufﬁcxcnt to
unhinge his philofophy, and ftagger every re-
folution he had formed to calm his mind. One
day he obferved a country girl wafthing the veil
of Laura. A fudden trembling feized him;
and, though the dog-ftar raged, he thivered as in
the depth of winter. Every other object was
concentrated in this paffion. It was not pof-
fible for him to apply to ftudy, or the conduct
of his affairs. His foul was like a field of bat-
tle, where his heart and reafon held continual
engagements.

¢ It was this,’ fays he, ¢ that overfpread with
the clouds of grief thofe delightful years of life
which by nature fcem confccrated to joy and
pleafure.’

After contemplating his paft and prcfcnt
ftate

- ¢ Ten years,’ fays he, ¢ has grief preyed upon
me; a {low poifon confumes my body; hardly
have I ftrength to drag along my weakened
limbs. I muft get out of this dreadful fituation;
I muft recover my liberty.’

He determined therefore again to travel, and.
try the effects of abfemce.” We have already
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mentioned the defire he had to vifit Rome, and
perform his promife to the bithop of Lombes.
He had likewife a ftrong temptation to go to
Paris; having promifed fome friends he left
there he would foon return. At the head of
thefe friends were father Dennis, and Robert de
Bordi, whom the pope had juft made chancellor
of the church of Paris, with the canonry of Ne-
tre Dame.

Robert de Bordi was defcended from one of
the richeft and moft confiderable families in
Florence. He came when very young to pur-
fue his ftudies at Paris, according to the cuftom
of the Florentines, who have great emulation.
He made fo rapid a progrefs, that the doctors of
this celebrated univerfity had a fort of venera-
tion for his genius. In truth he was a man of
extraordinary merit, a great philofopher, and a
found divine. He appeared with diftinétion in
the council of Vincennes, where the opinion
of John XXII. concerning the vifion of God
was condemned. We are obliged to him for
having preferved to us the difcourfes of St.
Auguftin, which would probably have been loft
if he had not taken the pains to colle& them.

Before we fpeak of Petrarch’s journey, which
he at laft determined fhould be to Italy, we
muft infert a circumftance of reproach to his
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character. In the early part of his life he had a
miftrefs wha behaved to him with lefs rigour
than Laura, and by whom he had a fon called
John, and a daughter a few years after: they
will both appear in the courfc of thefc me-
motrs. :

After having obtained with difficulty the
permiffion of cardinal Colonna, and taken
leave of his friends, Petrarch fet out from Avig-
non in the beginning of December, 1336, to
go te Marfeilles, where he embarked in a fhip
which was juft fetting fail to Civita-Vecchia.
He concealed his name, and gave himfelf out
for a pilgrim going to worthip at Rome. Whao
can exprefs the joy he felt when from the deck
he could difcover the coaft of Italy! that.dear
country after which he had fo Iong fighed !
When he was landed, he perceived a laurel
tree: in his firft énotion he ran tawards it ;
and too much befide himfelf ta obferve his
fteps, he fell into a brook which he muft crofs
to arrive at the wifhed-for ebje@. ‘This falt
caufed him to {fwoon.  Always accupicd with
Laura, he fays:

“On thefe fhores, wathed by the Fyrrhene
fea, 1 beheld that ftately laurel which always
warms my imagination. Love impelled me
towards it. 1 flew, and through my impatience
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fell breathlefs in the intervening fircam. I was
alone and in the woods, yet I bluthed at my
‘heedleflnefs; for to the reflecting mind no
~witnefs is requifite to excite the emotions of
thame.’

It was not eafy for Petrarch to pafs from the
coaft of Tufcany to Rome; for the war be-
tween the Urfins and the Colonnas, which
was renewed with more fury than ever, filled
all the furrounding places with armed men.
As he had no efcort, he went to the caftle of
Capranica, at ten leagues diftance fram Rome.
Hc was well received by Orfo count of Anguil-
lora, who had efpoufed Agnes Colonna, fifter
of the cardinal and of the bithop. He was a
man of underftanding, and fond of letters.
The defcription of this caftle and its environs
is contained in the following letter of Petrarch’s
to cardinal Colonna.

¢ Capr.amca is the very fituation I could with
for, confumed as [ am by anxicty. It was for-
merly an uncultivated place, full .of thickets
and wild trees, where the goats came to brow{e,
and from whence it took its name. The beau-
ty of the fituation and the natural fertility of
the foil drew men by degrees to fettle there.
They built a fortrefs on the moft elevated part,
and as many houfes as the compafs of a nar-
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row hill could admit. From the top of thjs
hill they difcover mount Soracte, cclebrated in
this line of Horace: :

¢ See how Soratte ftands, white with deep fnows.”.

The lake Cimirus, of which Virgil fpeaks, and
Sutri, a town of Ceres, are but two thoufand
paces diftant. The air of Capranica is very
clear. Around it are a great number of little
hills, which are not difficult of accefs ; feveral
fpacious caverns; and to the fouth a thick
wood, which is a fhelter from the burning heats
of noon: The hill reclines on the north fide,
and difcovers ficlds in full bloom, where the
bees delight to dwell. Several fountains of
fweet water ghde along the valleys; and in
the wood and on the hllls deer, ftags, kids, and
all forts of tame cattIc, are feen to wander and
graze. Birds of all kinds are heard to fing,
and in general all things are found here which
belong to the fineft and moft cultivated coun-
tries, without reckoning the lakes, the rivers,
and a neighbouring fea, which are among the
richeft prefents of nature.

¢ Peace was the only thing which I could
not meet with in this delightful fituation. [
know not whether fate or fome crime of the-
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nation has drawn on them the {courge of war.
The fhepherd, inftead of guarding againft the
wolves, goes armed into the woods to defend
himfelf from the enemy. The labourer, in a
coat of mail, ufes a lance inftead of a goad to
drive along his cattle. The fowler draws his
nets, covered with a fhield. The fitherman
carries a {word, inftead of a line to hook his
fith. And, what is fill more extraordinary, the
native draws water from the wells 1n an old
rufty helmet, inftead of a pail. In a word,
arms here are ufed as tools and implements fos
all the labours of the field, and all the wants of
men. In the night are heard dreadful howlings
round the walls; in the day, terrible voices
which cry out, without ceafing, “ To arms! to
arms!” What mufic, compared with thofe
foft and harmonious founds that I drew from
my lute at Avignon! This country is the
image of hell; it breathes nothing but hatred,
war, and carnage.

¢ From this piture, who could believe that
Capranica was the refidence of the mildeft and
moft amiable of men ? Orfo, count of Anquil-.
lora, tranquil in the midft of this confufion,
lives with his wife in the happieft union, gives
‘the moft obliging reception to his guefts,
governs his vaflals with a ftrinefs tempered
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tempéred with love, cultivates the Mufes, and
feeks the fociety of men of learning. Ag-
nes Colonna, his wife, is one of thofe women
who can only be praifed by a filent admira-
tion, fo much does fhe rife above all that can
be faid to her honour.

« Thefe charming hofts make that place de-
lightful which would elfe be terrible from the
horrots of war. Though I greatly defire the
fight of Rome, and the friends I know there, }
feel not that inquietude men experience as they
approach nearer the object of their defires. [
am as tranquil in this houfe as I could be even
in the temple of peace herfelf. And, aswe ac-
cuftom ourfelves infenfibly to all things, I walk
without arms and without dread on thofe hills
which are the fcenes of war., I hear them
found the charge; 1 fee armed troops engage
with one another; the clathing of fwords, and
the cries of the combatants, do not prevent
my meditating as in my clofet, and labouring
to amufc pofterity.’

When Petrarch was arrived at Capranica, hé
difpatched a courier to the bifhop of Lombes
to inform him where he was, and that he
knew no method of getting to him in the
midft of fo many dangers; all the roads which
led to Rome being occupied by the enemy,
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The bifhop exprefled great joy on hearing of
his arrival, and ordered him to wait his com-
ing. .
This prelate came to Capranica with Ste-
phen Colonna his brother, fcnator of Rome:
They had with them only a troop of a hun-
dred horfe, and, as the enemy kept poffeffion of
the country with more than five hundred, it
was wonderful they met with no difficulty on
their route; but thc name and reputation of
the Colonnas had fpread the alarm in the che-
my’s camp, and by this mcans made their way
free and fafe.

What a joy was it for the bithop of Lombes
to fee that friend again whom he fo tenderly
loved ; whofe works he read with pleafure ;
and whofe coverfation had a thoufand charms !
The fenator was likewifc delighted to fee Pe-
trarch, whofe reputation had alrcady fpread far
and wide. It is impoflible to exprefs Petrarch’s
joy on beholding the prelate who was fo dear
to him, and the hero for the {ight of whom he
had fo impatiently longed. They departed all
together from Capranica with their little efcort,
and arrived at Romec without any fkirmifh,
notwithftanding thc mecafurcs taken by their
cnemies to intercept them.

1337. Stephen Colonna in quality eof fe-

3
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nator refided in the capitol, where he lodged
Petrarch, who could not contain his tranfports
to find himfelf in a place which had been the
theatre of thofe great events always prefent in
his mind. :

It is much to be regretted that the letters
which Petrarch wrote from Rome to cardi-
nal Colonna are loft. Ther¢ remains only a
fragment of onc dated from the capitol as fol-
lows :

¢ After having read the long account I gave
you of Capranica, what will you not expect
of me concerning Rome ?  The fubjed is in+
exhauftible. I am ftruck with the wonders 1
cvery where behold. Their variety confounds
me, and I know not where to begin. . I recall
to mind what you faid to me one day at Avig-
non: ‘ Petrarch, do not go to Rome: that
city will not anfwer the idea you have cons
ceived of it; you will find nothing but ruins.”
Thefe words imprefled my mind, and cooled
my ardour. I had experienced that great ob-
jeéts are often diminithed by their prefence;
but here I found it otherwife. My idecas of
Rome are enlarged, not diminithed ; its ruins
have fomething grand and majeftic, which im-
prefs me with veneration. And, far from being
durprifed that Rome fhould have fubdued the
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world, I rather wonder that the conqueft was
not carlier accomplithed.’

Petrarch was received and treated in the
houfe of the Colonnas as one of the family ;
and they contended which fhould fhew him
the moft friendfhip. Old Colonna, who knew
him at Avignon, loaded him with favours, and
with eagernefs pointed out to him all the cu-
riofities in Rome. But of all the family, Jean
de St. Vit, the brother of Stephen Colonna,
was the moft happy in Petrarch. This old
man, who had been exiled from Avignon by
his enemies, found more charms than ever in
his wit and converfation, and was ufeful to
him in his refearches after Roman antiquities,
about which our poet was very inquifitive. Jean
de St.Vit had made them his ftudy from his
childhood, and was perhaps the only Roman
of that time well acquainted with them, if we
except Nicholas Ricnzi, of whom I fhall foon
{peak. '

Nothing appeared more aftonithing to Pe-
trarch than the indifference of the Romans to
thefe precious remains of antiquity. They had
them continually before their eyes, but vouch-
fafed them not the leaft obfervation. - ¢ The
magnificence of Rome,’ fays he, ¢and all that

VOL. 1. H
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can heighten its glory, are no where lefs known
than at Rome.’

Jean de St. Vit took him cvery day to walk
"within and around this great city. It had a
wafte and defolate appearance, though it con-
tained a vaft number of inhabitants. They
took fcarcely a ftep without finding fomething
to excite their admiration, and furnifh them
with a fubjet of difcourfe. At the end of their
walk, they generally fat down to reft themfelves
on the baths of Dioclefian, fome veftiges of
‘which are flill remaining. Sometimes they
went upont the roof of this fine monument,
where there was a clear air, a very extenfive
view, and no one to interrupt them.

Rome was at this time in a deplorable fitua-
tion. The Colonnas at war with the Urfins,
could not re-eftablifh the peace of the city, or
reftore its ancient luftre. It was contmually a
prey to the evils of war. Nothing was to be
feen in the ftreets but ruins: the churches fall-
ing to pieces ; the altars fpoiled of their orna-
ments. The pricfts were interrupted in the
performance of thietr offices.  Strangers could
not refort thither; for the highways were in-
fefted with robbers, to whom the city, and
even the churclies, ferved for a retreat. No-
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thing was heard of but rapes, murders, adul-
teries, and aflaffinations. Audacioufnefs reign-
ed; juftice was dumb; indulgence rendered
the guilty more prefumptuous; and the nobles,
divided among themfelves, only agreed in op-
prefling the people. It Petrarch was touched
to obferve the wretched flate of Rome, and the
decay of its ancient monuments, he was re-
paid f)y viewing the amiable and di&inguifflcd’
behaviour of the Roman ladies.
¢ It is with reafon,’ fays he, ¢ that they are
rcnowned above their fex; for they have the
tendernefs and modcfty of women, with the
courage and conftancy of men.” In the two
fifters of cardinal Colonna, he aflures us, were
united the virtues and good qualities of the
Greek and Roman heroines.  As to the men,
¢ They are,” fays he, ¢a good fort of people, and
affable when treated with civility; but they
can bear no raillery in one particular, I mean
that which refpeéts the honour of their wives.
Far from being as traftable as the Avignons,
who fuffer their wives to be taken from' them
without the leaft murmur, the Romans have
always this fentence in their mouths : ¢ Smite
us where you will, fo we may but préfervé the
honour of our wives.”

¢ The Romans,” adds Petrarch, ¢ are not

n 2
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greedy of gain. I was aftonithed, in fo great
a city, to find fo few merchants and ufurers.’
A very different reprefentation of them from
one given in the twelfth century. ¢ Beware of
the Romans,” fays St. Bernard ; ¢ they arc fe-
ditious, jealous of their neighbours, and cruel
towards ftrangers. They love nobody, and
nobody loves them.” Their manners muft have
undergone d great change in the fpace of two
centuries, or Petrarch muft have been ftrangely
partial to them.  Hildcbert, archbithop of
Tours, fpeaking of them in the fame century,
fays, * Rome would be happy if it had no
lords, or if its nobles were honeft men.’
Notwithftanding all the endcavours of the
bithop of Lombes, he could not terminate the
quarrel between the Urfins and his family.
This was the prireipal obje&t of his long refi-
dence at Rome. He was difpleafed that his
father had engaged in a war which might have
fuch fatal confequences; and he took the
liberty one day to fpeak with freedom, and
fome feverity, on this fubje&. OId Stephen,
who, notwithftanding his great age, had yet
much fire remaining, was hurt by thefe repre-
fentations. He could not forgive the bifhop,
and would not admit him into his prefence.
Petrarch ufed the firongeft folicitations to en-
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gage him to renew his ufual kindnefs to his
fon, and at laft was fo happy as to fucceed.

In a converfation with the venerable old
man, foon after this union, there happened a
fingular predition, which Petrarch refers to af-
terwards, in a letter to Stephen Colonna.

¢ Call to mind,’ fays he, ¢ that, walking to-
gether one evening in the ftreet which leads
from your palace to the capitol, we ftopped ;
and, leaning on an old marble monument front-
ing the ftrect that goes from the hills to the
Tiber, we converfed on the ftate of your fa-
mily. I had juft obtained a favour from you,
which you had refufed to all your relations.
It was to pardon the freedom of a fon againft
whom you had conceived a violent difpleafure.

¢ My fon is your friend,” faid you, “ but he
has not refpetted my age. You would have
me pardon and reftore him to my love; I can
refufc you nothing; I will pafs it entirely
over, but I take this occafion to juftify myfelf.
They pretend that, contrary to what befeems
my age, I have engaged in a war which will
defcend to my family after my death; an in-
heritance of hatreds, quarrels, and dangers,
with which it will bc always agitated. I take
God to witnefs, that it was only with a view
to peace I entered into war. The weaknefs of
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age, a certain degrec of infenfibility which is
fpread over my foul and all my fenfes, and, above
all, long expericnce, have given me a love of
repofe, and make me figh for tranquillity.
But I refufe no difficultics when they are ne-
ceflary, and would rather confront death in
battle, than drag out a fhamcful old agc in
flavery. As to what regards my inheritance,
alas !” faid you, looking earncftly at me, your
eyes bathed in tears, I would and T ought
to leave one to my children, but the fates have
ordered it otherwife, by the overthrow of or-
der, and the reign of confufion. It is myfelf—
it 1s the decrepid old man before you, who
will be the heir of all his children.” At thefe
words grief bound up your heart, and you
could procced no further.’

<1 am not ignorant,” fays Petrarch, ¢that
God permits princes fometimes to forefee what
will happen to their children : witnefs the em-
peror Vefpafian, and many others.  Neverthe-
lefs, T gave little attention at that time to this
prediGtion; but when it was verified, 1 recol-
le¢ted and mentioned it to my friends.’

It is not certain how long Petrarch con-
tinued at Rome, probably his ftay was but
thort. It appears, from a Latin epiftle of his to
the bithop of Lombe, that his route was to-
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wards the weft, and that he paffed the Py-
rennean mountains. 1 doubt not he went to
take pofleffion of his canonry at Loombes, which
the pope had given him, with the expetation
of the firft vacant prebend. He fays, in the
{fame cpiftle, that hc travelled along the coaft
of Spain by Cadiz, and from thence to the
thores of the Britith fea. The true mative of
thefe journeys was probably the difguft and
wearinefs of life which he felt in the city of
Avignon, and that love of liberty which would
have carricd him to the extremitics of the
carth.

¢ One of the moft difagrecable things,” fays
he, ¢in the courfe of my journey was, that
when I went from my own habitation, I met
with none who fpoke Latin; and when I came
home again, I had not my books, my conftant
campanions, fo that I was obliged to have re-
courfe to my memory for amufement.’

All the journeys of Petrarch only ferved to
increafe the 1dea he had always farmed of the
fuperiority of Italy over France, England, Ger-
many, and all the reft of the world. In ano-
ther letter to a friend, he explains himfelf more
particularly.

¢ Formerly,” fays Petrarch, ¢ France poflefled
neither the gifts of Bacchus nor thofe of Mi-
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nerva. It is to Rome they owe the wine and
the oil they gather; but the olive trec is fill
fcarce in this kingdom, and they do not culti-
vate thofe golden fruits which fcatter fo de- .
lightful a perfume. Their theep yield not fo
fine a wool. The ftubborn foil opens not its
bofom to give out the treafures it contains. It
fends not forth its falutary waters, which, run-
ning from the minerals, nature has placed as
the remedy for the greateft part of our dit-
eafes.

¢ In England they drink nothing but beer
and cider. The beverage of Flanders 1s me-
theglin. As wine cannot be tranfported but
at a great pricc, few people can afford to
drink it.

¢ I fhall net fpeak of thofe frozen climates
which are waterad by the Danube, the Bog,
and the Tanais. They know neither Bacchus
nor Minerva, and are little favoured by Ceres.
Nature feems to have acted the part of a ftep-
mother to all thefe countries. She has refufed
fomething to every one of them. To fome fhe
has given no forefts: they can only warm
themfelves with, turf.  Others are full of
marfhes, which exhaling corrupted vapours,
the inhabitants have no water fit to drink.
Some therc are where the land, covered.with
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a barren fand, with hcath and buthes, pro-
duces nothing ufeful : and others which tigers,
leopards, lions, and ferpents; render almoft un-
inhabitable. Italy is the only country that na-
ture has treated like a mother. She has given
to it univerfal empire, talents, arts, all the ad-
vantages of genius; and, above all, that lyre
which caufed the Latins to triumph over the
Greeks.  In a word, it wants nothing but
peace.’ '

Petrarch aflures us, that excrcifc and ab-
fence had produced a happy effe upon his
mind, that his foul became tranquil, and he
was no longer agitated with thofe inward
conflits which deftroyed his health and his
peace. ¢ The idea of Laura,’ fays he, ¢ lefs
frequently prefents itfelf, and when 1t does, it
has lefs power.” Inftead of pafling whole
nights in tears, he flept quietly, he was gay,
every thing amufed him. He thought he was
cured, and fmiled at the follies of love.

Petrarch returned to Avignon in Auguft
1337. No fooner did he arrive than he faw
Laura; no fooner had he feen her, than his
wound, fo newly clofed, burft open again, and
his paffion feized him with more violence than
aver.
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¢ defired ‘death,’ fays he. ‘I was even
tempted to feck it in the violence of my an-
guith. As a pilot at fca dreads the rock -on
which he has been caft, fo did I dread the
mecting with Laura. She was fick ; but the
near approach of death had not diminithed the
luftrc of her eyes. I trembled at her thadow.,
The found of her voice deprived me of mo-
tion.”

In this dreadful ftate, Petrarch faw he had
no other refource but flight. He determinced
ta leave the city of Avignon, which in other
refpedts alfo was infupportable to him. He af-
fures us, the manner of its inhabitants, and the
corruption of the court of Bome, were the true
motives of his departure: perhaps alfo a fecret
chagrin that he was not advanced to a fuperior
poft, while many worthlefs perfons were raifed
to the higheft dignities.

‘ To obtain fuch advantages,” fays Petrarch,
« it 13 neccflary to frequent the palaces of the
great, ta flatter, promife, lic, diffemble, and de-
geive: qualities to which I was a flranger, 1
have no averfion to honours, but ta the me-
thods of gaining them.’

- He fpeaks in the fame manner of riches. It
1s probable alfo that the defire of fame in the
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purfuit of letters, as well as his fufferings from
love, induced him to leave Avignon.

Havingdetermined this matter, he couldthink
of no fituation fo favourable to thefe views as
Vauclufe: that dclightful {olitude which he

.went to fee when a fchoolboy at Carpentras,
and which made at that age {o lively an un-
preflion upon his mind. Petrarch tells us, he
fometimes went there to moderate the ardour
of his mind, by a view of the cool waters of
that marvellous fountain, and the delightful
fhades of the woads with which it was fur-
roundcd. Refolving to fix his refidence there,
he bought a little cottage with a fmall field ad-
joining, and went with no other compapions
than his books.

Vauclufe is onc of thofe places in which
naturc delights to appear under a form the moft
fingular and romantic. Towards the coaft of
the Mediterrancan, and on a plain beautiful as
the vale of Tempe, you difcover a little valley,
enclofed by a barrier of rocks in the form of a
horfe-thoe. The rocks are high, bold, and
grotefque ; and the valley is divided by a river,
along the banks of which are extended meca-
dows and paftures of a perpetual verdure. A
path, which ison the lcft fide of the river, leads
in gentle windings to the head of this vaft am-

[}
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phitheatre. There, at the foot of an enormous
rock, and direély in front, you behold a pro-
digious cavern hollowed by the hand of nature ;
and in this cavern arifes a fpring as celebrated
almoft as that of Helicon.

When the waters of the fountain are low
you may enter the cavern, the gloom of
which is tremendous. It is a double cavern.
The opening into the exterior is an arch fixty
feet high; that of the interior thirty. Near
the middle of the cavern you fee an oval
bafon, the longeft diameter of which is one
hundred and cight feet; and into this bafon,
without jet or bubble, rifes that copious ftream
which forms the river Sorgia. There is a
common report that this fountain has never
been fathomed. May not this proceed from
the water’s ifluing with great impetuofity at
the bottom, and thus forcing back the lead and
line? However this may be, you fee nothing
but an expanfe of water, fmooth and tran-

uil.

: The furface of the fountain is black. This
appearance is produced by the depth of the
fpring, the colour of the rocks, and the ob-
fcurity of the cavern; for, in reality, nothing
can be more perfectly clear and limpid than
the water of this fpring. It ftains not the rocks
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over which i1t pafles, nor does' it produce cither
weeds or mud. But, what is very extraor-
dinary, though fo beautiful to the eye, it is
harth to the tafte, crude, heavy, and difficult to
digeft. Itis excellent however for tanning and
dying; and is faid to promote the growth of a
plant which fattens oxen and hatches chickens.
Strabo, and Pliny the naturalift, fpcak of this
peculiarity. '

In the ordinary ftate of the fountain, the
water falls away through fome cavities under
the rocks, and afterwards returns to the day,
and commences its courfe as a river. But
during the fwell about the fpring equinox, and
fometimes alfo after heavy rains, there is an
aftonithing accumulation. The waters roll on
with a lofty head to the opening of the cavern,
and are precipitated and dafhed along the rocks
with the noife of thunder. The tumult how-
ever foon ceafes; the waters are peaccably re-
ceived into a decp and commodious channel,
and form a moft delightful river, navigable to
its very fource. This river is in its progrefs
divided into various branches, waters many
parts of Provence, receives feveral other ftreams,
reunites its branches, and falls into the Rhone
near Avignon.
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Petrarch thus beautifully moralifes on this
uncommon fubjeét:

- ¢ Scneca obferves, that the fources of great
rivers infpire us with a kind of veneration. And
that, where a river butfls out at once, altars
Should be ereffed. And 1 call heaven to witnefs,’
adds he, © it is my firm refolution to dedicate
one to the fountain of Vauclufe, as foon as my
fcattered faculties are a little colleted. This
altar fhall be raifed in the garden which hangs
over the fountain. It fhall not howcver be de-
dicated, like thofe of Seneca, to the gods of the
tivers, or the nymphs of the fountains, but to
the Virgin Mother of that God who has de-
ftroyed the altars and demolifhed the temples
of all other gods.’

Such was the language of Petrarch ten years
after his firft retis¢ment to Vauclufe. But it
was not the language of a heart as yet freed
from the charms of love. The hiftory of his
rind during this folitude is beft collected from
~ his own works.

In onie of his letters, written about this time,
he fays : '

¢ Here I make war upon my fenfes, and treat
them as my enemies. My eyes, which have
drawn me into a thoufand difficultiés, fee no
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longer either gold or precious ftones, ot ivory or
purple; they behold hothing, fave the firma-
ment, the water, and the rocks. The only fe-
male who comes within their fight, s 2 fwarthy
old woman, dry and parched as the Lybian
deferts.  My. cars are no longer courted by
thofc harmonics of inftruments or voices which
have often tranfported my foul: they heat
nothing but the lowing of cattle, the bleating
of fheep, the warbling of birds, and the muz-
murs of the ftrcam.

¢ I keep filence from morn to night. TFhere
is no one to converfec with; for people con-
ftantly employed, cither in fpreading their nets,
or taking care of their vines and orchards, have
no knowledge of the intercourfes of the world,
or the converfations of foeicty. I often con-
tent myfelf with the brown bread of my old
fitherman, and even cat it with pleafure; and
when I am ferved with white, I almoft always
return 1t. )

¢ This old fitherman, who i1s hard as rron,
eamneftly remonftrates againft my manner of
life ; fays it is too hardy, and affures me F can-
not long hold out. I am, on the contrary, con-
vinced that it is more cafy to accuftom onc’s
felf to a plain dict, than to the luxuries of a
feaft. Figs, raifins, nuts, and almonds, thefe
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are my delicacies. Iam fond of the fith with
which this river abounds; it is an entertain~
ment to fee them caught, and I fometimes
employ myfelf in fpreading the nets. As to
my drefs, here is an entire chahge ; you would
take me for a labourer or a fhepherd.

¢ My manfion refembles that of Cato, or
Fabricius : my whole houfehold confifts of a
dog and my old fitherman. His cottage ia
contiguous to mine: when I want him, I call§
when I no longer ftand in need of him, he re«
turns to his cottage. I have made myfelt two
gardens, which pleafe me marvelloufly; I do
not think they are to be equalled in all the
world. And muft I confefs to you a more
than female weaknefs, with which [ am haunt+
ed? I am pofitively angry that there is any
thing fo beautiful out of Italy. They are my
Tranfalpine Parnaffus.

¢ One of thefe gardens is thady, formed for
contemplation, and facred to Apollo. It hangs
over the fource of the river, and is terminated
by rocks, or places acceflible only to birds,
The other is nearer my cottage, of an afpect
lefs fevere, and devoted to Bacchus; and, what
is extremely fingular, it is in the middle of a
rapid river. The approach to it is over a ridge
of rocks which communicates with the garden;
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and there is a natural grotto under the rock,
which gives it the appearance of a ruftic bridge.
Into this grotto the rays of the fun never pe-
netrate. I am confident it much refembles
the place where Cicero fometimes went to de-
claim. It invites to ftudy.

- ¢ Hither I retreat during the noon-tide hours..
my mornings are engaged upon the hills, and
my cvenings either in the meadows or in the
garden facred to Apollo. It is f{mall, but
moft happily fuited to roufe the moft fluggith
fpirit, and clevate it to the fkies. Here would
I moft willingly pafs my days, was I not too
near Avignon, and too far from Italy. For why
thould I conccal this weaknefs of my foul ! I
love Italy, and I hate Avignon. The peftilen-
tial influence of this horrid place empoifons
the pure air of Vauclufe, and will compel me
to quit my retircment.’,

To another friend he writes this eloquent in-
vitation :

¢ Here is no tyrant to intimidate, no proud
citizen to infult, no wicked tongue to calum-
niate. Neither quarrels, clamours, law-fuits,
nor the din of war. We are ftrangers to
avarice, ambition, and envy ; and have no great
lords to whom court muft be paid. Every
thing breathes joy, frcedom, and fimplicity.

VOL. I. I
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Our lot is neither that of poverty not riches;
but a {weet, modeft, and fober rufticity. The
inhabitants are innocent, tra&able, and unac-
quainted with arms. Our chief, good, affable,
and a lover of honeft folks. The air healthy,
the winds foft, the country open, the fprings
pure, and the river full of fith. We have
thady woods, cool grottos, green lawns, ena-
melled paftures, and hills facred to Bacchus and
Minerva.
¢ As to what refpets the mere body, no one
takes lefs trouble about it than myfelf.. But I
can tell you in one word, that every thing that
liveth upon the earth, or that moveth in the
waters, 1s here, as in the terreftrial Paradife, to
fpeak in the language of the divines; or as in
~the fields of Elyfium, to fpeak in that of the,
poets. - A voluptuary, who was in fearch of the
greateft dainties, would be eafily accommo-
dated in this neighbourhood.’
In another letter to a friend we have a pic-
ture in a very different ftyle:

¢ Oft in the midft of fummer, when I had
ended my midnight prayers, and the moon
fthone bright, have I been irrefiftibly impelled
to wander over the fields, or afcend the hills.
Oft, at this filent hour, have I walked alone
into the cavern, where no one even in the day

3
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and in company can entér without emotion.
I feel a kind of pleafure in doing this: but it is
a pleafure mixed with horror.” '

Petrarch retired to this delightful fpot to
‘cure himfelf of his paflion, and indalge his
tafte for letters; but in vain.

<1 may hide myfelf,” fays he, ¢ among the
rocks, and in the woods, but there are no places
fo wild or folitary whither the torments of love
do not purfue me. '

¢ Thrice, in that daik and lonely hour when
nought but ghaftly fhades is feen or heard,
Laura with ftedfaft look approached my bed,
and claimed her flave. My limbs were froze
with fear; my blood fled from my veins, and
ruthed upon my heart. Trembling I rofe ere
morn, and left a houfe where all I faw alarm-
¢d me. I climbed the rocks; I ran into the
woods, watching with fearful eycs this dread-
ful vifion : I may not be belicved, but ftill it
followed ;—here I perceived it ftarting from a
trec—there rifing from a fountain—now it
defcended from the rocks, or floated on the
clouds. Surrounded thus, I ftood transfixed
with horror !’

1338. Petrarch pafled near a ycar in tlus
retreat: the domeftics who ferved him at

12
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Avignon defired their difmiffion, for they could
not bear to lead.fuch reclufe lives.

He gives this characer of his fitherman, who
was his domeftic at Vauclufe.

He is,’ fays he, ¢ an aquatic animal, brought
up among fountains and rivers, and feeking
his livelihood in the rocks; but a very good
man, merry, docile, and obedient. To fay
fimply, that he was faithful. would be too
little ; for he was fidelity itfelf. He under-
qtood agriculture, and cvery thing relative to
-a country life. It was a maxim with him,
that whatever was fown the eighth of the ides
of February, in the foil of Vauclufe, could not
fail of being fruitful.’

He had a wife, of whom Petrarch has given
this defcription in a letter to one of his friends.

¢ Her face is+fo withered, fo fcorched by
the fun, that was you to fee her, you would
think you beheld the deferts of Lybia or Ethi-
opia. If Helen, Lucretia, or Virginia, had
poflefled faces like hers, Troy would have ex-
ifted ftill; Tarquin would not have been driven
from his kingdom, nor Appius have died in
prifon. But though the face of my farmer’s
wife is black, nothing can be whiter than her
foul. She does not feel the want of beauty ;
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and to look on her one would even fay, it be-
came her to be ugly. No creature was ever
{o faithful, humble, and laborious.

¢ At the feafon when the grathoppers can
fcarcely fupport the heat of the fun, the paffes
her life in the fields; her hardy fkin defies even
the fury of the dog-days. At night, when the
returns, the works in her houfe like a young
perfon juft rifen from fleep. Never any com-
plaints, never the leaft murmur, nothing that
fhews the fmalleft variation of temper, efcapes
her. She lies on a bed of leaves; all her food
1s a black gritty bread ; her drink a fharp wine,
which taftes like vinegar, and with which fhe
mixes a great deal of water. If any one pre-
fents her with more delicate food fhe rejeés
it, becaufe it is not what the has been accuf-
tomed to,’

Pctrarch had hired this houfe from a pea-
fant; it was an uncomfortable dwelling, but
he rebuilt it in the moft fimple manner. His
beft friends came feldom to fee him, and, when
they did, made but a fhort ftay. Others
went only from the mere principle of charity,
and as we fhould go to fee fick people or pri-
foners. Gui Settimo himfelf, that companion,
that faithful friend, who had never left him
from his childhood, had not the courage tq
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follow him into this folitude. He was in the.
buftle of the world, and, foliciting a place at-
court, was called to the bar. But when he
could fteal a few moments from the hurry of
bufinefs, he went to pafs them i this retreat:
with his friend, and faid with him, ¢ This is.
a port, where I came to fhelter myfelf from the.
tempefts of the world.’ :

The other friends of Petrarch wrote to him
fometimes, to excufe themiclves for not feeing
him more frequently.

- ¢ It is not poffible to live as you do,’ faid
they to him. < The life you lead is contrary
to nature. In the winter you fit like an owl
in the corner of your chimney. Inthe fummer
you roam about the fields'without ceafing ; or,
if by chance you are found, it is repofing your-
felf under the fhade of a tree.’

¢ Thefe friends of~mine,’ fays Petrarch, ¢ re-
gard the pleafures of the world as the fupreme
good ; they do not comprehend that it is pof-
fible to renounce thefe pleafures. They are
ignorant of my refources, 1 have friends
whafe fociety 1s delightful to me; they are
perfons of all countries, and of all ages; dif-
tinguithed in war, in council, and in letters.

Eafy to live with, always at my command.
They come at my call, and return when I de-
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fire them : they are never out of humour, and
they anfwer all my queftions with readinefs.
Some prefent in review before me the events
of paft ages; others reveal to me the fecrets of
nature; thefe teach me how to live, and thofe
how to dic: thefe difpel my melancholy by
their mirth, and amufe me by their fallies of
wit; and fome there are who preparc my
foul to fuffer every thing, to defire nothing,
and to become thoroughly acquainted with it-
felf. © In a word, they open a door to all the
arts and fciences. As a reward of fuch great
fervices, they require only a corner of my little
houfe, where they may be fafely fheltered from
the depredations of their encmies. In fine, I
carry them with me into the fields, the filence
of which fuits them better than the bufinefs
and tumults of cities.’

The village of Vauclufe is in the diocefe of
Cavaillon, and is fubject to it in {fpirituals and
temporals ; the bifhop is fovereign. Cavaillon
is a little neat town delightfully fituated at the
foot of a mountain near Durance, four leagues
from Avignon, and two from the fountain
of Vauclufe. Petrarch gives this account of
it

¢ This town is neither large, well peopled,
nor well built. It has only name and an-
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tiquity ; it is fpoken of as an ancient city, in
fome authenti¢ memoirs about fifty years be-
fore Chrift, at the time that Julius Czfar con-
quered Britain.- It was formierly built on the
mountain, and was a Roman colony, as ap-
pears from the medals of Lepidus.. My friend
Socrates faid pleafantly enough, that it was
like the little town which, according to fome
writers, king Agbarus offered to Jefus Chrift.
This bithopric refembles its poffeflor; it is
equal to the greateft in dignity, and enjoys the
freedom of the leaft.

- ¢ Philip of Cabaflole has poffefled it three
years; he was of an ancient and noble family,
divided into two branches; one of them re-
fided at Avignon, the other at Cavaillon; he
was of the fecond branch, and not arrived at
the age prefcribed by the canons when he was
made bithop. Onewf his brothers, called John
Elzeor, was at that time fent from the king
of Naples to the court of the pope. This fa-
mily have always been attached to the houfe
of Anjou, which has loaded them with bene-
fits. Philip reccived his education at Cavaillon,
the place of his birth; he was made canon be-
fore he was twelve years old, thirteen years af-
ter archdeacon, and provoft the year follow-
ing. Three years after he had the bifhopric,
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vacant by the death of Goufridi, who had
been apothecary, phyfician, -and favourite, of
John XXII. ,

All ¢ontemporary authors fpeak of Philip of
Cabaflole as a man of diftinguithed merit: in
the government of his diocefe he was juft and
impartial ; the popes employed him in feveral
‘nice and important offices, in which he con-
du&ed himfelf with wifdom and dexterity,
His mind was well cultivated, and enriched
with a variety of knowledge; he gave all
thofe moments to ftudy which werc not em-
ployed in public affairs. In the library of St,
Victor at Paris there are fome works of his
in manufcript which have never been printed.
Petrarch gives his eulogium in twa words,
¢ He was,’ fays he, ‘a great man with a lttle
bithopric.” His merit afterwards raifed him to
the higheft dignities in the church.

Petrarch knew this prelate only by fight
when he took the refolution to fix at Vauclufe :
as foon as he got there he went to pay his duty
to him as his bithop and his lord. Philip of
Cabaflole loved men of wit and lctters; he was
acquainted with Petrarch’s high reputation,
gave him the moft obliging rcccption, and
exprefled great joy to fee him fixed in his
diocefe.
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¢« He received me,” faid Petrarch, ¢ as of old
$t. Ambrofe received St. Auguftin, as a father
and a bithop; he afterwards vouchfafed to ad-
mit me to the ftrieft intimacy, and came
fometimes to Vauclhife with no other view than
to fee me.’

The bifhop of Cavaillon had a caftle at Vau-
¢lufe, placed on the top of a rock, of which
there remain now only the ruins.  Its approach
appears inacceffible, and it is difficult to com-
prehend how it could ever be mhabxted we
thall fee, however, that Philip ‘de Cabaflole
went there frequently. The people of that
country fhew thefe ruins as the remains of the
houfe of Petrarch, but they are miftaken, for
it was much lower, and nearer the river and
the village. It was not long after this prelate
became acquainted with Petrarch, that he had
the misfortune to fofe one of his brothers,
called Ifnord: he was a knight of St. John of
Jerufalem, and died in the flower of his age
during a voyage an the Red fea. As foon as
our poet heard this melancholy news, he went
to Cavaillon to condole with the bithop on his
Iofs. He found him extremcly affected, but
calm as became a man of his dignity.

" When Petrarch returned to Vauclufe, he
wrate the bithop a letter, in which he places
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before him every meotive which could foften
his grief: and at the fame time mentions with.
admiration the becoming manner in which he
received the compliments made him on thig
occafion. _

In the anfwer this prelate returned to Pe-
trarch he appeared moft touched with the
manner of his brother’s dcath, and bitterly la-
ments that, as ke loft his life on the fea, hisg
body had not received the honours of burial.

. Petrarch took up the pen again, and taxed
Philip with a weaknefs more natural to a wo-
man than a bithop. He proves that the place
of interment can never have any influence on
our happinefs in the other world, and he takes
this occafion to fpcak of ancient cuftoms with
refpe to the burial of the dead. He afferts,
that the cuftom of reducing the body to afhes
was not an ancient one among the Romans:
that Lucius Sylla, the dictator, was the firft of
the Cornelian family who ordered his body to
be burnt after his death, from the fear they
thould treat him as he had treated Marius.
His example was followed, though without the
{fame reafon, in thofe who came after him.
Petrarch fhews in this letter that there are er-
rors which proceed from habit; that certain
things, which give us horror, are nothing to
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people accuftomed to them ; and that a man
of underftanding fhould fhake off vulgar preju-
dices, and feek the truth in the nature of things
themfelves.

Petrarch had the happinefs to find another

friend in the provoft of Cavaillon. Pons Sam-
fon obtained that dignity by the promotion of
Philip de Cabaflole to the epifcopacy. Petrarch
knew him from his childhood, and they had
ftudied together.
- *He is juftly called Samfon,” fays Petrarch,
¢ for he has as much ftrength of mind as that
fcourge of the Philiftines had of body.” The pro-
voft of Cavaillon joined to this a great know-
ledge of letters, and a fweetnefs of manners,
which rendered his fociety delightful. The
bifhop loved him extremely.

Petrarch, who had not feen him for fome
time, was charmed’to find him fo ncar, and
to renew his former friendthip.

We learn that Petrarch often received vifits
i this folitude, which he had no reafon to
expet or hope for, from perfons of rank and
genius, who came from Italy and the remoteft
parts of France with no other view than to fee
and converfe with him. ¢ Some there were,’
fays he, ‘who fent before them magnificent pre-
fents, perfuaded that liberality- clears the way
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and opens the doors.” They affured him they
came only to fee him; and, if they did not
find him at Avignon, they fet out immediately
for Vauclufe. He names only Peter de Poi-
tiers, a man refpectable for his piety and his
knowledge; he entered very young into the
order of the Cordeliers ; he was afterwards pro-
moted by the popes John and Clement to the
priory of Cliffon, and the abbey of St. Javin de
Poitiers. His genius, or rather the tafte of the
age he lived in, led him to view every fubje&
in a moral light, which made his works de-
ficient in variety.

All Europe was at this time in motion, ext
pe&ing France to be invaded by the Englifh.
Edward III. at this time king of England, was
a young prince full of fire, valour, and ambi-
tion ; and poflefled all the qualities that form
a hero and a conqueror. He difputed the
crown with Philip of Valois, under pretext
that, being nephew of the deccafed king by
Ifabella his mother, he was a degree nearer
than Philip, who was only his coufin-german.
Philip oppofed the Salic law, which excluded
females from the fucceflion; the Englith law-
yers of this time, who acknowledged this law
in France, maintained they had excluded fe-
males, becaufe of their weak capacitics, from
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wearing, though they might tranfmit, the
crown. But in the affembly of the robles it
was univerfally decided, that women could not
give a right of which they were not in pof-
feflion. )

This decifion appeared unjuft to Edward,
and confirmed his enmity to France. It be-
gan by little animofities. Edward reccived
Robert of Artois with open arms, who had
been banifthed from France for a falfchood he
was guilty of in a procefs at law ; and Philip
returned the compliment by receiving David
de Bruce, king of Scotland, dethroned by Ed-
ward Baliol, whom the king of England fup-
ported.

The emperor Lewis of Bavaria took the fide
of the Englith, and declared war againft
France. He fummgned Humbert, the dau-
phin of Vienna, who held his titles from the
emperor, to aid him in this war.  Philip, on his
part, invited Humbert, as a vaffal of the crown
to which his father had rendcred homage, to
come and join him at Amiens. Humbert,
who was by no means of a warlike difpofition,
found himfelf very critically fituated ; and he
thought he might come off by ftanding neuter.
Petrarch knew the dauphin well ; he had feen
him often at cardinal Colonna’s, when this
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prince was at Avignon. He had exprefled a
friendfhip for Petrarch, who was concerned to
{ee him act a part contrary to his honour; and
he undertook to write to him, to draw him out
of this lethargy, and to fhew him the fatal
confequences which muft enfue from it. 1t is
probable that cardinal Colonna, who loved
Humbert, and was interefted in his glory,
engaged Petrarch to write this letter, as fol-
lows:

¢ My attachment to you forces me to break
filence, and to write you a letter which, if
it is read with the fame difpofition in which it
was written, may contribute to your glory,
and ought to increafe your kindnefs towards
me. If the name of friend, with which you
have honourcd me, is not an empty title, I
think it is my duty to roufe you from {leep,
and to fet before you the great perils with
which you are threatened.

¢« You perceive what a war is kindling be-
tween the kings of France and England ; your
anceftors have beheld nothing likeit.  All the
princes and the nations of Europe are fet in
motion. Never bas a wider field of glory
been opened for the bravery of warriors.  Al-
‘ready have thofc people taken up arms who
inhabit the country between the Alps and the
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occan. You alone live in peace in the midft
‘of that whirlwind which encircles all.

¢ Liften to Virgil, who afks, Can you
fleep in the fituation you are in? Do you not
fec the dangers that threaten you? Shame
alonc fhould have driwn you out of your le-
thargy. While all the warriors in Europe are
armed and expofed to the heat of the dog-days,
can you remain buried in the bofom of luxury
and eafc? You are young, noble, robuft, and
powerful.  You appeared, formerly, cager after
glory; what reftrains this defire at prefent?
You love floth ; you fly from labour: but learn
from Salluft, that luxury and idlenefs fuit none
but women, and that labour is thé_lot of men.
You fear death: but what is death? A fort
of fleep. What difference is there between
the day in which we begin, and that in which
we end our lives? The firft introduces us to
pain and trouble: the laft delivers us from
both. Hence the cuftom, drawn from the.
maxims of found philofophy, to weep at the
birth, and rejoice at the death of their friends.

¢ But even fuppofing death to be an evil, do
you believe you can fhelter yourfelf from it by
a foft and effeminate life ? Are you ignorant of
the proverb which fays, % The palate kills
‘more than the fword.” Death fecks us and
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finds ‘us every where. - Would you then be
fo much attached to life, as to wifh to prolong
it at the expence of your honour? Many, had
they . died fooner, would have preferved the
names they afterwards loft; witnefs Tarquin,
Claudius, and Pompey. Shall the fgar of death
then prevent your going where your duty calls ?
Or can you think yourfelf in fafety at home?

¢ Open your eyes, and you will fee an enor-
mous mafs, moved by the efforts of a thoufand
nations, ready to fall wherever fortune fhall
decree. Your enemies furround the king; you
know he is not prejudiced in your favour. If
he fhould prove conqueror, do you think he
will take your indolence in good part ? If he 1s
vanquifhed, do you hope to reft fecure from
thofe dangers victory draws after it? Do not
you fear being overwhelmed in the common
ruin? They will fay you remained neuter from
fear, and not from good-will. They will oblige
you to be a fpeétator of the combat, however it
may be decided. Call to mind what happened
to Metius the Alban chief, who, retiring to an
eminence with the defign of declaring himfelf
the victor, was dragged to pieces between four
horfes by the order of Tullus Hoftilius. - Take
my advice, awake from your drowfinefs, and,

before it is too late, perform your duty. To
VOL. I. K
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remain- ina&ive, when all the werld is in:
maotion, refembles death rather than fleep.’

This letter had no effe@ upon the dauphin,’
He pafled the winter at Avignon, and went not
to Paris till July following, where fome bufinefs
called him. , ‘

Petrarch fpeaks of a llttlc journey that he
toqk about this time with a man whofe rank
wag fuperior to his judgment ; and in a letter,
wrote thirty years after to Philip of Cabaflole,
ke gives this account of it:

« This great perfon, whofe fociety was dif-
pleafing ta me, invited me to go with him ta
8t, Beaume. I conftantly oppofed his entrea-
ties; but cardinal Colonna, to whom I could re-
fufe nething, jeined in them. I was obliged
te comply, and fuffered myfelf to be dragged
thither. We pafléd three days and three nights
in that facred and horrible cavern.  Weary of
the fociety 1 came with againft my will, I wan-
dered froquently into the neighbouring forefts.
I had fometimes recourfe to my ufual method
of difpelling the vexation one feels in difagree.
able fociety. My imagination brought to my
view my abfent friends, and I converfed with
them in my thoughts as if prefent. Ihad net
lomg had the happinefs of knowing you; hbut
yau came ta my aid on this occafion. I thought
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I faw you feated near, and converfing with me
in my grotto.” ‘
Getard, the brother of Petrarch, who was
with him in this journey, took this opportunity
to vifit the monaftety of the Cafthuflans;
which is only two leagues from St. Beaume,
and confirmed himfelf in the proje@ he had
already conceived of becoming a Carthufian.
Italy was ftill in commotion, and all the-reft
of Europe. The bifhop of Verona was mur-
dered in a fray, and Azon de Correge and Wil=
liam de Paftrengo were fent to Avigrion to re-
prefent this affair to the pope. Petrarch,
who was then at Vauclufe, no foonet heard of
their arrival, than he flew to Avignon, eager to
fec his dear friend. But hardly had he fet
foot in that city, when he felt his wound open
again. Convinced that he had no refource but
in flight, and that he had not a moment to
lofe, he returned that very night to his retreat,
without feeing thofe dear friends whoth he
fought with fo much ardour. After Petrarch
was fettled at Vauclufe, whenever he made a
journey to Avignon, he lodged in a little houfe
belonging to Lelius, who was dat Réme with
the bithop of Lombes. As foon as William de
Paftrengo heard that Petrarch wds come to fee
him, he went immediately to this houf; but
K 2
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finding no one there, he left the following
billet :

< Where are you, my dear Pctrarch » 1
knocked at the door of my friend Lelius. T
called; no one made anfwer. Come out of
your den, I befeech you, and ﬂ1ew yourfclf to

a friend who longs to behold you.’

Petrarch returned this anfwer :

¢ You were aftonithed not to find me at
Avignon, where I formerly was fo happy to fee
you. Butyou ought to be ftill more furprifed
that, -having quitted the country at the feafon
when it is moft agreeable to me, I thould re-
turn again in fo much hafte without having
embraced you. Liften to my reafons for a
conduct fo very fingular. The fun is going to
fet, and your courier haftens me. I have not
time to inform you of ‘'my fufferings in the city
you ate in; perceiving that the only means of
recovering my health was to leave it, I took
this ftep, notwithftanding the efforts of all my
friends to detain me. = Alas! their friendfhip
ferves only to my deftruction. I came into
this folitude, 'to feek a thelter from the tem-
peft; and to live a little for myfelf, before I
was called to die. I was near the mark [
aimed at; I felt, with extreme joy, my mind
was more at eafe; the life which I led feemed
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to me to approach to that of the blefled in
heaven. But behold ‘the force of habit and of
paffion ; I return often, though led by no bu-
finefs, into :that odious city. - I caft myfelf
into the nets in which I was before enfnared.
I know not what wind drives me from the
port into that ftormy fea where I have been fo
often thipwrecked. I am no fooner there, than
I feel I am in a veflel tofled on every fide. 1fee
the firmament on fire, the fea rage, and rocks
ready to dafth me in pieces. Death prefents
itlelf to my eyes; and, what is worfe than
death, I am weary of my prefent life, and dread
that which is to come,

¢ This is all the apology I can makc at prc-
fent for not having had the pleafure of fecing
you; The cares which confume my heart
fcized upon me as foon as I fet foot in Avig-
non. They threatened me asa rebellious flave
who had broken his fetteys, To avoid the
new opes they were. preparing, I fled with
precipitation. I departed at night, not daring
to attempt it by day. Touched with my con-
dition, you will pardon me for not feeing you.
You will plead my caufe in the World, where
they confider as a madnefs my quitting the town
to live in folitude.’

" William de Paftrengo made this @nfwer:
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% Your precipitate flight, my dear Petrarch,
difpleafed me extremely; with grief I found
myfelf deprived of your converfation: = Is it
eafy to bear the abfence of a friend whofe pre-
fence is fo delightful ? Your letter came very
feafonably to diffipate my chagrins, and refrefh
my- mind after the fatigues of bufinefs. I learn
with pleafure that you have forced open the
door of your prifon, and burft the chains that
bound you: that, after having weathered a
violent ftorm, you are at laft arrived at the port
you aimed at, and lead in it a life of refle&tion,
and tranquillity.

‘I fee from hence all you do at Vauclufe in
the courfe of the day. At fun-rife, awakened
by the concert of the woods and the murmurs
of your fountains, you climb up the dewy hills,
from whence you.fee under you beautiful and
well-cultivated fields, and perhaps the fea co-
vered over with fails. You have always your
table-book with you, to which you commit
evety moment fome new pt:odqéhon of your
mind. When the fun thines on the horizon you
£o into your little houfe, to a repaft fimple as
thofe of Curius and Fabricius: This is foon fol-
Towed by a fhort fleep, aftér which, to avoid the
h‘eat_, you enter into the valley, where, when the
fun begins to decline, the thadows of the moun-~
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tains lengthen towards the eaft. 1 think I fee
that marvellous fountain which feems to fpring
out of the rock, from whence, guthing forth' in
fhining Waves, it flows in a beautiful fiver
which waters the valley.

¢ I difcover that tremendous cavern 'Wthh
you enter when the water is low, and breathe
a coo] air in the burning heats of fummicr;
that grotto fufpended on waters more tranfpa-
rant then glafs; and I behold you feated in the
fhade, feafting your eyes on thofe delightfid
profpe@s. From hence viewing the things of
the world as a fhadow that is pafling away,
you renounce them to employ your time in
fuch productions as the Nymphs and the Mufes
applaud. When you leave thefe contempla-
tions your hands are empty, but your tables
are full. But think not to poflefs alonc the
treafures of your mind, Mine is never abfent,
but partakes with you an enjoyment as ufeful
as it is agreeable.

¢ Adieu, my dear Petrarch, Forget not your
other felf,’

1339 William de Paftrengo rcmamed 4
year at Avignon, occupied with the négotiation
he was charged with, and in which he fue
copded, Ho went to Vauclufe whettevés e



‘136 THE LIFE OF BOOK
cbuld fteal a few hours from his bufinefs, and
affifted Petrarch in the cultivation of his gare

Petrarch, after this, made feveral journies
to Avignon. He fometimes fancied himfelf
cured: but, like Virgil's hind, he always car-
ried about with him the fatal arrow.

< I am weary,’ fays he, ¢ of my tears which
I fhed day and night, and of feeling that I am
the wretched objeét of my own averfion. = At
my fepulchre I would not have your name en-
graved upon my tomb; a teftimony to future
ages, that by the darts of Laura I was bereft of
life. Accept rather this tender and faithful
heart ; treat it with more kindnefs; dry up
my tears, and fpeak peace to my foul !

Petrarch was in the unhappy ftate peculiar to
a love tender like his, when dire&ed to an im-
proper obje&, and whofe -fociety he could
therefore obtain very rarely, and for thort in-
tervals only : he knew not how ta think, or
how to aét; he was irrefolute and miferable :
when he found himfelf more at liberty, he
wifthed for his chains ; when opprefled by their
weight, he fighed for liberty. This, it muft be
owned, is a melancholy fituation of the human
mind, and the dreadful confequence of a mify
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placed affeCtion; and, whatever palliations
may be drawn in excufe for Petrarch, who
lived in a dark age, under the clouds of fuper-
ftition which at that time covered the world,
no apology can be made with juftice at prefent
for thofe whofe chara&ers refemble his in this
unhappy point-of view, fince the light both
of facred and moral truth, now clearly con-
veyed to all, rejets all fophiftry in refpe& to
the internal-difpofition, as well as the outward
condud, and condemns as certainly the inward
encouragement of the paffion as the outward
commiffion of the crime.
*- Even Petrarch himfelf feems to have felt
this truth, and cenfured his own condué& on
thefe principles, as well as’ bitterly lamented
the fufferings it caufed him, in the dialogue
he draws between himfelf and St. Auguftin.
The following fentiments, drawn from fome
fonnets he wrote about this time, addrefled to
the eyes of Laura, do alfo fully prove thefe
fufferings, and are too defcriptive of Laura to
be omitted. - ' '

¢ Bright eyes ! where Love has eftablifhed his
empire! it is to you I addrefs myfelf. My
Mufe is cold and languid, but the fubje@ [ am
upon will cherifh and infpire it. To thofe wha
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fing your praifc you give the wings of love,
which elevates them far above all that is grofs
and terreftrial. Borne upon thefe wings, I dare
exprefs the feelings which have long been cons
cealed in my heart.

¢ Ye faithful witneffes of the life I lead; ye
fields and flowers, ye mountains, woeds, and
vallies, which furround me ; how oftcn have ye
heard me call death to my fuccour? for the
who wounds is not touched with my diftrefs. |
- ¢ Bright eyes ! ferene beyond expreflion! I
complain not of you, though transfixed by yeus
darts from which I cannot fly : behald the pale~
nefs of my vifage, and then judge the condi-
dition to which yow have reduced me! A

¢ But grief makes me wander; rather would
I dic in their prefence than live deprived of
their influence. »

‘Yes, charming Leura! ] difcover in youn
eyes a light which points out the path and
guides me in the road to heaven. By a long
and delightful ftudy I read in them all that
pafies in your foul. It is this view excites me
to- virtue, raifes me abeve the joys of fenfe, and
leads me to true glory: it fpreads over my
heart that inexpreffible repofe which. fills it
with delight, and renders it infenfible to every
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other obje@. In this ftate of enjoyment, my
thoughts, my words, and my a&xons, bear the
flamp of immortality !

¢ The happieft lovers, the brighteft minions
of fortune, have never felt my joy, when in-
dulged with thofe tender regards beftowed by
love and Laura. I fee it with grief; nature
has not formed me worthy of thefe heavenly
regards; but it is my ambition to become fo.
If I can purify my heart, it I can detach it from
every inferior impulfe, perhaps a good name
will compenfate for my want of endowments.
This is certain, that I fhall never find confola«
tion but in thofe tranfporting emotions which
are the moft exquifite gratifications to a chaﬂ;q

and tender heart.

¢ In paft ages men, filled with a noble emu-
lation, traverfed the feas and the mountains to
feek from a diftant foil things that were rare
and excellent. As for me, I nced not travel
far, for I find every good thing in the eyes I

adore.
¢ As a pilot who, in the obfcurity of the

night toffed by the tempeft, raifes his eyes to-

wards the heavens to direét him in his courfe,

fo 1, in the ftorms of my paffions,. turn towards

my bright and polar ftars. Thefe are my di-

rectors ; they are my guides in every ftep that
3
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I take. O Laura! I am nothing without you.
'If, cultivated by your kind hand, I fhould pro-
ducc any fruit, the glory, the fchc1ty, wﬂl be
_yours.”

- 'We will now return to the affairs of Italy.

- ‘Benedi& XII. drew to Avignon the beft ar-
tifts, to affift in raifing that enormous edifice
which he had planned for himfelf and hlS fuc-
cefors.

- Painting began at this time to revive. Gi-
otto, the pupil of Cimabue, who raifed this art
from its afhes, died in 1336. He left a pupil
who followed his ftyle of painting, and whe
had worked with him in Rome, at that famous
Mofaic picture reprefenting the bark of St. Pe-
ter tofled by the tempeft. This pupil of Gi-
atto was called Simon Martini, and fometimes
Simon de Sienna, becaufe he was born in that
city. - He attached himfelf to his mafter, and
followed him to Rome, where he executed
fome piétures that eftablithed his roputation.
He worked afterwards with fuccefs in Tuf-
cany, always in the manner of Giotto. After
his death, Benedict invited him in a very prcﬁ-
ing manner, fays Vafari, to Avignon. ' He in-
tended to have the hiftory of “the martyrs

painted by hlm, for the orhamcnt of hxs Pa‘
lace. , :
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* Simon was not famous for defigti, ds is evia’
dent from fome picures of his at Pifa, the
fubje&s of which are taken from the life of St:
Renier; but he had invention, and fucceeded
admirably in portraits. When he came to
Avignon his behaviour gained him the love and
eftecem of all the prelates, and he foon became
acquainted with Petrarch. He loved his coun-
trymen, and above all men of genius; and he
attached himfelf very fincerely to the Sicnnefe
poet: a certain affinity which fubfifts between
poctry and painting contributed to ftrengthen
the band of their union. Simon held the fame
rank among the painters as Petrarch among
the pocts.

" Petrarch defired his friend to draw a {mall
pi¢ture of Laura, fo fmall as to be portable.
Simon, who was delighted to exercife his ta~
lents on fo celebrated a beauty, gave Petrarch
this mark of his friendfhip with the greateft
readinefs. There is yet at Avignon, in the
houfe of Sade, an old pi¢ture of Laura, which
was probably a copy of this given to Petrarch.
Laura appears in it drefled in red, holding
a flower in her hand, with a fweet and mo-
deft countenance, rather inclining to tender-
nefs. A

Petrarch complimented Simon. on this oc-
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cafion in one of his poems. < What a happi-
nefs,” fays Vafari, (who was himfelf an emi-
nent painter in the fixteenth century) ¢ for a
painter to be united with a great poet! He
thall draw a little picture, which can only laft
a certain number of years, becaufe painting is
fubject to all forts of accidents, and for his re«
ward he fhall be immortalifed by verfes, which
are beyond the reach of time.’

Whether the imagination of Slmon was fo
filled with Laura, that it was ever prefent when
he propofed to paint a beautiful woman, or
whether he meant by this to oblige and exprefs
his acknowledgments to Petrarch, it is certain
he drew her figure on many occafions in which
fhe had no concern.

On a painting in Frefco fhe is drefled in
green at the feets of St. George on horfeback,
who delivers her from the dragon.  This piece
is under the portico of Notre-Dame de Dons,
arid is much damaged by the injuries of the
weather ; Laura is placed in another of his pice
tures in the church of St. Marie Novella at
Florence.” Among the females who reprefent
the pleafures of the world, we fee Laura drefled
in green, with a little flame rifing out of her
breaft, her gown ftrewed over with flowers.
In another picture in the fame church, Pe-



¢ T PETRARCH. 143
trarch is drawn ftanding by a knight of Rhodes.
At Sienna alfo they fhew a piQure of the Vir-
gin drawn by Simon, which is a portrait of
Laura; fheisthere drefled in.green, wich her
eyes fixed on the ground, which was her com-’
mon attitude, All thefe pictures of Laura were
not thought fufficient by Simon to express his
lave for Petrarch. There was a manufcript of
Virgil upon vellum, with the commentaries of
Servius, which he greatly prized.  Simon
painted on the firft leaf of this manufcript very
elegant figures, which reprefented all the fub-
Jc& of the Aineid. This is to be fccn at Mﬂan,
in the Ambrofian library.

.1340. The firft years of Petrarch’s rcﬁdencc
at Vauclufe were employed in a deep ftudy of
the Roman hiftory, and he undertook to write
it from Romulus to Titus : an immenfe work in:
an age when manufcripts were rare, and the
(ub_,c& ftill buried in obfcurity., His imagina-
tion was warmed with the fine paflages in the
life of Scipio Africanus. By a fort of inftin&, -
he had from childhood given Scipio the prefe-.
rence tq the heroes of ancient, as Stephen Co--
lonna to all thofe of modern, Rome. 'He wifh-
ed to write an epic poem on this fubject. At
that time this was the utmoft effort of the hu-
man mind, and the moft probable means of
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gmmng ‘him 'the laurel crown, for whxch ho-

nour he had long ﬁghcd - He was not dif~

couraged by difficulties. He fet about and pro-

fecuted this work with fo ‘much ardour, that
in the fpace of a year the poem was far ad-

vanced. He gave it the name of Africa, be-

caufe it recited the victories of Scipio over the

Carthaginians in the fecond Punic war. If
Petrarch had known the poem of Silius Itali-

cus on this fubje®, he would hardly have un«

dertaken it ; but that being concealed in a mo=~~
naftery, was not found till 1415 : that of En-

nius he was acquainted with. ¢ Ennius,’ fays
he, ¢ has fung fully of Scipio; but, in the opi-

nion of Valerius Maximus, his ftyle is harth and

vulgar. There is no elegant poem which has

for its fubjet the glorious actions of that con-

queror of Hannibal. I am refolved to cele-.

brate his vi@ories«in the beft manner I am
able.’

The bithop of Cavaillon, fearing that his
clofe application to this work would deftroy his
health, which appeared to him already injured,
- came one day and afked him for the key of his
library. Petrarch, not aware of his intention,
gave it him immediately. The bifhop, after
having locked up his books and his papers, faid
to him, ¢ command you to remain ten days
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without reading or writing.” Petrarch obeyed;
but it was with extreme relutance. The firft
day that he paffed after this interdiQion ap-
peared to him longer than a year; the fecond
he had a violent hcad-ach from morning to
night ; and on the third he felt fome fymptoms
of a fever. The bithop, touched with his con-
dition, reftored to him in the fame moment
his keys and his health. '

Notwithftanding his enthufiafm for Scipio,
Petrarch was not fo abforbed but that he found
‘time for other ftudies. He had long defired
to learn the Greck language, that he might
read Homer and Plato, of whofe works there
were at that time no tolerable tranflations.

¢ The name of Homer,” fays he, ¢is hardly
known to thofe barbarians from whom we are
only feparated by the Alps. Would to God
we wete divided from them by the ocean
itfelf! The book which pafles under the
name of Homer is only an abridgment of the
Iliad, done by a fchoolboy whofe name is uns
known.'

The Greek language was never totally loft
in Italy, but at the time I am fpeaking of there
were hardly fix perfons who were acquainted
with the rudiments of it; and though Dante
in his famous poem cites feveral Greek au-

VOL. I. Y
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thors, Manneti and Philelphe affure us that hc
was ignorant of that language.

Petrarch was fo happy this year as to have
an opportunity of learning it at Awgnon and
this engaged him to make a longer ftay in this
city than he had ever done fince his eftablith-
ment at Vauclufe. Barnard Borlaam, a Greek
by defcent, but born in Calabria, a monk of St.
Bafil, and abbe of St. Sauviur at Conftantino-
ple, came to Avignon on an embafly from An-
dronicus, the young Greck emperor, to the
pope, to procure a council for the reunion of
the Greek and Roman churches, which had
feparated in the ninth century. The pretext
for this fchifm was, that the Greeks believed
the Holy Ghoft proceeded immediately from
the Fathier; the Latins, from the Father and
the Son: and fome difpute about the confecra-
tion of the holy bread. Borlaam brought let-
ters of recommendation from Philip king of
France, and Robert king of Naples, to facilitate
the fuccefs of the negociation.

Boccace thus defcribes this Greek envoy,
whom he knew at Naples:

¢ Borlaam was a little man, with gréat know-
fedge and underftanding. Greece has not, for
many years, ptoduced fo wife a man. He was
profoundly verfed in all that relates to hiftory,

3
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in phllofophy, and the Greek language ; and

from the princes and learned men in Conftan-
tinople he received certificates which attefted
the fuperiority of his abilities. He had a fubtle
and penetrating mind, and perfectly underftood
Euclid, Ariftotle, and Plato. But he exprefl-
ed with difficalty what he conceived with
amazing eafe and quicknefs.

Pctrarch was folicitous to be acquamted
‘with fuch a man as Borlaam, and fought with
eagerncfs to be inftru&ed in the Greek lan-
guage. Borlaam, on his fide, withed as much
to be acquainted with the Latin tongue, which
he knew only a little of, having been educated
by mafters who fpoke that language. Thefe
views foon united them. They began by read-
ing Plato. From this philofopher Petrarch
drew many refined fentiments on the nature
of love, the origin of fouls, their tranfmigration,
and their paflage into the planets when difen-
cumbered from the body. - Petrarch would
foon have become perfet in the Greek lan-
guage, under this able mafter; had he continued
at Avignon; but the bad fuccefs of his nego-
ciation haftened his departure.  Petrarch was
in defpair at lofing his tutor ; and Borlaam ge:
neroufly owned, that in this commerce he had
jearnt much more than he was able to teach. -

L 2
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‘The lofs of one friend, howevcr, was maﬂc
up to Petrarch by the arrival of another, who
was as neceffary to regulate the motions of his
heart as this Greek mafter was to increaf¢ the
riches of his mind. This was father: Dcnn;s,
whom Petrarch had fo often confulted about
his paffion. He could not have arrived at a
more fortunate moment; his patient wanted
more than ever the exertion of his 1kill, for re-
lapfes are the rocks moft to be feared, as well
by the phyfician of the foul as the phyfician of
the body. This wife Auqu{’cin, being advanc-
ed in years, thought it time to quit the pulpit,
and the univerfity of Paris, where he had ap-
peared with great honour, to enjoy the fweets
of repofe in the bofom of his country, and
came to Avignon with the intention of going
by fea to Florence.

Petrarch did«all he could to engage him to
vifit Vauclufe, and finding him relu@®ant, he
feconded his folicitations with a billet, as fol-
lows: _

¢ Can nothing induce you, my dear mafter,
to come to my folitude ? Neither the beau-
ties of the place, nor the friendfhip you have.
glways exprefled for me }  Will nothing tempt
you to come to a friend folitary and aban-
doned ? Will not my ardent requeft, and the
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pity you muft have for my condition, deter-
mine you to pafs fome days with your difciple,
and honour his retreat with your prefence ? If
‘thefe motives are not fufficient, permit me to
cmploy others which appear to me irrefiftible.
There is in this ‘place a poplar trec of fo im-
mcnfc a fize, that it covers with its thade not
only the river and its banks, but alfo a con-
fiderable extent beyond them. They tell us,
that kmg Robert of Naples, invited by the
beauty of this fpot, came here to unburden his
mind from the weight of public affairs, and
enjoy in this delightful thade the fweets of re-
pofe. He brought with him his queen, as fa-
mous for her beauty as her birth; Clemence
his niece, the widow of a great king, and a pro-
digious train of lords and ladies.
¢ While this brilliant court amufed them-
felves in wandering over the meadows, hunt-
ing in the woods, drawing the ponds, and con-
tnvmg a thoufand rural games on the banks of
the river, the king, fcated on the enamelled
lawn under the fhade of this fine tree, was bu-
,ncd in deep thought. His penetrating mind,
accuftomed to pry into the bowels of the earth,
,fought perhaps fome fecret of nature; or per-
,hags he was converfing with fortune, and fay-
ing, You may continu¢ to overwhelm me
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with favours, but I am not to be Blinded by
your deceitful carefles; for I know that death
purfues, and will fo6n raife me beyond the eir~
cle of them all.” He might perhaps be me-
ditating fome great proje&, to punifh the per-
fidious prince who fo unjufily withheld a part
of his kingdom. Whatever were the' reflec-
tions which occupied the mind of this great
man, they were certainly fublime and worthy
of him. '

¢ And will not you, my dear mafter, come
with tranfport to a place fo honoured ? Will
not you revere the trec that covered him, and
kifs with tranfports the facred footfteps of a
prince who will be held in veneration by
pofterity ¥ |
~ The king, of whom Petrarch gives fo high
an eulogium, in which flattery had no part,
was Robert, {6t of Charles II. and grandfon of
Charles I.  He was the third king of Naples,
of the houfe of Anjou; and was crowned at
"Avignon, the fame year that pope Clement V.
‘eftablithed the holy fee in that city, of which
‘Robert was the lord in his own rlght as count
‘of Provence.

“He was,” fays Petrarch, ¢ the only true
"Ring of his time, for I call none kings but thofe
“who rule themfelves. ' In him every virtue was
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united ; he was a good mafter, a good father, a
good hufband: religious from principle, cou-
rageous from nature, pacific for the good of his
people. He was the only prince who loved
letters, and encouraged men of learning. He
received them with kindnefs, and attended
with pleafure to their works. He loved to
communicate what he knew, and he blufhed
not to learn even in his advanced age. One of
his favourite fayings was, “ We acquire know-
ledge by giving and receiving inftruétion.”

¢ Neither the capricioufnefs of fortune,
whofe favours and whofe cruelties he had alter-
nately experienced, the ignorance of his time,
nor the contempt in which fcience was held,
could detach him from ftudy. In the midft of
the moft important affairs, in the tumult of war,
day and night he would always have his books
about him. He became by this means a phi-
lofopher, theologian, mathematician, aftrono-
mer, and even a phyfician; and was befides
well verfed in hiftory, belles lettres, and all thc
fciences.’

Boccace, who was foon after this unrted
with Petrarch, being at Naples before he pro-
duced thofe works which have fince rendered

‘him {o celebrated, obtained from this prince
the moft gracious reception, and khew him
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well. - < He js,” fays he, ¢ the wifeft king thag;
has reigned fince Solomon. Ail the warld
was of the fame opinion. He was, however,
a belieyer in Judlclal aﬁroloby, which was the.
folly of the age he lived in.’ g
- This prince made a voyage into Provence in.
1319, and refided at Avignon four years, in the-
court of John XXII. who owed his elevation ta
Robert, and had a fincere regard for him. And:
it was at this time he went to vifit Vauclufe,
the account of which Petrarch gave in the
above letter.

Father Dennis yielded at laft to the folicita-
tions of Petrarch, who had addrefled this monk
with grcatb tkill, as he had a fingular attach-
ment and veneration for king Robert. Their
umion began at Avignon, and was founded upon
a great fimilarity of tafte and knowledge, and
had been kept up‘ever fince by an interchange of
letters, in which the moft important queftions
were difcuflfed. Unhappily for Petrarch, father
Dennis, who was in hafte to return to his coun-
try, made but a thort ftay at Avignon.. On his
arrival at Florence, he found that city more
agitated than ever by the inteftine commotions
already mentioned, -

In July of the fame year there was an cclxpfe
of the fun in the fign of Caricer, ¢ which hap-
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pens,’ fays Villani, ¢ only once in a hundred
years; and announces, according to the an-
cient aftrologers, very heavy calamities,” On
this occafion their judgment proved truc; a
great deal of mifchief was done by violent
ftorms, and by the plague and famine at Flo-
rence.. Thefe calamities determined father
Dennis to yield to the invitations of king Ro-
bert, who had prefled him a long time to come
and end his days in his court. The king re-
ceived him with open arms, and gave him an
apartment in his own palace, that he might
enjoy more of his fociety. By a public a@®
he beftowed on him houfes for the foundation
of a convent and a church at Carbonora,
which is a fuburb of Naples.

In the firft converfations which father Dennis
had with this prince, he fpoke to him of Pe-
trarch as of a man whom he highly loved and
cftcemed. Robert already knew Petrarch by
reputation, and the culogy of father Dennis
augmented the good opinion he had conceived
of his chara&er, and determined him to fend
him a letter. It is much to be lamented that
this letter is loft, He enclofed in it an epitaph
for the judgment of Petrarch on the niece we
have mentioned ; and ¢ who was,’ fays Villani,
4 a queen of great virtue and knowledge." He
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takes the occafion to lament, asa Chn{hari and
a phxlofophcr, the mifernies of hfe, and’ the ne-
ceflity of death ; oppofed to which, there is no
confolation but in the hopes of 1mmortahty
It is eafy to imagine the joy of Petrarch when
he received this mark of goodnefs from a prince
of whom he had a long time conceived the
higheft idea, and whofe favour and approbation
he paflionately defired. This was the anfwer
he returned :

¢ I know not which I ought moft to admire
in the letter I have received, the juftnefs and
dignity of the thoughts, or the graces of the
ftyle. I did not imagine the human mind ca-
pable of expreffing its ideas on fo fublime a
fubje with fo much variety, ftrength, and
precifion. The beginning of your letter, in
.which you paint in fo lively a manner the mif-
fortunes of huriian life, made fo ftrong an im-
prcfﬁon on me, that I almoft repented I ever
came into the world: but the hand which
made the wound contributed to heal it.
What you fay of the immortality of the foul
relieved my drooping fpirits, and I then fcit a
kind of joy that | was born mortal. After
having broken the chains which imprifcm the
foul, and caft off the outward covering, how
(khghtful to be clothed with that immortal
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sobe which will' render our bodies pure and in-
eorruptible ! This expedtation, which our faith
‘prefents to us, was unknown to the heathen
philofophers: but they felt that the foul was
not to die. Pherecydes was the firft among
them who openly maintained this truth; Epi-
curus the only one who denied it.  From Phe-
recydes it pafled to Pythagoras, from Pythago-
ras to Socrates, and then to Plato, who com-
pofed a treatife on that fubject, which Cato of
Utica ftudied, to prepare himfelf for death.
And Cicero eftablifhed this doétrine in his dif~
courfes on friendthip, old age, and many other
arts of his works.

¢ But to whom do I fay thefe things? fool
that Iam! Not only to the greateft of kings,
but to. the greateft of philofophers. Deign to
pardon me, illuftrious prince, if, carried away
by my zeal for the fubject, I fought to confirm
by foreign teftimonies a truth which verifies
itfelf, and makes me figh for that day fo ge-
‘merally dreaded by mortals. | envy the fate of
that niece whofe epitaph you vouchfafed to
fend me; whofe humble and courteous man-
ners, though a fovereign princefs, rendered her
truly worthy of the name fhe bore. Though
‘taken from hence in the bloom of youth and
‘beauty, univerfally regretted, as well in the
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kingdom where fhe was born, as in that to

which fhe fucceeded, fhe yet appears to me -
the moft happy, becaufe you have immortalifed

her here, and fhe is enjoying a felicity that is

cverlafting. How then can any one call that

princefs dead who lives in fame on earth, and

is exalted to blifs in heaven ? Your eprtaph will

tran{mit the memory of your niece with your

own to pofterity : and it will be faid of her, as

‘Alexander faid of Achilles, < How happy is fhe

to be celebrated by fo greata poet!” But I fear

I thall weary you by the length of my letter.

The elegant concifenefs of yours warns me to

conclude. 1 pray heaven to preferve a life

crowned equally with the laurels of Mars and of
Apollo.’

Some time after this Petrarch received a
letter from fathcr Dennis, inviting him to
come and enjoy with him the tranquillity and
bounty he poflefled. To which Petrarch made
this reply :

¢ Since the time I have ceafed to hcar your
friendly voice, nothing has given me fo much
pleafure as the report fpread at Avignon, that
you was gone to Naples to the court of king
Rabert: Nothing, in my opinion, contributcs
fo much to the delight and tranquillity of life
as- the intercourfe and converfation of wife
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men. You underftand me, but I will fpeak
with more clearnefs. Cicero faid, “ Who was
greater than Themiftocles in Greece?” And I
fay, with ftill more truth, “ Who is greater
than king Robert, not only in Italy, but even
throughout Eutope ”

¢ In this view, it is not the luftre of his
crown that dazzles, or his power that weighs
with me; it 1s his mind, his manners that I
admire. True kingsare more rarely met with
than we imagine : we fhould fee fewer fceptres
and crowns, if thefe alone were honoured with
‘them. It is a folly to give that name to the
flaves of paffion, who live like brutes rather
than men. [ think Robert the only one who
deferves that title; for he has fhewn, bya
thoufand inftances of patience and moderation,
that he knows how to govern himfelf.

¢ This prince has fent for you, and you have
obeyed his fummons. A perfe& conformity in
your ftudies and difpofitions unites you: thisis
quite natural. If I was fpeaking to any other
but yourfelf, I fhould fay that the king could
not procure himfelf a greater relief under the
fatigues of government. As to you, you will
obtain at Naples that inward peace which you
could not have poflefled amidft the diforders in
Tufcany. When I heardyou were there, ¢ How
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happy,” cried I, ¢ is father Dennis! He will
now lead a peaceful life.” I will foon follow
you! You know that I afpirc to the' poetic
laurel ; ‘and I would owe -it only to. king
Robert. If I am fo happy to be fummoned by
him, I will fly 1mmed1ately, and confecratc to
him my talents and my ftudies.”

From time immemorial the laurel had
been the reward of valour, merit, and genius.
Virgil fpcaks of it in the Aneid, where they
crowned the victors in the Pythian games.
The Romans carly adopted this practice. The
laurel being confecrated to Apollo, the god of
poetry, it was natural to crown poets with
it as well as conquerors. Petrarch fays in his
Africa, fpeaking in the charader of Ennius te
Scipio, ¢ Permit us to partake with you in the
honour of this crown. If glory belongs to the
talents of the mind “4s well as to military prow-
efs, it is but juft to adorn with laurel the
brows of poets as well as the brows of heroes.
This tree, by its perpetual and beautiful ver«
dure, announces immortality both to the one
and the other.” It may be added, the paffion
which Petrarch had- for Laura rendered him
ftill morc defirous of this honour. This cuf:
tom had however been abohfhcd at Rome
more than a thoufand years. . :
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At laft the moment.came when he arrived
at.thc;licight of his withes ; and the manner
of obtaining this honour was ftill more flatter-
ing than the honour itfelf. - '

In Augutt of the year 1340, being at Vau-
clufe, occupied with the thoughts of Laura
and h:s poem, at the third hour, that is to fay
about mine in the morning, Petrarch reccived a
letter from the Roman fenate, who urged him
with many prefling entreatics to come to Rome
to receive the crown of laurel.  On the fame
day arrived a courier from Robert Bordi, chan-
cellor of the univerfity of Paris, in which this
friend and countryman joined every motive
which was capable of inducing him to give
the preference to Paris for the performance of
this ceremony. Nothing could be morc flatter-
ing to Petrarch than this honourable concur-
rence of the two greateft cities in the world,
dlfputmg which fhould have the glory of
crowning him. This was the brighteft period
of his life.

In the firft moments of his mtomcatxon,
being uncertain how to determine, he Wrotc
thus to Avignon to cardinal Colonna :

'« Who would have guefled that fuch honours
would have purfucd me amid@t my rocks ? I
know there is nothing folid in this world, and
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that we run after thadows. Buit I carinot Help
comparing my fitudtion to that of Syphax, the
moft powerful king in Africa, who received at
the fame time the ambafladors of Rome and
Carthage contending for his alliatice. I own
to you I know not which to prefer: I am
agitated by powerful motives on both fides.’

< At Paris thére never was a poet crowned.
I fhall be the firft; this novelty pleafes me,
and difpofes me to that fide. But the venes
ration I have for Rome, where the greateft
poets have received the laurel, inclines the ba-
lance to the other. Friendfhip draws me to
Paris, but Rome has king Robert for its neighe
bour, and I know no perfon more capable of
judging of my abilities. You fee my perplexity.
I fear left in my joy I thould decide impropers
ly. Deign to advife me. To whom but you
can I addrefs myfelf? You who are my pilot,
my fupport, and my glory I’

We fee in this letter, that Petrarch inclined
towards Rome ; and the anfwer of the cardinal
‘was conformable to this inclination : to which
Petrarch thus replies :

‘I receive with gratitude, and I embrace
with pleafure, the advice you have given me.
You love your country, but you ptefer truth
above all. I fhell go where you command;
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and if any cenfure the choice I have made, I
‘widl thield myfelf under your name.’

-1341. Petrarch went to Rome in the be-
gmnmg of 'the fpring; but as he had not fuch
an opinion .@f his works as to believe they
merited this. grcat honour, he determined to
{fubmit to a public examination, which is never
exalted of one fo eftablithed in reputation.
He had a mind alfo to pay this literary homage
to the king of Naples; and he requefted the
permiffion to prefent himfelf at his tribunal, to
undergo this examination. Robert was pleafed
with the prefcrence given him on this occa-
fion.

The joy of Petrarch would have been com-
plete, if he could have flattered himfelf with
finding at Rome the bithop of Lombes, and to
have had this dear friend witnefs of his glory.
But as foon as he had extinguithed the fire of
difcord, and cftablifhed peace in his family, he
returned to his church, which had been feven
years deprived of its paftor. His foul, which
was without ceafing occupied in weighing the
importance of his duties, always determined in
favour of thofe which were the moft fervice-
able to mankind. The grief of the Romans
was cxtreme to lofe this tutelary angel, w.h_q
had re-eftablifhed harmony and peace among

VOL. 1. M,
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them, and feveral times preferved their city
from fire and pillage. This worthy prelate was
fo eager to return to thofe ftheep that Provi-
dence had committed to his care in a barbarous
‘country, that he only paffed through Avignon,
and ftopped but a moment to embrace his bro-
ther the cardinal ; nor did he fee Petrarch, who
was at that time at Vauclufe: from whence
hearing of his departure from Rome he wrote
thefe lines:

‘I am going to Rome, where I fhall need you
above all others; you who are my delight and
glory, muft at leaft be with me in mind.

¢ You will fay, perhaps, *“ Why this ardour,
this labour, this fatigue ? What is the end of
jt all? Will it render you more wife or vir-
tuous ? No. This crown will only ferve to
expofe you to pubhc view, and in confequence
to the darts of envy. Science and virtue, arc
they birds which require branches of trees on
which to fix their nefts ? What ufe will you
make of thefe laurels with which your brow is
to be encircled ?” To all thefe I fhall content
myfelf with replying in the words of the wife
Hebrew, “ Vanity of vanities, all is but vanity,”
Such are the follies of men. Takc care of your-
felf, and be favourable to me.’

" After having written this letter, Petrarch fet
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out for Marfeilles, and embarked from thence
for Naples, notwithftanding his dread of the
fea. : o
Robert learned with pleafure that he was
arrived in his kingdom ; he gave him the moft
honourable reception in the prefence of all his
court; and in the converfations he had with
him, Robert found that the friends of thlS post
had not impofed upon him. Petrarch, on his
fide, admired the depth of this prince’s mind,
and the variety of his knowledge. He was ex-
. tremely pleafed with the fituation of Naples, on
account of the foftnefs of the climate, and the
delightful verdure of the country around it.
The tomb of Virgil is near Naples; and it is
faid a laurel {prung up round it, and flourithed
for feveral ages.
. Robert was curious to fee the poem called
Africa; it had made much noife, though the
draught of it was barely tketched out. Petrarch
with difficulty confided fo unformed a work to
this prince. Robert was fo pleafed with it, that
he hinted a with to have it dedicated to him
when it fhould be made public. Petrarch en-
gaged, and kept his word after the death of
that prince; a fingular mark of refpect. This
poem was the moft indifferent of Petrarch’s
works; and he blufhed for it fame years after.
M 2
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But Robert was no poct. ¢ I did not think,’
fays he, ¢ after he had converfed with Petrarch,
that under the frivolous appearance of poetic
fition, fuch fublime ideas could be contained.’
Thi; prince, to give more weight to his own
approbation, appointed a day to examine Pe-
trarch in form; when queftions were propofed
to him by Robert on all fubje&s of learning;
and this examination was continued the two
following days. Then Robert, after a great
culogy on Pectrarch, declared that he merited
the laurel crown, and had letters patent drawn
up, by which he certified that, after a fevere
cxa;hination, he was judged worthy to receive
that honour in the capitol. Robert wifhed Pe-
trarch to receive this crown at Naples, but he
reprefented to this prince that he was defirous of
obtaining it op, the fame theatre where Virgil,
Horace, and fo many other pocts of the firft
order, had before been crowned. This prince
had the complalfancc to enter into his reafons;
and, to complete his kindnefs, he teftified his
regret that his advanced age would not permit
him to go to Rome and crown Petrarch him-
felf, repeating feveral times that his dignity as
a king thould have been no obftacle.

As Robert could not himfelf accompany Pe-
trarch, he named John Borrili, one of his firft
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courtiers, to be his proxy upon this occafion.
Boccace fpeaks of Borrili as a man of great abi-
lities, and a good poet. Petrarch compares’
him to Ovid. He was well defcended, his fa-
mily had been highly honoured by Charles I.

of Naplcs, and he was the favourite of kmg
Robert.

- Petrarch, a little time before his departure
fmm Naples, had a converfation with Robert,
which proves the great tafte this prince had for
Jetters, and the honour in which he held them.
He afked Petrarch why he thought fo late of
paying him a vifit ?

¢ Great king,’ replied our poet, ¢I have long
wifthed for this happinefs, but fortunec has al-
-ways oppofed me. I own, to my fhame, that
the perils I had to encounter by fea and by
land deterred me.’

The converfation after this falling upon Phl—
lip of Valois, king of France, Robert faid to
Petrarch, ¢ Have you never been at his court
¢ I have not even had the leaft defire to go,’ re-
plied Petrarch. ¢ And why fo?’ faid the prince
fmiling. ¢ Becaufe,” replied Petrarch, it feems
to me that I could only be a ufelefs and a trou-~
blefome perfon to an ignorant king. 1 would
much rather live in an honeft mediocrity, than
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drag a ufelefs life in a court where no one:
fpoke my language.’ '

¢ It occurs to me,’ faid the king, ¢ that the
eldeft fon of Philip loves ftudy.’ ¢ I have alfo
heard it,” replied Petrarch, ¢ but it does not
pleafe the father; they even fay he looks upon
the preceptors of his fon as his enemies.’ .

At thefe words Robert, feized with horror
and indignation, after a fhort filence cried out,
raifing his eyes to heaven, ¢ How different
are the taftes of men! For my own part, I
fwear that letters are dearer to me than my
crown; and if I muft renounce one or the
other, I would immediately facrifice my dxa-
dem.’

When Petrarch went to take leave of king
Robert, this prince, after engaging his promife
that he would «ifit him again very foon, took
off the robe he wore that day, and begged he
would accept it, and wear it at his coronation ;
and, that he might exprefs his affection by
e'Vcry poﬁible means, he had a breviate drawn
up and given to Petrarch, by which he con-
ferred on him the place of general almoner:
~ great intereft was always made for this poft on
account of the privileges attached to it; the
prihcipal of which were exemption from pay-
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ing the tithes of benefices to the king, and a
difpenfation from refidence.

There was at this time at Naples, 1341, a
man of extraordinary learning, to whom Boc-
cace gives fingular commendation; this wasPaul
de Peroufe, who had many years been librarian
to king Robert. As he was very curious, and
poflefled of all for}é of knowledge, he had col-
lected, by order gf his mafter, a great number
of foreign books in hiftory and poetry. His
fearch after thefe books had united him very
ftrongly with Borlaam, the wife Grecian, who
has already been mentioned. It was by his
means he obtained from Greece thofe books
he could not meet with among the Latins,
He compofed an immenfe work, entitled,
¢ Colle&tions,” which was full of erudition, and
comprehended all that had been faid by the
(reeks and the Latins on the pagan divinities,
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BOOK I

Onso, count of Anguillara, was fenator of
Rome when Petrarch arrived there, and was
to continue in office but a few weeks longer.
We have feen that Petrarch pafled fome time
in his caftle at Capramca Orfo, who was very
defirous of crowning Petrarch himfelf, wrote
to inform him he muft begin his journey im-~
mediately, if he would give him this fatif~
faction.

Petrarch fet out from Naples in April with
John Borrili, who having fome affairs to tranf-
a& in the wdy, took anothcr road, promifing
to meet him at Rome. The day after Petrarch
got there, not finding Borrili, he difpatched a
courier to haften him, the day of the ceremony
being fixed, But he came back without him,
and the count of Anguillara would not permit
any delay.

The affembly was convoked early in the
morning on Eafter-day, which happened to be
very ferene and favourable to the folemnity.
The trumpets founded, and the Pcople, cager
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to view a ccremony which had been difcon-
tinued for fo many years, ran in crowds to be-
hold it. The ftreets were ftrewed with flowers,
and the windows filled with ladies drefled in
the moft fumptuous manner, who ﬂ;rinklcd
as much perfumed waters on the poet as would
ferve for a year in the kingdom of Spain.

Petrarch appeared at laft at the capitol, pre-
ceded by twelve young men in fcarlet habits.
Thefe were chofen out of the firft families of
Rome, and recited his verfes; while he, adorn-
ed with the robe of ftate which the king of
Naples had given him, followed, in the midft
of fix of the principal citizens clothed in
green, with crowns of flowers on their heads:
after whom came the fenator, accompanied by
the firft men of the council. When he was
feated in his place, Petrarch made a fhort ha-
rangue upon a verfc drawn from Virgil : after
which, having cricd three times, ¢ Long live
the people of Rome! Long live the fenator!
God preferve them in liberty ! he kneeled
down before the fenator, who, after a fhort
difcourfe, took from his head a crown of lau-
rel, and put it upon Petrarch’s, faying, ¢ This
crown is the reward of merit.” Then Petrarch
recited a fine fonnet on the heroes of Rome;
this fonnct is not in his works.
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Thc people thewed their joy and approbation:
by loud and repeated fhouts ; by clapping their:
hands, and crying out feveral times, ¢ Long
flourith the capitol ! Long live the poet !’ Ste-
phen Colonna then fpoke; and, as he truly lov~
cd Petrarch, he gave him that praife which
comes from the heart. L

Petrarch’s friends at Rome fhed tears of
joy; and, though he was himfelf in a fort of
intoxication, he felt at the bottom of his foul
that fuch honours werc incapable of conferring
truc happinefs, and far exceeded his defert.
¢ I bluthed,’” fays he, ¢ at the applaufes of the
people, and the unmerited commendations
with which T was overwhelmed.”
~ When the ceremony in the capitol was end-
ed, Petrarch was conduéted in pomp with the
fame retinue to the church of St. Pcter, where,
after a folemn fhafs and returning thanks te
God for the honour he had received, he took off
his crown to place it among the offerings, and
hung 1t up on the arch of the temple.

The fame day the count of Anguillara had
letters patent drawn up, by which the fenators,
after a very flattering preface, declare Petrarch
to have merited the title of a great poct and
hitorian ; and that at Rome, and in cvery other
place, by the authority of king Robert, the
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Roman fenate, and the people of Rome, he
fhould -have full liberty to read and comment
on poetry and hiftory, or on any of the works
of the ancients, and to publith any of his own
produions, and to wear on all folemn occa-
fions the crown of laurel, beech or myrrh, and
the poctic drefs. In fine, they declare him a
citizen of Rome, with all the privileges thereof,
as a reward for the affeGtion he has always ex-
prefled for the city and republic.

Petrarch was then brought to the palace of
the Colonnas, where a magnificent feaft was
prepared for him, at which were aflembled all
the nobility and men of letters in Rome.

It cannot, after this view, be unintereftin
to join with it what Petsarch thought of this
event in his maturer life.

¢ Thefe laurels,” fays he, ¢ which encircled
my head, were too green; had I been of riper
age and underftanding, I fhould not have,
fought them. Old men love only what is ufe-
ful ; young men run after appearances, without
regarding their end. This crown rendered me
neither more wife nor cloquent; it only ferved
to raife envy, and deprive me of the repofe I
enjoyed. From that time tongues and pens
were fharpencd againft me: my friends be-
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came my enemies, and I fuffered the Juﬂ: ef-
fe@s of my confidence and prefumption.’

It was not the fault of Borrili that he came
not to Rome to affift at the coronation of Pe-
trarch. He fell into an ambufcade of the Her-
nici, from whom he at laft with difficulty
efcaped.

Petrarch, defirous of avoxdmg the vifits and
compliments which follow fuch a ceremony,
departed a few days after. Fortune thought
‘proper to remind him, that pleafure and pain
are clofely allied in this life. Hardly was he
got out of Rome with his train, when he fell
into the hands of fome banditti, with which
the high roads were then infefted. He efcap-
ed alive by a kind of miracie, and returned to
Rome, where the peril he had beenin caufed a
great difturbance; they gave him an efcort,
and he fet out agaln the day following.

He arrived at Pifa the 20th of Apnl from
whence he wrote an account of what had
pafled to king Robert and his friends at Avig-
non. He did not ftay long there. Eager to
difplay his crown at Avignon, and above all to
the eyes of Laura, and then to lay it at the
feet of the bithop of Lombes, he fet out in the
beginning of May, and went by land, choofing
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rather to pafs the Alps than truft his life to the
mercy of the fea. In croffing Lombardy he
turned out of the road to make a vifit to Azon
de Correge at Parma. -

Azon, with his brothers, had juft gamed a
viCory over the party that oppofed them in
Parma, and befought Petrarch to ftay and en-
joy with them the peace and felicity they had
obtained. He excufed himfelf, from the ties
he had to cardinal Colonna; but they were fo
prefling, that he wrote the following letter to
the cardinal :

* Returning from Rome with my crown, I
come to vifit your friends at Parma, who have
defeated their enemies,and are now in peaceable
pofleflion of this city. I was folicitous to give
you this information, from which I know you
will derive much pleafure. This city has
changed its face; peace, liberty, and juftice,
which were banifhed, are returned, and the joy
of the people is inconceivable. I could not re-
fift the entreaties of your friends, who infifted
I thould pafs the fummer with them. Their
politenefs and goodnefs urge the impoffibility
of parting from me fooner; but in what can |
be ufeful to them? Born as [ am for folitude,
and fond of leifure, I fly the noife of cities, and
feek the filence of the fields. Your friends,



174 THE LIFE OF BOOK

who know my fentiments, affure me of perfe@t
tranquillity when time fhall have calmed the
prefent emotions of joy. You will fee me again
in the beginning of winter; fooner, if you
command, later, if fortune will have it {o.’

Nothing could be happier than the firft year
of the government of the Correges at Parma;
they acted as fathers, not mafters, and adminif-
tered juftice with great wifdom ; they fupprefl-
ed all exorbitant taxes, and enriched thofe fa-
milies whom the avaricc of their enemies had
reduced to beggary. Pectrarch was in a man-
ner aflociated with Azon.and his brothers ; and
they did nothing without confulting him,
which not a little flattered his felf-love. And
foon after his arrival at Parma, there happened
a fingular circumftance which did not contri-
bute to leffen it.

A fchoolmafter of Pontremoli, old and blind,
who knew Petrarch only by fame, was defirous
to fee him, as he exprefled it ; and being in-
formed he was at Naples, he fet out on foot for
that place, fupporting himfelf on his fon’s thoul-
der. But he got there too late, for Petrarch was
already fet out for Rome. The king being ac-
quainted with the motive of his journey, had a
mind to fee him. He appeared a fort of mon-
fter; his face refembled one which was in
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bronze at Naples. The king faid to him, < If
you have fo much ambition to behold Petrarch,
you muft make hafte and feek him ia Italy, for
he will not make a long fay; and if you mifs
him there, you will be obliged to go to France
to fatisfy your curiofity.” ‘I mutt abfolutely fee
him before I die,” replied the old man; ‘I would
go and feek him in the furtheft Eaft, if it was
neceflary, and death would give me time for fo
long a journey.” The king, admiring his cn-
thufiafm, gave him money to defray his ex-
pences. -

He went immediately to Rome, and, not
finding Petrarch there, he came back to Pontre-
.amoli; but, when he heard he had ftopped at
Parma, he refolved to fet out again and feck
him there : to do this he muft crofs the Appe-
nines. The fnows with which thefe moun-
tains were entircly covered did not deter him.
He thought it neceflary to announce himfelt
by fome verfes, which he fent to Petrarch, and
‘they were not bad oncs.

When he arrived at Parma he was led to
Petrarch’s houfe, and as foon as he was ncar
him, he gave himfelf up to the moft exceflive
‘tranfports. He was lifted up by his fon and
‘one of his fcholars, that he might embrace a
head which, he faid, had conceived fuch noble

3
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ideas. 'He then took th¢ hand of ‘Petrarch,
and faid, ¢ Let me kifs that hand which has
written® fuch delightful things.” He pafled
threc days at Parma, full of this enthufiafm ¢
this fingularity excited the curiofity of the in-
habitants of that city.  As the blind man had
always a crowd about him, he faid one day - to
Petrarch, ¢ I fear I am a burden to you, but I
cannot fatisfy myfelf with beholding you. and
it is but juft you fhould fuffer me to enjoy a
pleafure for which I have travelled fo far. Tke
word behold, in the mouth of a blind man,
having raifed peals of laughter in the people
around him, he turned towards Petrarch, and
faid, I take you for my witnefs; is it not
true that, blind as I am, I fee you better than
all thofe laughers who look at you with both
their eyes ¢’

Azon, the moft generous of men, cnchantcd
with the difcourfe of this good old man, and
with his paffion for Petrarch, overwhelmed him
with prefents, and he returned to Pontremoli
‘highly gratified.

Petrarch, though extremely flattered by the
friendfhip fhewn him, was glad to fteal from
public life as often as he could, and to wander
in the fields and woods, which were his greatet
delight.  One day, led on by his love of exez-
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cife, he pafled the river of Lenza, which is
three leagues from Parma, and found himfelf
in - the ternfory of Rheglo, in a great foreft,
which is called the Silva Plana, ot low wood;
though it is fituated upon a hill, from whence
are difcovered the Alps and all Cifalpine Gaul.
He gives this defcription of the place in a lctter
to a friend : >
¢ Aged oaks, whofe heads fcem to touch the
clouds, fhelter the avenues to this foreft from
the rays of the fun. The frefh breezes which
defcend from the neighbouring mountains, dnd
many little rivulets which wind along, temper
the violent heats. In the greateft droughts the
carth is always covered with a foft verdure,
and enamelled with flowers. Here all kinds
of birds warble out their fongs, and deer of
cvery fort run fporting about. Nature has
raifed in the middle of this foreft a theatre;
which fhe feems to have formed exprefsly for
poets. The ruftling of the leaves, the finging
of the birds, and the murmurs of the ftream,
invite to repofe.  The carth exhales a delicious
odour. It is the theatre of Elyfium. Even
the fhepherds and labourers revere this facred
place. Its beauty ftruck me: I felt myfelf all
at once infpired by thc Mufes; and L madc
VYOL. I. N
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fome verfes with a facility 1 had never before
‘experienced.’

This fine fituation revived fo ﬁrongly n the
mind of Petrarch his tafte for {olitude, that he
was obliged at his return to Parma to feck a
little houf€ in a remote place, where he might
be at eafe, and fheltered from the ceremonies
of public life. He found one at the end of the
city, near the abbey of St.Anthony, which per-
fecly fuited him. It had a garden watered by
a little river. :

<1 have,’ fays he, ‘a country in the middle
of the town ; and a town in the midft of the
fields. When I am tired with being alone, I
have only to ftep out, and I find fociety imme-
diately ; when I am weary of the world I re-
enter my houfe, and again poflefs the delight
of folitude. I enjoy herea repofe, which the
philofophers at Athens, the poets on Parnaflus,
and the anchorites in the deferts of Egypt,
never knew. O Fortune! leave in peace a
man who withes to lie concealed. Go out of
his little houfe, and attack the palaces of
kings.’

He was fo pleafed with this cottage that
he determined to purchafe and rebuild it, ‘as
we fec in a letter of his to William de Pa.

ftrengo :
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" * Are 'you curious to know what I think,
what I with; what I do? The life which I
lead at prefent is a fearch after repofe j and not
flattering myfelf I fhall find it on earth, I feel
without fear that I am taking hafty fleps to-
wards the manfions of death. I would leave
the prifon in which my foul is confined. -

- ¢ I dwell at Parma, and pafs my life in the
church, or in my garden; tired of the city, I
wander oft into the woods. Though fortune
trecats me more favourably, I have not changed
my manner of living. I work with ardour at
iy Africa, without expe&ing any other re-
ward but a vain and tranfitory glory. True
glory, I know it well, is the reward of virtue
alone. I have built a fmall houfe, fuch as fuits
the mediocrity of my ftation. There is little
marble to be feen in it: I wifh I was nearer
your finé quarries, or that at leaft the Adige
came to bathe our walls. The verfes of Ho-
race have cooled my ardour for building; they
prefent to me my buft and my laft dwelling ;
and I referve my ftones for my monument.

- <If I perceive alittle chink in my new walls,
1 find fault with the mafons, and they reply,
that all the art of man cannot render them
firmer; that it is not aftonifhing new founda-

N 2 N
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tions fhould give way a little; that mortal
hands can build nothing that will be everlaft«
ing; and, in fine, that my houfe will be of
longer duration than myfelf and my fucceflors.
Penetrated with the truth of their obfervations;
I bluthed, and faid to myfelf, ¢ Foolith man!
make fure the foundations of thy earthly ta<
bernacle, which is falling to dccay! Render
that firm while it is yet in thy power. Thy
body will fall before thy building, and foon
fhalt thou be forced to quit both dwellings.” -
- <Thefe refle&tions would make me renounce
my defign, if fhame did not retain me; would
not the paflengers laugh at me when they ob-
ferved my walls hanging m the air? I pro-
ceed therefore, and haften my work : but.] am
undetermined. Sometimes I content myfelf
with a little houfe like that in the garden of
Curias, or that™in the field of the old man of
whom Virgil fpeaks in his Georgics. Some-
times I give way to the idle fancy of raifing my
houfe to the clouds, and furpafling even the
buildings of Babylon and Rome. The moment
after I become modeft again, and hate every
idea that favours.of luxury and pride. Thus
does . my foul float in. perpetual uncertainties,
and knows not where to fix. To fee others
3 "
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agitated in the fame manner is all my confo-
lation; and I laugh at them, at myfclf, and at
the world.’

After having viewed Petrarch for a long
time furrounded with agreeable obje@s and
flattering events, we muft now turn to a lefs
pleafing picture, and fee him bewailing the
death of feveral of his beft friends.

The firft of thefe was Thomas de Caloria,
with whom he had ftudied at-Bologna, and
always kept up a correfpondence. He died at
Meflina, his native place, on his return from a
journey he made to Loombes, to pafs fome time
with James Colonna. It was this journey
which prevented his being at Rome at the co-
ronation of Petrarch, who learned this melan«
choly news by letters from the brothers of
Thomas. They wrote to-him to beg him to
write his epitaph, This was Petrarch’s an+
{wer:

v ‘ Wc Ve were of the fame age, and the fame
oplmons ; we Purfued ‘the Tame ftudies, had- the
fame a'iﬁ)offt;ons, and aimed at the fame cnd .
Never was there a ftri@er union, or  groater
ﬁm When Ilearned that I had loft the
better part of myfelf, life became 3 burden to
me; I wifthed to die, but could not. I had 5
violent fever, which brought my end in view;
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but it was only a glimmering of futurity. 1
was at the gatc of death, and found written
thereon, * Return! Thy hour is not yet

1 came back to life with this confalation, thit I
could not be detained long, Iknew that Mc-—
ca fays, it is abfurd to defire what it’ is in
our power to obtain ; WM!! I adinire the
genius of this phxlofophcv; d'ﬂﬁnk often very
differently from him; and, ﬂ)@% all, ou this
fubje®, where his fentiments are ilj-founded
and carry no weight.’

The bithop of Lombes wrote at ¢his time
to Pctrarch, to compliment him upon ‘hls co-
ronation in the following ﬁnguldr fyle: *

¢ If all the parts of my body were fo M
tongues; if all the voiggsswhich have ever cm
were to cry out together; they would not &.
prefs the joy I felt when I learped that »ﬁzc
young Florentine poet M been ¢rowned M
laurel in the capitol.” )y .

This prelate prefled Petrarch in the moﬁ
earneft manner to come and fee him at Lom-
bes, and officiate as canon in his church. Pe»
trarch had promifed to go the begitming of the
year following ; and he looked forward with
joy to that time, when he thould have finithed
his Africa, and thould lay that and his crown
togcther at the feet of the man whom he
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adored. He had even formed a proje of fet-
tling entirely ncar this amiable friend, when he-
received the melancholy news that the bifhop
was dangeroufly ill at Lombes.

This information alarmed him exceedingly:
he flu&tuated between fear and hope. ¢ One
night in my fleep,’ fays Petrarch, I thought I
faw the bithop walking alone, and crofling the
ftream that watcred my garden. I ran to him,
and afked him a thoufand queftions at once.
“From whence came you? Where are you going
fo faft ? Why are you alone ?’ The bithop re-
plied with a fmile, “ Do you recolle&t the
fummer you pafled with me on the other fide
the Garonne? The climate and the manners of
Gafcony difpleafed you, and you found the
ftorms of the Pyrennees infupportable. I now
think as you did. Iam weary of it myfelf. I
have bid adieu to this barbarous country, and
am returning to Rome.” He had continued
to walk on while he fpake- thefe words, and
was got to the end of the garden. I attempted
to join him, and begged that I might at leaft
be permitted the honour of accompanying him.
The bifhop gently put me back with his hand,
and changing his countenance and the tone of
his voice ; ¢ No,” faid he, ¢ you muft not come
with me at prefent.” After having faid this,
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he looked ‘ftedfaftly at me; and then it was
that I faw on his face all the figns of death.
The fudden thock of this fight eaufed me to
cry aloud, and awaked me from my fleep. I
marked the day, and related the circumftances
to the friends I had at Parma, and wrote an ac-
count of it to my other friends in many dif-
ferent places. Five and twenty days after this
I received the mournful news that the bifhop of
Lombes was dead, and found that he died on
the very day that I had feen him in vifion in
my garden.” ¢ This fingular accident,’ fays he
to John Andre, ¢ gives me no. more faith in
dreams than Cicero, who as well as myfelf had
@ dream confirmed by the event.’ |

How heavy was this lofs to Petrarch ! How
many others likewife were fufferers on this
eccafion ! Thehoufc of Colonna, of whom the
bithop was the fupport, the joy, the confola-
tion,:- the city of Rome, which looked upon
bim as its guardian, and tutelar angel: the
court of Avignon, where he had many rela-
tions, admirers, and friends: in fine, his epif~

copal town, where he was univerfally loved and
rcfpc&cd He had behaved in this defert place
Wlth fo much dignity and condefcenfion, that
every perfon of confequence, except himfelf,
was afhamed to fee him fixed there. He was
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contcntt;d with his lot, and inacceflible to am-
bition : he confidered the honours of this world
as the precipices of virtue, and fhunned them
with as much care as others purfuc them. The
patriarchate of Aquilea becoming vacant at the
time he was at Rome, he was named for it by
the nobility and the people. But he wrote to
his brother the cardinal, that they muft not
think of him for that place, for he would not
accept of it. The jealoufy and avarice of the
Gafcons, who filled the court of Rome, and
difturbed the Italians, had at firft fufpended his
elevation; but his virtue and merit rofe fo
high, that he would certainly have been raifed
to the purple, if death had not ﬂ:oppcd him in
the midit of his career.

A lLittle time before he died he wrote to the
cardinal his brother, concerning reports which
had been fpread of his approaching elevation.
The cardinal fent this letter to Petrarch, who
could not read it without thedding a torrent of
tears.

¢ Every line of it,’ fays he, ¢ breathes mo-
defty; the love of moderation; freedom from
ambition ; and contentment with his lot. . In
it are the principles of the foundcft philofophy,
exprefled in the moft noble and exa¢t manner.
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What aman! And muft fuch men, who ought
to live for ever, die fooner than others !’

« We have lived too long,” fays he to Le-
Jius, who had received the Iaft breath of this
amiable prelate. ¢ We have loft the beft of all
mafters, the tendereft of all fathers. What thall
I do? What will become of me? I am at
Parma only a bird of paffage. Shall I go to
Lombes, ‘where I am a canon? It is an odious
climate, a barbarous country, and I have loft
the only perfon that could render that fituation
agreeable. How can I look upon that tomb
where all my hopes lie buried ? How thall I ever
bring myfclf to kifs the hands of a proud pre-
late, a barbarian, inftead of thofe of the amiable

mafter I have loft? ShallI go to Avignon, and
refume my place in the court of our cardinal ?
How mournful wil] that fituation be, now it is
deprived of its greateft orpament !’

Leclius had inherited from his anceftors an
attachment to the houfe of the Colonnas, but
he went beyond them in this attachment, and
bhad devoted himfelf partlcularly tq the bithop,
whom he attended every where, and could
find no confolation for the lofs of fuch a
fricnd.

A rumour was fpread, that cardinal Colonmna,
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mtended to remove the body of his brother
from Lombes to Rome. On this matter Pe.
trarch fays to him, ¢ Divided between a city
of which I am a citizen, and a church in which
I am a canon, I know not what counfel to give
you." Three years after this the remains of
this great prelate were carried to Rome, and
received with a great deal of veneration.
~ Ina letter to the cardinal, Petrarch declaims
very much againft a fuperftitious cuftom which
reigned at that time, and above all in the court
of the pope; and which he withed to banifh
from the houfe of the cardinal. Infpeaking of
a man lately dead, they pronounced only the
firft fyllables of his name, and made ufe of
fome epithet before them, as unhappy, unfor-~
tunate,

¢ Shew no fuch weaknefs!" fays he to the
cardinal ; ¢ fupport this lofs with courage:
you are expofed to public view, you ought to
be more obfervant of your conduét than
another; and as your name, your rank, and
your aions, have fet you up for an example,
become alfo, in this inftance, a model worthy
the imitation of all the world.’

No one will fuppofe that, after the death of
the bifhop, Petrarch had any difficulty in re-
pouncing his canonry at Lombes. He parted
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with it entirely, and was well recompenfed by
the archdeaconry of Parma, which juft then
became vacant.

‘As it was the firft dlgmty of the church at
Par_ma, next to the mitre, it conneted him
much with the bithop. Hugolin de Roffi had
governed this church cighteen years; and, as
he was. of that illuftrious family which had fo
long difputed the lordthip of Parma with the
‘houfe of Correge, Petrarch feared this prelate
would be difpleafed to fee at the head of his
chapter a man whom he believed devoted to
his enemies, and who had pleaded their caufe
againft his family in 1335, as has been before
obferved. But Hugolin, who was full of fweet-
nefs and equity, not only did not exprefs the
leaft refentment towards Petrarch, but gave
him a very favourable reception the firft time
he faw him, and afterwards the moft flattering
diftin¢tion. It was remarked, in fpeaking of
that caufe, that Petrarch had avoided with
great circumfpection faying any thing againft
this prelate, who was prefent, and whofe birth
and virtues he refpected.

Petrarch’s tears were fcarcely dried up foy
the bithop of Lombes, when they were afram
called forth for another dear friend.

I 54{. At the beginning of this year death
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deprived him of that wifée man, who had been

his dire®or and his friend, the good father"
Dennis, whom king Robert had drawn to Na-

ples. This prince conferred upon him, by leave

of the pope, the bithopric of Monopoli, which

became vacant foon after his arrival at Naples.

He did not long enjoy this dignity ; he died at

Naples the I4th of January, in the palace of

king Robert.

< 1 would weep,” fays Petrarch, ¢ in a letter
to king Robert, but fhame and grief prevent
me. Iknew before that there is no fecurity
againft death. Of this truth we have now a
melancholy proof ! He has taken from Italy a
man over whom he ought to have had no
power, and whofe name will live for ever.
This learned man, who fo well underftood both
nature and the world, muft think this life of
little moment. He has loft nothing by death ;
and, though happy on earth becaufc he pof-
fefled your love, he will be much happlcr n
heaven, whither he is tranflated.

«It is I who fuffer; it is Italy, it is his
country, that is deprived of fo great an orna-
ment. Itis the world whom death has robbed
of an abundant fource of truth and know-
ledge.

¢ But it is you, oh beft of princes! who are
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the moft deeply affe®ed with this lofs. The
fociety of father Dennis was the charm and
eomfort of your life. Whofe converfations
were more entertaining, mild, and wufeful?
Whom could you find fo worthy to liften to
you, or {o capable of comprehending the myfte-
ries of heaven, when you vouchfafed to difplay
your eloquence and extenfive knowledge ? If
great princes may be allowed to indulge their
tears, you cannot refufe them to father Dennis.
Mufes! join your tears to mine! and weep
with me the lofs of a favourite fo decar, a
favourite who did you fo much honour! Let
all Parnaflus mourn, and refound with your
lamentations ! Infpire me with fome verfes to
engrave upon his tomb I’

EPITAPH-ON FATHER DENNIS.

¢ Here lies father Dennis; the flower of
poets ; the fearcher into futurity; the glory
of Ttaly. A faithful friend; mild and amiable
in fociety ; his foul and his countecnance were
always ferene; and, notwithftanding the eleva~
tion of his mind and the luftre of his elo~
quence, he was always modeft and condefcend-
ing. Among the ancients he would have been
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® rare, among the moderns he wasan unequal-
led, chara&er.’

Thefe accumulated loffes made fo ftrong an
wnpreflion upon Petrarch, that he could not
open a letter without apprehenfion and fear.
Had it not been for thefe diftrefles, he would
have led at Parma a tranquil and agreeable
lite.  This city 1s finely fituated on the Po, in a
valley which lies between the Alps and the
Apennines, bclow the cafcades of the one and
the thunders and torrents of the other. Itis
furrounded with a rich and fruitful plain, where,
cherithed by the influence of the fun and the
waters, the vine, the elm, and all forts of fruit
and grain, flourifh together.

Petrarch divided his time between his church,
where he filled up with honour his office of
archdeacon, and his clofet, where he principally
worked at his Africa. He feldlom went to
make his court to his lords, who neverthelefs
treated him with great refpe.” He had not
been a year in this city when the orders of his
fuperiors obliged him to quit this fituation, and
return to Avignon. It is not clear from whence
thefe orders came, or what could be the foun-
dation of them. It is probable that cardinal
Colonna, with whom Petrarch had promifcd



192 THE LIFE OF BOOK

to pafs the winter, fummoned him to keep his
word. : :
- Itappears, however, that he complied much
againft his will, by the bitter complaints he
makes to Barbatus of Sulmone :

<l am forced, fays he, ¢ to crofs the Alps
before the fun has melted the fnows which
cover them. I muft return to the banks of
the Rhone, and to thofe infamous places which
are the receptacle of every evil. What a def-
tiny! If fortune envies me a grave in my own
country, let me be permitted to feek one under
the pole! I confent to live and to die in Africa,
among its ferpents; upon Caucafus, or Atlas;
if, while I live, I may be allowed to breathe a
pure air, and, after my death, a little corner-of
the earth, where I may beftow my body : this
is all I atk ; but this I cannot obtain. Doomed
always to wander; and to be a ftranger every
where, oh Fortune! Fortune! fix me atlaft to
fome fpot. I do not covet thy favours; let me
cnjoy a tranquil poverty; let me pafs in this
rctrcat the few days that remain to me. How
miferable are we! Nothing is certain in this
world. The wheel of fortune is for ever in
motion ; we tremble on its fummit; in the
middle we are fufpended ; and at the bottom
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we are trampled upon. I have pleafed myfelf
below; yet am agitated as if in the clouds.
To no end ‘have I avoided elevations’; this-is
what I have.a long time complamed of but
my complaints have been in vain.’ ‘ '

“When -we fail upon the ocean, tempefts'
and fhipwrecks are to be ‘cxpected: but to be
expofed to hurricanes on the land, to be fwal-
lowed up by the waves of a brook, this is mon~
ftrous indeed. I am again obliged to quit my
country, and thofe friends who are dear to me.
I am ordered to take a fafe route; but the enemy
occupies ‘every road. I muft go through the
Tridentum of the Alps, crofs the lakes of Ger-
many, and pafs the Danubc and the Rhine
near their fources. Alas! I muft obey, and
fubmit to the yoke. Fortune had forgot me;
and I paflcd a year in tranquillity. It is her
pleafure now to force me from a fweet repofe,
and plunge me again into a frightful chaos!
How happy are you, my dear Barbatus ! Takc
my advice, and never quit your neft.’

Petrarch fet out for Avignon in 1342; and
it wasa great joy to him when he arrived there,
to find his two friends Lelius and Socrates;
who came to live with the cardinal after the
death of the bithop of Loombes. - The unién of
thefe three friends became ftronger than ever.

'VOL. I. o
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Socrates in particular gave himfelf entirely to
Petrarch, and never quitted him even when he

AVent to Vauclufe, where few of his othet
friends had the courage to follow him.

Soon after his return to Avignon, Petrarch
was witnefs to a great event. Benedi& XII. had
for fome years had a fiftula in his leg, which
obliged him to keep his chamber. At the pe-
tition of the cardinals, he held fome confiftories
feated on his bed, according to the cuftom of
that age. The difcharge being more than
common, the phyficians attempted to ftop it,
and threw it back into the blood, where it
made fuch havoc as to threaten a very fpeedy
death. Petrarch pc’rceiving that Benedié&t's laft
moiments were coming on, wrote the followmg
letter to the bifhop of Cavaillon :

¢ What are you doing, my father? And
what think you will be the end of the prefent
tempeft ? Shall we gain the port, or be fwal-
lowed up by the waves? The veﬂ'cl cannot
withftand the billows. The wind is violent ; i
the rowers arc without experience; and the
pilot, defpifing the rules of his art, makes too
faft towards the land, which is the rock of na«
vigators. He confides too much in a decejt-
ful calm, and fteers his courfe by wandering
planets, inftead of adhering to the faithful pole:
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Full of wine, weighed down by age, -over-
powcred with drowfinefs; he ftaggers, he ﬂccps,
and is falling into the fea. And would to
heaven he fell alone: would to God that our
heavenly Father, feeing us erring without 3
pilot, in an agitated fea, would himfelf condu&
the bark which he has purchafed with fo great
a price !
. “Such is the condition we are thrown into
by the ignorance of our pilot. Whatdo I fay 2
His indolence, his blindnefs, his thameful ftu-
pidity, and his paffion for a vile and' ftormy
country. Ah! why did they take him from
his father’s plow, to commit to him a govern-
ment of which he was fo incapable ? But he
is going to reccive the recompenfe he merits.
This man, the jeft of all parties, the obje& of
inceffant ridicule, will foon become the prey
of fea-wolves,

¢ What will beccome of us? We may feek
a plank that may fave us in our fthipwreck.
Our confolation is, we can {fcarcely find fuch
another pilot; if we could, we thould be loft
for ever. If you.atk what is my opinion, I
think we ought to come and fettle in your
country, and thus fhelter ourfelves from the
approaching tempeft. Refle® wupon  thefe
things.”

o 2
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" This pontiff defpifed Italy, arid was there-
fore detefted by Petrarch. Benedi@ carried
this contempt ‘to fuch a height, that one day
fome cels being fent him from the lake of Bol-
fena, of a prodigious fize and exquifite flavour,
he diftributed moft of them among thc car-
dinals, referving for himfelf but a very fmall
portion. Some days after this, the cardinals
g()ihg according to cuftom to attend upon him
at dinner, hc faid to them in a jeering man-
ner, ¢ Gentlemen, if I had tafted the ccls be-
fore I fent them, you would not have had fo
large a fhare; but I confefs I did not believe
that Italy produced any thing that was good.’
Cardinal Colonna, who was prefent, reddened
with anger, and could not help replying, that
he was aftonithed one who had read fo many
books- as his holanefs, fhould bec ignorant that
Italy was thc mother of every thing that was
cxcellent. '

- Benedié& died the 25th of April, 1342, and
was interred at Notre-Dame, where his mo-
nument is now to be feen. A contemporary
author affures us, that a monk, who had been a
brother in the fame convent with Bcnedi&,
faid to him fome time before his dcath, ‘You
~will die foon if you do not amend your life.’

The holy fee was vacant only thirteen days. -
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All the fuffrages were united in Pierre Roger,
cardinal of Aquilea, who took the name of Cle-
ment VI. He was of an ancient family, and
had pafled through many honaurs, as the pro-
vifor of the Sorbonne, the archbifhoprics of
Sens and Rouen, and the chancellorfhip of
Paris, having the fcals conferred on him by
Philip of Valois; after which Benedi® XII.
made him cardinal in the promotion that took
place in 1338. The coronation of this pope was
conducted with great pomp, and was perform-
ed the 19th of May, in the church of the Do~
minicans. John duke of Normandy, eldeft
fon of the king of France, James duke of
Bourbon, Philip duke of Burgundy, Humbert
~dauphin of Viennois, and feveral other great
lords, affifted at the ceremony.

The court of Rome immediately changed
its appearance, and there was a magnificence
and luxury unknown in the preceding pontifi-
cates. Clement VI. was condefcending, frank,
noble, and generous. He had the tafte and
‘manners of a nobleman who had always lived
in the courts of princes. No fovereign of his
time appeared with more eclat, or diffufed his
“favours with more grace or liberality. Nothing
equalled the fumptuoufnefs of his furniture,
the delicacies of his table, or the fplendour of
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his court, which was filled with lords and gen—
tlemen of ancient nobility. Accuftomed to
live among ladies, whofe fociety amufed him,
he did not think the papacy obliged him to
alter his manner of life. They continued to
vifit him as ufual. In truth this did not add
to the decorum of his court, but it rendered it
very agreeable and brilliant. -
This pope had great qualities, but an ex-
ceffive luxury of character, which caufed him to
be fpoken of by many authors with great bit-
ternefs. His rcputation for generofity and bes
nevolence, together with a bull of invitation
that he publithed, drew to Avignon this year
more than a hundred thoufand fcholars, who
all returned with fome favour thewn them.
It would be hard to give credit to this, if wé
did not recolle@ that his predeceflor left a great
number of benefices vacant, becaufe, as he
faid, he found no perfon worthy to fill them;
Clement VI. thought and aced in a very dif-
ferent manner. His hands were ever open,
and his favourite maxim was, ¢ That no one
fhould depart unfatisfied from the palace of a
prince.’ x
As foon as they were informed at Rome of
the eleétion of Clement, they fent a folemn
embafly to make him three principal requefts,
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The firft, that he would vouchfafe to accept:
the office of fenator; as difputes on this head
had often made that city a prey to civil wars,
The fecond, that he would haften the re-efta-~’
blithment of the holy fee at Rome. And th¢
third, that he would be pleafed to reduce to
fifty years the indulgence which pope Boni-
face VIII. had granted to the church, and fixed
at an hundred years; and that the reafon for
this their prayer was, that all the faithful
might partake of it, the time appointed by
Boniface exceeding the ordinary term of life.

After two months confideration the pope’
returned this anfwer: That, as to the firft, it
belonged to him as fovereign of Rome; that
he would however accept the municipal govern-
ment in his right as cardinal, without dero-
gating from his fovereignty : that, as to the fe-
cond requeft, no one could be more defirous
than himfelf of the return of the holy fee to
Rome; but he could not fix the time till the
affairs of France and England were in a more
tranquil ftate: and that with refpe® to the
jubilee, he granted with pleafure the reduction
they afked, and fixed his indulgence to re-
turn every fifty years,

Petrarch, who had obtained the dignity of
Roman citizen by letters patent at his corona~
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tion, was one of the¢ ambafladors fent from
Rome to pope Clement; he was joined with
Nicholas Gabrini, called Rienzi, and appointed
to make an oration before the pope. In this
fpecch he ufes his favountc figure when fpeak-
ing of Rome; he defcribes an old woman,
bowed down with gricf and misfortune, who
comes to throw herfelf at the feet of her huf-
band. ‘You defired to fce me,’ fays fhe, ¢ when
I was in bondage to another; and I fear not
being as dear to you now I am agam become
yours. You judge not like the vulgar, who de-
firc ardently what they have not, and are eafily
difgufted with what they have.’

. The reward of this oration, which was a
long one and very dry, was the priory of St.
Nicholas, in the diocefe of Pifa, which the
pope gave to Petrarch the fixth of O&ober,
1342.

. 'The pope granted two fmall favouts this
ycar to two of Laura’s children, Her daughter
Ermeflenda was received into the convent of
St. Laurcnce, where fhe profefifed herfelf fome
time after ; and Audibert her fon was appoint-
cd- to .the canonry of Notre. Dame de Dons.
Thefc children were about twelve or thirteeen
years of age.

. We arc now come to Rienzi, Pctrarch's
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colleague, who was foon after this very fingu«
larly diftinguifhed in the revolutions of Rome,
His origin and charadter were as follows. His
father kept a public-houfe, and his mother
was a watherwoman. But he made up for
the lownefs of his birth by the elevation of his
wit and underftanding ; his imagination was
lively and brilliant; he had a prodigious me-
mory, and a natural cloquence which drew af-
ter him the whole world.  His parents, though
{o meanly fituated, fpared nothing in the courfe
of his education. When the firft ftudies of
grammar and rhetoric had polithed his mind,
and improved his natural eloquence, he applied
himfelf to the ftudy of the Roman hiftory, and
the fearch into its antiquities, to which he
joined a great knowledge of the civil law, and
the rights of the people. The commentari€s
of Cafar were much read, and much efteemed
by him. S
Rienzi's enthufiafm for Rome united him
firmly with Petrarch, and could be the only
foundation of a connection between men of
fuch different chara&ters. He fucceeded alfo
with Clement, who admired his eloquence, and
was never weary of his converfation. He had
likewife at firft the good graces of cardinal Co-
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lonna, ptobably through the favour of Petrirch,
but which he afterwards loft by inveighing
bitterly againft fome great lords in Rome. The
pope conferred upon Rienzi the place of notary
at Rome,which was a very Iucrative poft. Thefe
honours paved the way for the extraordinary
fituation in which we fhall foon beliold him.

Clement VL. had a fine natural underftand-
ing, which he had enriched and improved by
ftudy. Petrarch fays, he forgot nothing that
he read, and if he withed to do it, he had n:
not in his power.

He had gained in his coverfation with the
female fex, and in the courts of princes, a foft-
nefs and politenefs of manner which endcared
him to every one. When he referved to him-~
felf the nomination of the greater prelacies,.
to fatisfy the defireshc had of beftowing fa-
vours, it was reprefented to him that fuch re-
ferves would produce great inconveniences, and
that his predeceflors had not dared to make
them. He replied, My predeceflors knew not
what it was ta be popes.’ '

It was in the pontificate of this pope that
the city of Avignon, where debauchery had
long reigned, came at laft to the greateft ex-"
cefs of luzury and diffolutenefs. The accounts-
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which Petrarch gives of the licentioufnefs and
negleét of all decency in this city, are fully con-
firmed by other writers.

On the return of Petrarch to Avignon,
Laura behaved to him in a kinder manner.
Perhaps a long abfence made her feel more.
fenfibly that fhe was not indifferent to him;
perhaps, too, his reputation made fome impref~
fion on her mind. However this was, the
favour of the pope, and the kindnefs of Laura,
rendered Avignon more agreeable than ufual
to Petrarch. He pafled the greateft part of
this year there, and went to Vauclufc but fel-
dom, and for a fhort time ; and when he was
in that folitude, he owns that his foul was al«
ways at Avignon with Laura,

Petrarch was one day feated in a public
place to which he knew Laura would come,
and meditating on his ufual fubject, with his
cyes fixed on the ground, when the appeared
fuddenly before him. As foon as he perceived -
her, he rofe, and making her a low bow, was
going to fpeak. She caft upon him a kind
look, returned him the fame falutation, and
pafled along, faying fomething he did not per-
fe@ly hear. Thefe obliging manners filled
Petrarch with extreme joy.

At this time Petrarch made a conne®ion

3
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with Sennucio Delbene, a Florentine of noble
birth, and who favoured the party of the Gi-
belins. There is an anecdote rclating to- him
which the people of Florence fpeak of with
indignation. Charles of Valois being fent to
Florence by pope Boniface VIII. on public af-
fairs, was much delighted with the diverfion
of hawking. ‘Sennucio had a country houfé¢
near the city, where Charles often went to re-
freth himfelf on thefe oceafions. Sennucio
accommodated him i the beft manner he
‘could, and as fuited a gentleman of his rank.
This hofpitality did not prevent the prince
from imprifoning him, becaufe he was of the
party oppofite to that he favoured, and con-
demning him to pay a fine of four thoufand
livres: his eftate alfo was confifcated. But
by the favour of John XXII. Sennucio.was re-
cftablifhed in all his rights in the year 1326.
He was attached to the Colonnas, and above
‘all to cardinal John Colonna, which gave
rife to the friendfhip between him and Pe-
‘trarch. ‘ '
Sennucio was fond of the arts. He had a
tender heart, and was attached to the fair fex.
He was alfo a poet, but his lyre was ftrung ta
lighter meafures, not fad and plaintive like that
of Petrarch. I
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1. do not know how it was that Sennucis
was admitted to the houfe of Laura, but it ap-
pears that he faw her often, and that Petrarch
often converfed with him on the fubjeét of his
love.

The praifes Pctrarch had beftowed on Laura
rendered her ceclebrated every where. All
who came to Avignon had a ftrong defire to
fee her. But, though the was not yctﬂ thirty.
years of age, fhe was fomewhat altered. Whe-
ther this was owing to her having had many
children, to illnefs, or domeftic chagrins, fhe
had no longer her former clear and brilliant
complexion. Petrarch alfo, by a kind of fym-
pathy, loft that beautiful complexion which
had been fo univerfally admired. In a letter
written to a friend, whom he had not feen
for fome time, he fays, ¢ I am not what I was;
the perpetual difcord between my foul and my
body has changed me fo much that you would
hardly know me again.’

This year, 1342, died at Avignon a lad_y
who was greatly beloved by Gerard, the bro-
ther of Petrarch.

¢ The objeét,’ fays Petrarch to him, ¢ of your
_tender love has left us.to enjoy celeftial glory. I
‘hope it at leaft, and I believe it! The fweet-
‘nefs of her manners, and the virtues of her life,
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-will not fail to infure her this felicity. Take
back fhcrcfoxjc, for it is high time, the two
keys of thy heart. Thus relieved from anxiety,
and thy path clear before thee, follow this be-
loved obje¢t in the fureft road. Nothing ought
now to retard thy progrefs. Thou refembleft
a pilgrim who wants only a ftaff to take a long
journey. You fee, my dear brother, we haften
faft toward death : when, in the awful paffage,
our fouls arc releafed from mortal ties, they
will take their flight with more freedom and
eafe.’ |

Gerard, touched in the moft fenfible manner
with this lofs, followed the advice of his bro-
ther, and determined to employ himfelf wholly
for the future in the great work of his falva~
tion: he quitted the world, and placed him-
felf in the monaftery of the Carthufians, which
he went to vifit when at St. Baume with Pe.
trarch in 1339.- The heavenly life which thefe
monks led in that awful folitude, had made an
impreflion upon him which had never been ‘ef-
faced. :

The origin of the order of the Carthufians
is thus related by Petrarch. Two brothers
from Genoa -fet out on a trading voyage; the
one failed toward the eaft, the other toward
the weft. After a number of years, onc of
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them arriving at Genoa, being informed his
brother was at Marfeilles, wrote to him to
defire his return to Genoa; but, receiving no
anfwer, he went to Marfeilles, and, finding his
brother there, he atked him, why he did not
come to Genoa? His brother replied, < I am
weary of navigation and trade: I will no longer
truft my life to the mercy of the winds; do
as you pleafc; my refolution is fixed. I have
found a port on the borders of paradife, where
I will reft, and wait in tranquillity the moment
of my death.’

The other, who did not comprehcnd this
language, afked him to explain himfelf; he ré-
turned no anf{wer, but took him to Montrieu;
into a deep valley, in the middle of a wood,
and pointed to a houfe he had there juft built.
Struck with the awfulnefs of the furrounding
{cene, the other Genoefe felt a fudden com-<
punction, and determined immediately to ereét
a building like that of his brother on a neigh-
bouring hill. They bade adieu to the world,
and founded with their eftates and houfes the
new order of the Carthufians; an order famous
for its piety and aufterity of manners: and in
this folitude they confécrated the remainder
of their days to God. This monaftery of
Montrieu is fituated between Aix and Toulon;
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in the middle of the woods, and furrounded
with mountains, from whence iffue fcvcral
fivers. Hence the name of Montrieu. ‘

Though Petrarch loved his brother with'
tendernefs, he was not forry for this change:
Gerard was fond of pleafure, and of an un-
fteady temper; he knew not how to moderate’
any of his inclinations ; and this gave Petrarch
a great deal of trouble and uncafinefs, efpecrally
in a city like Avignon. ‘I acknowledge,’ fays
Petrarch, ¢ the hand of God in this conver-
fion. None but himfelf could work fo great a
change.” Petrarch had conceived a very high
idea of the Carthufians. ¢ This order does not,
fays he, ¢ refemble others: none enter into it
by force or feduction.” Gerard was no fooner-
fixed in this monaftery, than he wrote to his
brother to induce him to take the fame refolu-
tion. Petrarch, filled with piety and remorfe,
was ftaggered ; -but he did not comply. Pope
Clement VI. gave Gerard an abfolution when in
the article of death.

The bifhop of Rhodes, whofe name was Ber-
nard Albi, and who had been appointed cardi-
nal after the exaltation of Clement, came at
this time to Avignon, and was much delighted
with the converfation of Petrarch. After his
return to Italy, he fent him a letter full of
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fublime queftions on the moft abftra&ted fub-
Jje&s of philofophy. . Petrarch replies thus: -

¢ Your queftions are an ample proof of your
great pcm.tratlon To queftion and to doubt;
with judgment is a great part of our T_ipow-g
lcdgc_ The -manner in wiich you confefs
your ignorance confoles me for my own; and,
was not this- the cafe, my occupatiens, the ex-
ceflive heats, thc tumult of this crowded cxty,
leave me little time for wntmg

¢ You would have me meafure the hcavcns,
the earth, and the feas; I, who know not of
what kind of clay my own body 1s formed, or
the nature of the foul which is confined jn it
as in a prifon, fhall I dive into the fyftems of
Ptolemy, or decypher the charalters which
the Sicilian geometrician drew on the unfor-
tunate foil ? A]as' death purfucs me with
eager fteps; and all my aim is to fteal a few
:momcnts from his grafp. I fhall therefore only
fay in anfwer to your queftions, that there are
feven planets, and that the fun holds thc firft
rank: his rays rcanimate the world; he be-
gins his courfe in the eaft, and when hc fets a
.cold fhade is fpread over the earth. The fixed
ftars make their revolutions alfo by a ‘motion
not vifible to us. It is difputed whether the
fun is placed in the centre of the world; but

VOL. I. P
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would it not be better to feck this centre wheré
virtue dwells? Men form calculations how
“much larger it is than the carth; and they
negle& to examine how much more noble the
foul 1s than the body.

¢ The moon fhines with the light it borrows
from the fun; its motions are periodical. Mer-
cury is an inconftant planet, and its influcnces
are various: we know all this, but we neglect
to inquire whether profperity is a good or evil ;
by whom, and in what cafcs, death is to be de-
fired or fecared. Your couricr is in hafte, and 1
would rather fend him back with nothing, than
give him many lincs of which I fhould be
athamed. I cannot explain to you my aftonifh-

“ment when I faw. that dcluge of verfes which
your letter poured in upon me. I undertook
to count them, but in vain. What a pity that
Virgil poﬁ'cﬁ'ca not this happy ﬁiculty? he
would not have pafled his whole life in com-
pofing a poem which at laft he left imperfe&.
Your -queftions refemble the enigma of the
‘Sphinx; and you muft feek another Ocedipus to
anfwer ‘them.’

1343. Borlaam the Greck monk, of whom
mention has been already madc, came this
year to Avignon: he had been much chagrined
by a decifion given againft him by the patriarch

3
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of Conftantinople, in a difpute he had held
with the monks of mount Athos. Thefe
monks maintained that the light which appear-
ed on mount Tabor, at the transfiguration of
Jefus Chrift, was uncreated; and that it was
God himfelf. The Greeks made a ferious
affair of this fanciful opinion, and were con-
tending for thc truth of it with vchemence,
while the Turks werc at their gates, and had
formed as it were a barrier round Conftantino-
ple of the cities they had taken in Afia.

Petrarch was glad to fee his Greek mafter
again; and as Borlaam defired an eftablith-
ment in Italy, Petrarch by his folicitations and
his credit procured him the bifhopric of Ge-
raci, which being a fuffragan, or fubfidiary
bithopric depending on Rheggio, the revenue
was fmall ; but it fuited Borlaam, becaufe it
fettled him at the clofe of life in his native
country, where he died ten years after, in
1353- .

At the end of January 1343, there arrived an
extraordinary couricr at Avignon, who breught
the melancholy news of the death of Robert
king of Naples. This caufed a general con-
fternation in that city, and throughout all Pro-
vence. This prince was fixty years old, when,
without terror, he faw his flefh wafte away, his

P 2
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body decaying, and death taking poﬂ'cﬁ'xon of
his whole fibric. One thing alone troubled
his laft moments : this was the ftate in which
he muft leave his family and his kingdom.
Robert had had two children by his queen:
the eldeft died young; and the fecond, named
.Charles, duke ot Calabria, left: only two daugh-»
ters, Joan and Mary. ~

Charobert, king of Hungary, who had fome
pretenfions to the kingdom of Naples, as the
heir of Charles Martel, Robert’s eldeft brother,
had two fons. Pope John XXII. who had
decided in favour of Robert, propofed a double
marriage between thefe royal houfes: the prin-
cefs Joan, who was the eldeft, with Andrew
‘the fecond fon; and the eldeft fon Lewis with
-‘Mary the fecond daughter. Thefe marriages
were celebrated with aftonifhing magnificence
in 1333. Andrew was fix, and Joan nine¢
years old; and it was thought their being
brought up together would cement this union:
but, as it might rather have been expe&ed, it
-happened otherwife.” The antipathy that Joan
thewed for Andrew was foon remarked; the
.difference of their educations alone would bave
-produced this effe&.
.+ The' Neapolitans were polite, ,volupbupus,
g_allant, and magnificent. The Hungarians, on
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jthc contrary, were vulgal’ churlifh, and ene-
mies to magnificence and " pleafure ; and were
dooked upon at Naples as barbarians, who could
{carcely be treated with fufficient contempt.
Add to this, Andrew and his courtiers exag-
gerated in a haughty manner their rights to
the kingdom of Naples; while at the court of
Joan they ridiculed their pride, and maintain>
ed that Andrew could only reign as hufband of
his quéen. Robert faw with grief thefe con-
tefts, and the prefentiments they raifed in his
heart clouded his laft moments, which would
otherwife have been the calm evening of a
bright day, :

Perceiving that he drew near his end, he af-
“fembled - his nobles, and di&ated his will in
. their prefence. By this will he made Joan his
-grand-daughter his heir, and her fifter Mary
was to fucceed her. Saiche of Arragon, the
fecond wife of Robert, by whom he had na
children, was a woman of capacity and virtue,
to whom he would have confided the regency,
-and the education of his grand-daughters, had
the not formed a refolution on his death to
finith her days in a monaftery. She had al-
ways fo ftrong an inclination for the cloifter,
that in 1317 fhe attempted to fet afide her
marriage, to throw herfelf into a convent. But
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pope John XXII. to whom fhe applied, told
her this intention was a fnare of the devil. Ro-
‘bert named her, howevet, at the head of a
council for the adminiftration, till the prin-
cefles were twenty-five years old ; and Philip
de Cabaflole was one of this council.

After this Robert defired they would bring
to him the two young perfons he had named
‘for his fucceflors. He addreflcd himfelf to
them with the greateft dignity and tendernefs ;
difcovered to them the dangers which threat-
ened them; and informed them in what man-
ner they ought to conduét themfelves towards
their enemies, their friends, and their fubjeéts.
At a moment when other men can fearcely
fupport themfelves, this great king feemed
wholly interefted in the good of his family;
and the wifdom, ftrength, and prefence of
mind, he fhewed on this occafion, furprifed and
overwhelmed with grief thofe who were pre-
fent. Obferving thofc who ftood round his
bed melted into tears, he reproached them for
it in a pentle manner. ¢ What is the reafon of
your grief? faid he. ¢ My death has nothing
in it mournful or unhappy; on the contrary, it
1§ greatly for my advantage. I leave a frail
throne for an everlafting kingdom. Have I
not lived long enough ? 1 have almoft attained
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the period that Nature herfelf feems to have
fixed to the life of man. Inftead of affliGing
_yourfelves, my children, rejoice with me in my
felicity.’

After having faid this, he difcourfed to thcm
upon death with {fo much eloquence and phi-
lofophy ; he painted it in fuch foft and agree-
able colours, that thofe who were prefent con-
fcfled it no longer appcared fo terrible an
event, and that the end of a dying fage, like
Robert, was preferable to the fchool of the
greateft philofopher.  After having fettled all
his affairs with the fame calm deliberation as
if he was juft going to fet out for the country,
he addrefled himfelf to God, and delivered up
His foul into the hands of its Maker, without
one figh or tear, or fhewing the leaft mark of
weaknefs on account of its feparation from his
body. ¢ He died,” fays Petrarch, ¢ as he lived,
a&ing and fpeaking like himfelf.” He chofe
to die in the habit of the third order of St,
Francis, an a& of zcal at that time in fafhion.

Pctrarch was at Avignon when he received
the news of king Robert’s death. He fet out
immediately for Vauclufe, to lament in filence
and folitude fo irrcparable alofs. Some time
after he writes thus to Barbatus of Sulmone :

~ ¢ Alas! nothing can equal my lofs! Wha
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fiow fhall be' my advifer, my protecor, my fup-
‘port? To whom fhall I devote “my genius 'and
‘my ftudies? Who thall revive my hopes, and
draw my foul out of its lethargy ? I had two
guides, two protc&ors; and death has depnved
me of both in the courfe of one year.” For my
firt and deareft friend, I fhed the tears.of .af-
fe@ion on the bofom of Lelius. For the fe-
cond, I weep with you, and fhall for ever
weep. I, who have been accuftomed to con-
fole others, know not how to confole myfelf.
I fend you thefe few lines from that retreat
where my foul feeks rcfuge in all its trou-
bles.! ‘

Petrarch, fome time after this, at the deﬁrc
of a Neapolitan nobleman, made thc foilowmg
epitaph on king Robert =

¢ Here lies the body of king Robcrt his
foul is in heaven.~ He was the glory of kmgs ;
the honour ‘of his age; the chief of warriors;
and the beft of men, Skilful in the art of war,
he loved peace, If he had lived longer, Jeru-
falem and Sicily, under his ftandard, would
have thaken off the yoke of the Barbarians,
and driven out the tyrants. " Thefe two klng-
doms have loft their hope in lofing their king,
His genius equalled his valour: he unravelléd
the holy myfteries ;- he read the events of hes-
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wen ; he underftood the virtues of plants;- all
‘nature was open before him. The Mufes and
the Arts mourn their prote@tor.  Nothing was
-kirider than his manners: his heart was the
temple of Patience. All the Virtues lie buried
in his tomb. . No one can praife him as he
deferves: but fame fhall make him immor-
‘tal.’

Petrarch had reafon to regret a prince who
had conferred upon him fo many favours, and
who had fo great a relifth for his works, that,
ftealing fometimes from his ferious occupations,
he pafled many hours of the night in read-
ing them, thhout thinking either of food or
Aleep. -

Petrarch, after lamenting this friend many
days in the filence and gloom of his retreat,
came back to Avignon, where he pafled a great
part of the winter, making only now and then
fhort vifits to Vauclufe. v

1344. Petrarch being at Avignon fomc
time after this, met with Laura at a public
affembly : her drefs was magnificent ; but in
particular the had filk gloves, brocaded with
gold—a rare ornament at that time, when
filk was fo fcarce in Langucdoc and in Pro-
vence, that the fencchal of Beaucaue, two
years after -this, fent twelve pounds to queen
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Joan of Burgundy, which coft him feventy-fix
French livres a pound. Laura happened to
drop one of thefe gloves. Petrarch, whofe
cycs were ever bent towards her, immediately
picked it up. Laura perceiving it in his hands,
took it from him inftantly; and, though Pe-
trarch had the ftrongeft defire to retain this pre-
cious ornament, he had not the power. If the
nobility of Laura had not becn proved by the
contract of her marriage, 1t would have been
by thefe embroidered gloves ; for in the thir-
teenth and fourtcenth centuries none but per-
fons of quality in France werce altowed to wear
filk, gold, furs, pearls, and precious jewels.
This was obferved at Avignon ; and nene of
the rclations of the pope, the wives and daugh-
ters of the marfhals, barons, viguiers, and the
ladies of noblc birth in this city, were cxempt-
ed from this fumptuary law. Avignon how-
ever, by its commerce with ftrangers, had long
loft the fimplicity of its manners, which till
then it had bceen famous for : their extrava-
gance incrcafed with their wealth, and the
wives of . citizens aimed as much as poffible to.
vie with the ladies of noble rank in their lux-
ury and expence. '

Under the pontificate of Clement V]. pro-
fufion and debauchery were carricd to the ut-
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moft hcight at Avignon. The generofity of
this pontiff was unbounded; and he had the
ftrongeft attachment to the fair fex, who had
Aree accefs at all hours to his palace. At the
head of thefe ladics, who formed a court in the
palace of Clement, was the vifcountefs of Tu-
renne.  As fhe acted a confiderable part in the
pontificate of Clement, and was the particular
objec of Petrarch’s averfion, a fhort defcription
of her may not be difagrecable.

The name of this lady was Cicily; fhe was
daughter of the count dc Commenges, who
had efpoufed the daughter and heir of Rey-
mond, vifcount of Turenne. She marricd the
{fon of Alphonfo 1V. king of Arragon, and be-
came vifcountefs of Turcune by. the death of
her brother, in the year 1340. She was a wo-
man of infinitc cunning, and proud and im-
perious to cxcefs. It was cafy for {uch a cha-
ra&er to influence the mind of Clement, who
was a man of the moft gentle temper, and the
cafieft to govern. The empire fhe obtained
over him, and the authority with which fhe
difpofed of every thing in his court, have
caufed many to fufpect that the was his mif-
trefs. It is certain fhe made herfelf very
agrecable to him as a companion, accumulated
a great deal of wealth, and dithoncured_herfelf
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by the avxdxty with whxch fhe received | money
from all hands without diftin&ion.

It is not furprifing that, under the govern=
‘ment of .a woman who thought of nothing
‘but amafling wealth, and in a court filled with
young perfons of both fexes who held the firft
places thcre, and had no curb to their defires,
-debauchery fhould wholly prevail and become
.univerfal. Petrarch draws two piGtures of this
terrible licentioufnefs. In his letters called
the Myfteries, onc of thefe dcfcnptxons is as
follows : .

¢ All that they fay of Aflyrian and-Egyptian
Babylon, of the four Labyrinths, of the Aver-
nian and Tartarian lakes, are nothing in. com-
~parifon of this hell. We have here a Nimrod
powerful on the earth, and a mighty huntet
before the Lord, who attempts to fcale hea-
ven with raifing Ws fuperb towers; a Semi-
ramis with her quiver; a Cambyfes more ex-
travagant than the Cambyfes of old. You
may here behold the inflexible Minos; Rhow
domanthus ; the greedy Cerbefus; Pafiphae,
and the Minotaur. = All thatis vile and execra-
ble is aflembled in this place.  There is no
clue to lead you out of this labyrinth, neither
that of Dedalus nor Ariadne : the only ‘means
of efcaping is by the influence of gold. Gold
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paclﬁes the moft favage monﬁcrs, foftens . the
hardeft hearts, pierces through the flinty rock,
and opens every door, cven that of heaven:
for, to fay all in one word, even Jefus Clmﬁ is
here bought with gold. '

¢ In this place reign the fucceflors of Poot
fithermen, who have forgot their origin. They
march covered with gold and purple, proud of
the fpoils of princes and of the people. In<
ftead of thofe little boats in which they gained
their living on the lake of Gennefaret, they in-
habit fuperb palaces. They have likewife their
parchments, to which are hung pieces of lead ;
and thefe they ufe as nets to catch the inno-
cent and unwary, whom they fleece and burn
to fatisfy their gluttony.

¢ To the moft fimple repafts have fucceeded
the moft fumptuous feafts; and where the
apoftles went on foot covered only with fan-
‘dals, are now feen infolent fatrapes mounted on
horfes ornamented with gold, and champmg
golden bits. They appear like the kings of
‘Perfia, or the Parthian prmces, to whom all
muft pay adoration. .

¢ Poor old fithermen ! For whom have you
laboured ? For whom have you cultwatcd the
field of the Lord? For whem have you fhed
1o much of your blood? Neither piety, cha-
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rity, nor truth, is here. God is defpifed, the
laws trampled upon, and wickednefs is eftcem<"
ed wifdom. Oh'times! Oh manners!’

Petrarch did not fatirize the vices of others
alonc; hc compofed fome refleGtions at this
time which unfold his own charaéter, and the
failings to which it was fubje. Thefe re-
fle@ions are put in the form of dialogues, in
imitation of the Confeffions of St. Augutftin.

Auguftin ‘'was Petrarch’s favourite faint.
¢ When I read his Confeflions,’ fays Petrarch,
¢ I think I read my own, for I findin them the
hiftory of my life. At might, when my foul
is freed from care, I lay myfclf down in bed
as in a tomb, and fummon my hcart beforc me.
Its reftleflnefs and diftra&ion, its dread of dcath,
its hatred of vice, and yet unequal progrefs in
virtuc and purity ; from whence come all thefe
things ?

¢ They arife,’ replics Auguftin, ‘from your
light and carelefs difpofition. } You percceive
your errors, but you do not feek a béttér” ath
to walk in :"you bchold your penl but takc. no

pams to aVoxd It

duced by your wit, kno_wlcdvc, c’loqucme, and
beauty! What is there in thefe ‘things on
which to build your pride? How many times
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has your wit failed you? In the arts, how
much more fkilful than you are the moft vul-
gar of mankind, and the fmalleft animals in
the creation? Compare your knowledge with
your ignorance, and it will appear like a fmall
brook by the fide of the occan. Your elo-
quence, what is it ? A wind, a puff, an empty
noife ! Did you feel in the midft of the loudeft
praifes that you wanted the greateft of all, the
applaufc' of your own mind ? \Vhat folly to

occupy yourfclf in arrangmg fyllables ! Under
this n_ﬂtmmt how many obJLc’ts arc thcrc in
nature to wh1c11 you cannot do _]ufhcc } How
many fentiments in phnlof ophy you are not able
to cxprefs, becaufe you are tied down to mca®”
{ures, and fail'in thc numbcr of your vxordq
The Greeks and the Latins, have they not
mutually reproached each other for this poverty
of language ?

¢ As to your body, your hcalth, your com-
plexion, your featurcs, can any thing be more
frail, or lefs to be depended on ?  The fmalleft
accident, the fting of a gnat, a breath of cor-
rupted air, will caufe them to wither and de-
cay. Beauty is a flower which often fades be-
forc noon: and was not this the cafe, only
reprefent to yourfelf how that body will appear
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a féw yeats "herice,  when comm'ltted to the
{ilent grave. o i
- « As to your avarice : while you lived in your -
fohtude, content with a plain garb, the fruits -
of your trees, and the herbs of your garden,
you wanted nothing, and paflfed a fweet and
tranquil life. Now example has altered your
tafte, and you have the difturbed air of thofe
who are always feeking after what they can
never obtain. It is commendable to be adive
in procuring a comfortable livelihood, but
bounds fhould be fixed to our defires. What
are yours?’ ‘I afk nothing fuperfluous,” re-
plied Petrarch, aftonithed that avarice thould
be laid to his charge, < but I would want for
nothing. I have no ambition to command,
but I would not choofe to obey.” ¢ This,’ fays
St. Auguftin, ¢ 1s the ob_)c& of the greateft
kings, but they have failed in accomplithing -
it; and thofe: who command whole nations
‘have themfelves been forced to obey. Virtue
alone can procure that independence which is
the end of human withes.
¢ As to ‘your ambition.’—¢ How !" interrupt-
ed Petrarch, < to flee courts and cities, to bury
onefelf among rocks and woods, to combat
vulgar opinions, to hate and defpife honours,
to laugh at thofe who feck, and all their me-
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thods of obtaining them, is this to be ambi-
tious ?’— You are not, I will grant,’ replied St.
Auguftin, ‘born ambitious, and nature is not
to .be forced: but examine your own heart.
It is not honours that you hate, but the fteps
neceffary in this age to obtain them. Your
route to them is more fecret, but has the fame
end.; Youmuft own that this is the. real aim
of all your ftudies. 'The man who fets out on
a journey to Rome, but turns back intimidated
by ‘the length of the way, it is not Rome
that difpleafes him, but the road that leads to
it,

¢ Envy, gluttony, and wrath,’ continucd St.
Auguftin, ¢ I cannot ferioufly reproach you
with ; but you cannot vindicate yourfelf from
the charge of incontinence: and when. you
have prayed to be delivered from every licen-
tious paffion, you have prayed, as too many do,
in this manner; * Lord, make me chafte, but
not too foon. Wait a little, I befeech thee,
till my youth is pafled, and the feafon of plea-
fure is over. The time will come when I fhall
ha\e no inclination to vice, and when fatlcty
and difguft will prevent all dangcr of a_ re-
lapfe.” To afk in fuch a manner, is indeed to
afk in vain.’

St. Auguﬁ:m next fpeaks of that unfctthd
VOL. I. Q
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and difeordant humour to which Petrarch was
fubje®, and which delights to dwell on the
dark fide, and is always difturbing and torment-
ing itfelf. ¢ Men are loft to peace,’ continucs
be, ¢ becaufe thcy ‘know not the difficultics.
Wthh ‘attend the ﬁtuata&'is of others,,, or.. el
the advantagcs of thc:r own chcc  arife the
well,’ rephcd Petrarch, © that in clcvated ftas
tions we in vain feek for peacc and tranquils
lity of foul. I am fatisfied with my fortune,
but I am obliged to live for others, and com-
ply with their humours: this dcpcndcncc'is
my mifery.’

* ¢« And who then,’ faid St. Auguftin, “in this
world, lives only for himfelf? Even Cefar,
after he had fubdued the univerfe, did not he
live for others? With all his art, he could not
fatisfy the defires, or overrule the power, of
thofe who confpired againft him. Nothing
but wifdom can infure an independence like
this.’

Petrarch next complains to St Au_gu{hn of
the Tif¢' Ke Iéamg‘?ﬁf“ ‘Tam fatwued,
fays he, ¢ beyond all expreflion, with this noify
dirty city ; it is the gulph of all naftinefs and
vice; a colle®ion of narrow ill-built ftreets,
‘Wwhere enc cannot tdke a fingle ftep without
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meeting with filthy pigs, barking dogs; cha-
riots which ftun one with the rattling of theit
wheels ; fets of horfes in caparifon which block
up the way; disfigured beggars, terrible to
look at; ftrange faces from all the countries
upon earth; infolent nobles drunk with plea<
fure and debauch ; and an unruly populace al+
ways quarrelling and fighting.” To this the
faint anfwers, ¢ If the tumult of your foul would
fubfide, you would no longer complain of thefe
outward noifes, which affe& only the fenfes:
When the mind is calm, the confufion of obz
jects around us is no more to'our ear than the
murmuts of a running ftream. In this happy
ftate of foul, neither the clouds which fly
around her, nor even the thunder that rolls
over her head, is able to difturb her ferenity,
Safe in the port, the beholds but feels not the
thipwreck.

¢ But I have yet only attackcd the dlfordcrs
you are wxllmg to confefs; morc “delicate and
deeper wounds lie behind.” When 1 conﬁder"
your extreme fenﬁbx’hty, I dare hardly attempt
to probe them. Petrarch? you are bound with’
two golden chains, and your grcatcﬁ unhap -
nefs is, you are o dazzled by the luftre of them’
both, that you do not perceive your fcttcrs
.thcﬁ: chams are lo»e and glory ; f‘ﬁci"""” arc your

Q 2
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trcafures, your delights. Let us examine this

matter, and firft trcat of love.. Do you. not
allow that it is a great folly 2’

¢ The obje& of our love;’ rcplxed Pctrarch,
¢ muft decide this: love is the moft noble, or
the moft defpicable, of all the paffions ;. mifery,
if the obje& is unamiable; but to be attached
to a virtuous woman, who deferves both love
and refpe&, this appears. to me a great felicity.
If you think otherwife, I am forry for it,
Every one has his own opinion ; if this is an
error, it is dear to me, and I fhould be forry to .
be deprived of it. You know not the objc& of
this love I’

¢ Indeed I do,’ replied St. Auguﬁm ; € a mor-
tal, a woman is the caufe; I know you bave
pafled a great part of your life in admiring and
adoring her. A folly fo long perfifted in afto-
nifhes me.”

¢ I befeech you,’ returned Petrarch, ¢ no in-
veétives. Thais and Livia were women, but
what a difference between them and the.per-
fon of whom you fpcak : know that her man-
ners are a perfe¢t model of the purett virtue;
little attracted by the pleafures of :the world,
the fighs after heaven as her only reward.’
¢ What a madnefs,’ returned the faint! ¢ you
have nourifjed this flame in your heart fixteen
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yéars. The war of Hannibal in Italy was not
fo long, nor the flames he kindled more vio-
Jent, than yours. He was driven out at laft;
but who thall drive away that Hannibal- who
lays wafte your foul ?

+ ¢ Blind as you are, you love your difeafe, and
you feed it; but liften to me: when death
thall extinguifh thofe eyes which delight you
now, when you fhall behold that beautiful
face disfigured and pale, and thofe perfe@ limbs
motionlefs and livid, then will you bluth for
having attached an.immortal foul to a decayed
and perifhable body.’ :

- <God preferve me,’ refumed Petrarch, ¢ from
beholding fo terrible a difafter; it would be
reverfing the order of nature. I came firft inta
the world, and it would be unjuft I fhould go
out of it the laft.’—¢ It is not, however,’ faid
St. Auguftin, € an impofiible event, in as much
as this beautiful perfon, which is the obje&
of your lovg, and which is worn out by fre-
quent confinements, has already Joft much of
its ftrength and bnilliancy.’

... ¢ Learn,’ replicd Petrarch, ¢ that it is not
the perfon of Laura I adore, but that foul fo
fuperior to all others: her condu@ and her
manners -are an image of the life the blefled
lead in heaven. IfI fhould ever lofc her, (thg
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very idea makes me tremble!) I would fay,
what Lelius the wifeft of the Romans faid on
the death of Scipio, “ I laved her virtue, and
that thall ever live.”

«It is not eafy,’ returned -the faint, ¢ to
force you out of your intrenchment: for a
moment I will therefore allow, that this wo-
man for whom you languith is a faint, a god-
defs, the goddefs of virtue herfelf, if you will
have it fo. You are then the more culpable, if
your inclinations toward her are not pure and
honeft.’—¢ I take Heaven to witnefs,’ replied
Petrarch, ¢ that there was never any thing
difhoneft in my affections for Laura, never any
thing reprchenfible in them but their excefs.
I wifh all the world could fee my love with as
much clearnefs as they can her face. It re-
fembles it ; it is'like that face, pure and with-
out fpot. I am going to fay a thing that will
perhaps aftonith you.

¢ Tt 1s to Laura [ owe what I am. Never
fhould | have attained my prefent reputation
and glory, 1f the fentiments with which fthe
infpired me had not raifed thofe feeds of vir-
tue which nature had planted in my foul : fhe
drcw me out of thofe fnares and precipices into
which the ardour of youth had plunged me.
In fine, the pointed out my road to heaven,
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and ferved me as a guide to purfue it. The
effe® of love is to transform the lover, and
to affimilate him to the obje& beloved. What
then more virtuous, more perfe& than Laura?
In a city where no one is refpe&ed, where no
characer is held facred, has calumny dared to
affault her ? have they found any thing repre-~
henfible, I fay not only in her adtions, but even
in her words, in her countenance, or in her
geftures? Thofe bad mouths which poifon all,
have they dared to taint her life with their pef-
tiferous breath? No; they could not even
forbear refpe@ing and admiring it. Inflamed
with the defire of enjoying, like her, a great
i'eputation, I have forced through all the ob-
ftacles that oppofed it: in the flower of my
age, Iloved her alone, I withed to pleafe her
alone. You know all that I have done; and
all that I have fuffcred to accomplith this end.
To her I have facrificed thofe pleafures for
which I felt the greateft inclination, and you
would have me forgetand renounce her. - N,
nothing can ever determine me to fuch a facri-
fice; it is to no purpofe for you to attcmpt

¢ How many errors!’ faid the faint, ¢ how many
illufions ! You fay you owe ta Laura what you
are; that the has caufed you to quit the world,
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and has elcvated you to the contemplation of
celeftial things. But the truth is this:/ full of
confidence and a good opinion of yourfelf, en-
tifcly occupicd lvit.l,‘, _fmé‘peﬁ‘éﬁ"ﬁ!' ‘whom your
whole foul is abforbed, you defpife the reft of
the world, and the world in_return dcfpifé?

, you._ It is true fhe has ‘drawn you out of fome

t‘vices; but fhe has alfo prevented the growth
of many virtues. In tcars and complaints you
have fpent that time which fhould have been
devoted to God. The beft cffect of this affec-
tion is perhaps to have rendered you eager
after glory: we fhall prefently examine how
much you are indebted to her on this account.
As ta every thing elfe, I venture to declare that
fhe has becn your deftru&tion in nourithing a
paffion the pught to have fupprefled. She has
filled you with the love of the creature rather
than the Creator; and this 1s the death of the
{fonl,

‘ You fay fhe has raifed you to the love of
God. It may be fo. But in this you have
inverted the order of nature. The Creator is
to be firft loved for his own fake, for his infinite
goodnefs and perfection; and then the creature
as his work, and in proportion to its refemblance
ta him. You have done the contrary. You
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have loved God as a good artifice*, who has
made what you thought the fincit obje& in
the world.’

‘I take Heaven to witnefs,” again replied
Petrarch, ¢ of what I beforc advanced, that it
1s the foul of Laura, and not her perfon, that I
love. Of this I can give you the moft incon-
teftible proof. The older fhe grows, the more
does my affection for her increafe.  Even in her
fpring her charms began to fade; but the
beauties of her mind, and my paffion, increafed
together.’

< If that foul,’ refumed St. Auguftin, ‘had in-
habited a vile and ugly body, would you have
loved it then ¥’

¢ The body,” faid Petrarch, ¢is the image
and the mirror of the foul: if the beauty of
the foul could be immediately perceived with-
out the interpofition of the body, I thould love
a beautiful foul though placed in a disfigured
perfon.’ .

¢ If; replied St. Auguftin, ¢ you love what
falls under your fenfes only, it is ftill the body
which you love. I do not deny that it was
the beauty of the foul which nourithed and
kept up your paffion, but it did not give birth
to it. You loved the body with the foul, and
the heat of youth led you to inclinations even,
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for Laura, which her virtue ‘alone fubdued,
Did fhe not herfclf tell you in one of thofe ex-
ceffes, « I am not, Pctrarch, the perfon you
take me for " In your commendations of
Laura you have often condemned yourfelf.’

¢ T will with joy acknowledge,’ returned Pe-
trarch, < her virtue and my own folly; but if my
defires have ever pafled the bounds which ho-
nour prefcribes, it 1s no ldnger fo; thofe limits
are now facred. With refpe@ to Laura, let
me ever do her this juftice; I never faw her
virtue ftagger in the moft interefting moments
of our connexion; and in the gayeft hours of
her life her condu@® was always uniform, al-
ways purc. How admirable is a conftancy, a
refolution {o fuperior to the generality of her
fex ¥ A

‘ You cannot deay,” faid the faint, ¢ and
have indeed confefled, that this love of yours
has made you unhappy, and was near drawing
on you a fatal crime. This admirable woman
was the caufe of all this: and ought fhe not
rather to have fupprefled than encouraged an
inchination fo fatal to your peace? She ought
to have known and imprefled this truth upon
)ou ; that of all the paﬁions to which hu-
‘man nature is fub)c&, love 1s the moft to be
fcared. It makes us forget ourfelves, and it
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Teads us to forget our God. Every thing ferves
to nourith and increafe it; and thofe wretched
mortals whom it holds in bondage, carry a fire
within them which will finally confume both
foul and body. It is unneceflary to fay more :
thofe who have experienced this paffion will
feel I fpeak truth; thofe who have never
known it, will give me no credit. But you are
not one of thefg.’ )

¢ Alas!” returned Petrarch, ¢ I am not able
to anfwer you, and I muft give myfelf up to
defpair!’ :

¢ No,’” faid the faint, ¢ before you do this,
you muft make every effort. Confult the beft
poets and philofophers.  Cicero advifes to
change the objeé of love, or divide it; like a
king of Perfia, who, to weaken the current of
the Ganges, cut this river into feveral ftreams.
But I would not have you take this method.
It is better to die an honeft death, than to live
an infamous life ; to be devoted to one honour-
able, than many difgraceful objects. You have
tried abfence, but it was liberty and curiofity
that were your chief motives. Thefe fent you
to the north and the fouth, and to the extre-
mities of the qcecan; thefe were the founda-
tion of your retreat at Vauclufe. But travel-
ling does more harm than good to thofe who
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carrytheir difeafes along with them ; and one
might apply to you, in this fituation, the an-
fwer of Socrates to a young man who com-
plained of the little ufe he had derived from his
travels: ¢ That 1s,” faid Sacrates, ¢ becaufe
you travelled with yourfelf. For thofe who
would travel with fuccefs, muft have the mind
rightly prepared ; and, without this preparation,
in vain will be its courfe, though extended
from pole to pole.” As Horace fays, it will
change its climate, but never alter its fen-
timents. To exchange your fituation to ad-
vantage, you muft lay down the burden that
opprefles you, nor hkc Orpheus ever look be-
hind you.

* You love Italy: it was there you received
your life. No fituation can fuit you better;
no fituation is fo éclightful. Recolleét the
beauty of the fkies, the fea, and the mountains;
call to mind the agreeable manners of its inha-
bitants. You have been too long abfent from
this your native country: it is growing late;
the night of life is. coming on. - Above all
things remember, that folitude is fatal to you,
and that the rocks and woods of Vauclufe are
fo many fnares to your foul. .

< Enter into yourfelf. :Be not difgufted with
age, which is approaching: or afraid of death
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that will fucceed it. Time pafles away, and
the body decays; but the mind is incorrup-
tible, and its maturity- can never be deter-
mined. With reafon has it been: faid, that one
foul required many bodies. Confider then the
noblenefs of this your foul, the frailty of your
body, the thortnefs of life, and the certainty of
death. Recall the torments you have fuffered,
the ufelefs tears you have fhed, and the thort
pleafures you have obtained, which may be
compared to thofe light zephyrs of the fummer
which refrefh the air but for a moment. Re-
fle& on the duties you have neglected, and the
works you have begun, and yet ncver com-
pleted. FEinally, let your prayers be fervent
and fincere, that God would hear you, that he
would ftrengthen your mind, and affift you
with his grace.

¢ This is all I have to fay upon the head of
love. As to glory, which is founded upon
fame, what is it ? Words which pafs through
the mouths of mortals, and vanith into air!
What is it but a wind blown up by their frail
breath! How many obftacles arc' there to an
immortal name! Fathion, which changes every
day, and gives to the moderns the preference
over the ancients; envy, which purfues the
greateft men even after death; the humour of
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the vulgar, who neither love men of genius,
nor truth herfelf; the ignorance and incon-
ftancy of men's judgments; in fine, the ruin
of fepulchres and monuments, which you ele-
gantly call the fecond death. And can this be
glory which depends upon the duration of
marble? Even books, more durable than mo-
numents, are they not fubje@ to a thoufand
accidents? They have, like us, their old age
and death ; and with this oblivion are the moit
cclebrated men threatened. In reality, the
true honour of man is virtue : and glory is only
her fhadow; it follows her every where, and
the lefs it is fought, the more certainly is it ob-
tained. If the earth 1s but a fpeck, and if God
fills both fpace and time, why do vain mortals
wafte their fhort moments in fuch an empty
purfuit? Was you affured but of one more
year of life, would not you manage it with ex-
treme economy ? Alas! men are avaricious of
-a certain, and prodigal of an uncertain, time.
They are not fure of a day, an hour, a minute,
yet they fet about employments of  great ex-
tent, and little ufe. Thoufands, intoxicated
with this folly, die in the flower of their age,
and in the midft of their projets. With one
foot in heaven, and the other upon the earth,
they fall into the grave. . Thus do you con-
3 : .
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fume your time in making books, and negle&®
important duties to run after vain defires.
Thus you purfue a fhadow, and negle& your
foul. o

< Abandon thefe things. The exploits of
the Romans have been fufficiently celebrated ;
they do not nced your praife. Leave Africa,
and your Scipio; you can add nothing to his
glory.

¢ Be yourfdlf once again, prepare for death,
and for the life that is to come.’

Thus end thefe excellent dialogues.

In Scptember 1343, the pope, who had
formed a high idea of Petrarch’s abilities, en-
trufted him with a negociation, the exccution
of which required both judgment and pene-
tration. It has been obferved, that Robert
king of Naples had eftablithed a regency till
his grand-daughter attained the age of twenty-
five years. The pope, on his fide, claimed
the government of Naples during this mino-
rity; and on this account fent Petrarch to
affert his right, and inform himfelf of what
was pafling in that court. The influence of
cardinal Colonna no doubt contributed to the
obtaining this commiffion for Petrarch. The
cardinal had friends who were unjuftly de-
tained in prifon at Naples, and whofc frcedom
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he had folicited; and he flattered hififelf that
Pctrarch’s cloquence and interceffion WOuld
obtain their enlargement.

Petrarch went by land to Nlce, where he
embarked, and in his paflage was near being
loft. He wrote to cardinal Colonna the fol-
lowing account of his voyage

¢ I embarked at Nice, the firft maritime
town in Italy; at night I got to Monaco;
and the bad weather obliged me to pafs a
whole day thére: this did not put me into
humour. The next morning we re-embatked,
and, after being tofled all day by the tempeft,
we arrived very late at Port Maurice. The
night was dreadful ; it was not poffible to get
to the caftle; and I was obliged to put up ata
village ale-houfe, where my bed and fupper
appeared tolerable, from extreme wearinefs and
hunger. 1 determined to proceed by land ;
the perils of the road were lefs dreadful to me
than thofe of the fea: T left my fervants and
baggage in the fhip, which fet fail, and I re-
mained with only one domeftic on fhore.

¢ By accident, among the rocks towards the
coaft of Genoa, I found fome German horfes
which werc for fale: they were ftrong and
ferviceable. I bought them; but I was foon
after obliged to take fhip again, for war was
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renewed between the Pifans and the people of
Milan. Nature has placed limits to thefe
ftates, the Po on one fide, and the Appenines
on the other; but pride and avarice know no
bounds.. I muft have paffed between their
two armies if I had gone by land ; this obliged
me to re-embark at Lerici. I pafled by Corvo,
that famous rock, the ruins of the city of Luna,
and I landed at Mutrona. From thence I
went the next day on horfeback to Pifa, Sienna,
and Rome. My eagernefs to execute your
orders has made me a night-traveller, contrary
to my chara®er and difpofition. I would not
fleep till T had paid my duty to your illuftrious
father, who is always my hero. I found him
juft the fame I left him feven ycars ago ; nay,
even as hale and fprightly as when I firft faw
him at Avignon, which is now twelve years.
What a furprifing man ! What majefty ! What
ftrength of mind and body! How firm his
voice, how beautiful his face! Had he been
a few years younger, I fhould have taken
bim for Julius Cafar, or Scipio Africanus.
Rome grows old, but not its hero. He was
half undrefled, and going into bed; I ftaid
then only a moment, but I pafled the whole of
the next day with him. He afked me a thou-
fand gqueftions about you; and was much
VOL. I. R .
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pleafed I was going to Naplcs He would ac-
company me when I fet out from Rome, be-
‘yond its walls. I went to Paleftrina that
night, and was kindly received there by John
Colonna. This is a young man of great
hopes, who follows the fteps of - his .ancef-
tors.

¢ I arrived at Naples the 11th of O&ober.
Heavens! what a change has the death of one
man produced in this place! No one would
know it now. Religion, jufticc, truth, are
banithed. Ithink I am at Memphis, Babylon,
or Mecca. In the placc of a king fo good, fo
juft, and fo pious, a little monk, fat, rofy, barc-
footed, with a fhorn head, and half covered
with a dirty mantle ; bent by hypocrify more
than age, loft in debauchery, proud of his po-
verty, and ftill prouder of the gold he has
amafled ; this.man holds the reins of this ftag-
gering empire. His cruelty and his debauches
go beyond even thofe of Dionyfius, Agathocles,
and Phalaris. The name of this monk is bro-
ther Robert; he was an Hungarian cordclier,
and preceptor of prince Andrew, whom he en-
tirely governed. This monfter opprefles the
weak, defpifes the great, tramples juftice under
foot, and treats the two queens with the
greateft infolence. The court and the city
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tremble before him. A mournful filence reigns
in the public affemblies ; and in private houfes
they converfe by whifpers. The leafl gef~
turs i4 piihithed, and to think i¥ ifmputed &
Crithe. |

¢ How terrible for me to negociaté with
fuck a man! I have prefented to him the or-
ders of the fovereign pontiff, and your juft de~
mands: he behaved with an infolénce I can-
not deferibe; Sufa, or Damafcus, the capital
of the Saracens, would have recéived with
more refpeé an envoy from the holy fee. The
great lords imitate his pride and tyranny. The
bithop of Cavaillon is the only one who op=
pofes this torrent : but what can on¢ lamb do
m the midft of fo many wolves? It is the re-
queft of a dying king alone that makes him
endure fo wretched a fituation. How fmall
arc the hopes of my negociation ! But I fhall
wait with patience, though I know before-
hand the anfwer they will give me.’

Petrarch reprefents queen Joan as a woman
of weak underftanding, and difpofed to gal-
Iantry, but incapable from her weaknefs. of
greater crimes, She was at this time eightcen
years -old, and governed by an old woman
whofe ofigin was from the dregs of the people
8he was wife to a poor fitherman of Catana,

R 2
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a town of Sicily; and was nuife; to a child of'
king Robert, of which his firft #wife was de-!
livered when fhe followed himi to the fiege of:
T'rapani in Sicily. This ‘womarn was handfomc,»
infinuating, and had found out the art of pleaf~,
ing both the wives of king Robert, and the
duchefs of Calabria the mother of Joan,. who
entrufted her with the education of her daugh-,
ter. She was confummate in, the art.of ad-.
drefs and the intrigues of- a court, and foon
gained the heart of a young princefs who foug,ht
after nothmg but love and pleafurc. . This
woman had married for hu' fecond hufband a
Turkifh flave, whom tl}c fenefchal of Naplgs
had bought of a corfair. The fenefchal took
a liking to him, and gave him his freedom;
from thence he became keeper of the king's
wardrobe, in which poft he amafled prodigious
wealth. When he married the Catanefc he
was made a chevalier, and by her credit ob-
tained the - placc of fenefchal, which bccamc'
vacant by the death of his mafter.  She had a
fon called Robert, for whom fhe obtained his
father's placc, after bis decath. His perfon was
handfome and agreeable, and it was tho’ught
that the very early.procured him the good
graces of the princefs Joan. Thefe people
ufed every means to oppofe the coronation of
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prince Andrew, that his authority, and that of
the Hungarians, might not be confirmed; and
they, on their part, aimed at the deftru&ion of
the Catanefe and her cabal. Such was the
fituation of this divided court, and it was cafy
to forefee it muft end in fome tragical event.

Petrarch, wearied out with the pretended
confiderations they pleaded, to retard and
amufe him, formed the projeé of vifiting the
mount Gargon, the port of Brindifi, and the
upper coaft of that feca. But the quecn dow-
ager begged he would not go fo far from Naples,
always faying to him, - We muft wait a little,
perhaps the face of things may change.” She
permitted him, however, to vifit fome places
near, which he gives an account of in the fol-
lowing letter to cardinal Colonna :

¢ I went to Baie with my friends Barbatus
and John Barrili: every thing concurred to
render this jaunt agreeable ; good company, the
beauty of the fcenes, and my extreme weari-
nefs of the city I quitted. This climate,
which, as far as I can judge, muft be infupport-
able in fummer, is delightful in winter. I was
rejoiced to behold places defcribed by Virgil,
and, which is more furprifing, by Homer be-
fore him. I have feen the Lucrine lake, fa-
mous for its fine oyfters: the lake Avernus, the
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waters of which are as black as pitch, with fifh
fwimming in it of the fame colour: marthes,
formed by the ftanding water of Acheron, and
that mountain whofe roots ge down to hell;
the horrible afpe@t of this place, the thick
thades with which it is covered by a furround-
ing wood, and the peflilential fme]l that this
water exhales, chara&erife it very juftly as the
hell of the poets. There wants only the bark
of Charon, which would indecd be unnecef-
fary, as there¢ is enly a thallow ford to pafs
over. The Styx and the kingdom of Plute
are now hid from our fight. Awed by what
I had heard and read of thefe mournful ap-
proaches te the dwellings of the dead, I was
contented to view them at my feet from the
top of a high mountain. The lagbourer, the
thepherd, and the failor, dare not approach
them ncarer. Thkere are profound caverns,
where fome pretend much gold is concealed ;
covetous men, they fay, have heen to feek it,
but they never rcturned ; whether they lofk
their way in the dark valleys, or whether they
had a fancy to vifit the dead, beipg fo near their
habitation.

< I have feen the ruins of the grotte of the
famous Cumean Sybil; it is a hideous rock,
fufpended in the Avernian lake, Its fituation
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ftrikes the mind with horror: there ftill remain
the hundred mouths by which the gods con-
veyed their oracles ; they are dumb.at prefent,
and there is only one. God who fpeaks in hea-
ven and in the earth. Thefe uninhabited ruing
feryve-for the nefts of birds of unlucky omen.
Not far from hence 1s that horrible cavern:
which leads, fay they, to hell.

‘- Who would believe, that clofe to the man-
fions of the dead nature fhould have placed
powerful remedies for the prefervation of life ?
Near Avernus however, and Acheron, is that
barren land from whence rifes continually a
{alutary vapour, a cure for feveral difeafes ; and
thofe hot fprings which found like the boiling
of an iron pot; there are fome which vomit
cinders hot and fulphureous. I have feen the
baths which nature has prepared, but the ava-
rice of the phyficians hath rendered them of
doubtful ufe: this does not however prevent
them from being vifited by all the neighbour-
ing towns. Thefe hollowed mountains dazzle
with the luftre of their marble arches, on which
are engraved figures that point out by the po~
fition of their hands the part of the body each
fountain is proper to cure.

‘I faw the foundations of that admirable
refervoir of Nero, which was to go from mount
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Mifene to the Avernian lake, and enclofe all
the hot waters of Baiz,

. ¢ At Puzzoli I faw the mountain of Falcrnus,
celebrated for its grapes, whence the famous
Falernian wine. I faw likewife thofe enraged
waves that Virgil fpeaks of in his Georgics,
on which Cafar put a bridle by the mole which
he raifed there, and which Auguftus finifhed :
it is now called the Dead Sea. 1 am furprifed
at the prodigious expence the Romans were at
to build houfes in the moft expofed fituations,
‘to fhelter them from the feverities of winter;
for in the heats of fummer the valleys of . the
Appenines, the mountains of Viterbe, the
woods of Ombriu, Tivoli, Frefcate, &c. fur-
nithed them with charming fhades: even the
ruins of thofc houfes are fuperb. But this
magnificence was little fuited to the Roman
manners, and on this account Marius, Cafar,
and Pompey, were praifed for having built
upon the mountains, where they were not dif-
turbed by the foaming of the fea, and where
they trod under foot thofe darling pleafures
which deftroy mankind, by rendering them
effeminate. This 1t was that determined Sci-
pio Africanus to feck a retreat at Linterno ; this
unparalleled hero rather chofe to flee from vo-
luptuoufnefs than trample it under foot. I
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could fee nothing that would delight me more
than his abode, but I had no guide that was
acquainted with its fituation.

< Of all the wonders I faw in my little
journey, nothing furprifcd me more than the
prodigious ftrength and extraordinary courage
of a young woman called Mary, whom we
faw at Puzzoli. She pafled her life among fol-
diers, and 1t was a common opinion that the
was fo much fecared, no onc dared attack her
honour. No warrior but envied her prowefs
and fkill. From the flower of her age the
lived in camps, and adopted the mulitary rules
and drefs. Her body is that of a hardy foldier,
rather than a woman, and feamed all over
with the fcars of honour. She is always at
war with her neighbours; fometimes fhe at-
tacks them with a little troop, fometimes
alone; and feveral have died by her hand.
She is perfect in all the firatagems of the mi-
litary art; and fuffers, with incredible patience,
hunger, thirft, cold, heat, and fatigue. In
fine, fhe lies on the bare ground, her fhicld
ferves for her pillow, and fhe flceps armed in
the open air.

¢ I had feen her in my firft voyage to Naples
about three years ago ; but as the was very much
altered, I did not know her again. She came
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forward to falute me; I returned it gs to a per-
fon I was not acquainted with; but by- he‘ri
laugh, and the geftures of thofe aboyt me,-

fufpeded fomcthmg ; and, obferving her thh-'
more attention, I found under the helmet the-
face of this formidable virgin. Was I to in-
form you of half the things they relate of her,
you would take them for fables. I will there-
fore confine myfelf to a few facts, to which I
was witnefs. By accident, feveral ftrangers,
who came to Puzzoli to fee this wonder, were
all affembled at the citadel to make trial of her
ftrength. We found her alone, walking be-
fore the portico of the church, and not fur-
prifed at the concourfe of the people. We
begged fhe would give us a proof of her
ﬂ:tcngth She excufed herfelf at firft as hav-
ing a wound in her arm; but afterwards the
took up an enormous block of ftone, and a
piece of wood loaded with iron. ¢ Upon
thefe,” faid the, “ you may try your ftrength
if you will.” After every one had attempted
to move them with more or lefs fuccefs, the
took and threw them with fo much eafe over
our heads, that we remained confounded, and
could hardly bclieve our eyes. At firft fome
deceit was fufpected, but there could be none.
This has yendered credible what, the ancients:
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relate of the Amazons, and Virgil of the he-
roines of [taly, who were headed by Camilla.’

Petrarch was but juft returned from this lit-
tle journey, when the city of Naples underwent
a horrible tempeft, which was felt along the
coafts of the Mediterranean.
¢ A monk, who was the bifthop of a neigh-
bouring ifland, and held in great eftcem for
his fanétity and his {kill in aftrology, had fore-
told that Naples was to be deftroyed by an
earthquake on the 25th of November. This
prophecy fpread fuch terror though the city,
that the inhabitants abandoned their affairs to
prepare themfelves for death, Some hardy
fpirits indeed ridiculed thofe who betrayed
marks of fear on the approach of a thunder
ftorm ; and, as foon &s the ftorm was over,
jeftingly cried out,. See, the prophecy has failed !

< As to myfelf, I was in a ftate between fear
and hope; but I muft confefs that fear fome-
times got the afcendant. Accuftomed to a
colder climate, and in which a thunder ftorm
‘'n winter was a rare phanomenon, I con-
idered what [ now faw as a threatening from
heaven. -

¢ On the eve of the night in which the pro-
phecy was to be fulfilled, 2 number of fe-
males, more attentive to the impending evil
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then to the decorum of their fex, ran half
naked through the ftreets, prefling their ‘chil-
dren to their bofoms. They haftened to pro-
firate themfelves in the churches, “which they
deluged with their tcars, crying out with all
their might, Have mercy, O Lord ! Have mer<
cy upon us! =
© ¢ Moved, diftrefled with the general con-
fternation, I retired carly to the convent of St.
Laurence. The monks went to reft at the
ufual hour. It was the feventh day of the
moon: and, as I was anxious to obferve in
what manner fhe would fet, I ftood looking at
my window till fhe was hid from my fight by
a neighbouring mountain. This was a little
before midnight.  The moon was gloomy and
overcaft ; neverthelefs I felt myfelf tolerably
compofed, and went to bed. But fcarce had
I clofed my eyes, when I was awakened by the
loud rattling of my chamber windows. I felt
the walls of the convent' violently fhaken
from their foundations. The lamp, which I
always keep lighted through the night, was ex-
tinguithed, The fear of death laid faft hold
upon me.

¢ The whole city was in commotxon, and
}zou heard nothing but lamentations, and con-
fufed exhortations to make ready for the dread-
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ful-everit. The monks, who had rifen to fing
their. matins, terrified by the movements of
the earth, ran into my chamber, armed with
crofles and relics, imploring the mercy of Hea-
vén, A prior, whofe' name¢ was David, and
who was confideréd as a faint, was at their
head. The fight of thefe infpired us with a
little courage. We proceeded to the church,
which was already crowded; and here we re-
mained during the reft of the night, expect-
ing every moment the completion of the pro-
phecy.

< It is impofiible to defcribe the horrors of
that night. The elements were let loofe.
The noife of the thunder, the winds, and the
rain, the roarings of the enraged fea, the con-
vulfions of the hecaving ecarth, and the dif-
tracted cries of thofe who felt themfclves ftag-
gering on the brink of death, were dreadtul
beyond imagination. Never was there fuch a
night! As foon as we apprchended that day
was at hand, the altars were prepared, and the
priefts drefled themfelves for mafs. Trembling
we lifted up our eyes to heaven, and then fell
proftrate upon the earth.

¢ The day at length appears. But what a
day! Its horrors were more terrible than thofe
of the night. No fooner were the higher
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parts of the city a little moré calm, than we
were ftruck with the outeries which we heard
towards the fed. Anxious to difcover what
paffed there, and flill expeding nothing but
death, we becamé defperate, and inftantly
mounting our horfes, rode down to the fhore.

< Heavens ! what a fight! Veflels wrecked
in the harbour. The ftrand covered with bo-
dies which had been dathed againft the rocks
by the fury of the waves. ' Here you faw the
brains of fome, and the entrails of others;
there the palpitating ftruggles of yet remaining
life. You might diftinguifh the groans of the
men, and the fhrieks of the women, even
through the noife of thc thunder, the roaring
of the billows, and the crath of the falling
houfes. The fea regarded not either the re-
ftraints of men, or the barriers of nature. She
no longer knew the bounds which had been
fet by the Almighty.

¢ That immenfe mole, which ﬁrctchmg it-
felf out on each hand forms the port, was bu-
ried under the tumult of the waves; and the
lower parts of the city were fo much deluged
that you could not pafs along the ftrects with
out danger of being drowned.

‘ We found near the thore above a thoufand
Neapolitan knights, who had aflcmbled, as it

3
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‘were, to attend the funeral obfequies of their
country. This fplendid troop gave me a little
'couragc. “If I die,” faid I to myfelf, “ it
will be at leaft in good company.” Scarce
had I made this refle@ion, when I heard a
dreadful clamour every where around me.
The fea had fapped the foundations of the
place. where we ftood, and it was at this in-
ftant giving way. We fled therefore imme-
diately to a more elevated ground. Hence we
beheld a moft tremendous fight ! The fca be-
tween Naples and Caprza was covered with
moving mountains ; they were neither green as
in the ordinary ftate of the ocean, nor black as
in common {torms, but white.

¢ The young queen ruthed out of the pa-
lace bare-footed, her hair dithevelled, and her
drefs in the greateft diforder. She was fol-
lowed by a train of females whofe drefs was
as loofc and diforderly as her own. They
went to throw themfelves at the fect of the
blefled Virgin, crying aloud, Mercy! Mercy !
. ¢ Towards the clofe of the day the ftorm
abated, the fea was calm, and the heavens fe-
rene. Thofe who were upon the land fuf-
fered only the pains of fear; but it was other-
wife with thofe- who were upon the water.
Some Marfeilles gallies, laft from Cyprus, and
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now ready to weigh anchor, were funk before
our eyes; nor could we give them the leaft af
fiftance. Larger veflels from other nationd
met with the fame fate in the midft of the:
harbour. Nota foul was faved !

¢ There was a very large veflel which had on
board four hundred criminals under fentence of
death. The mode of their punifhment had
been changed, and they were referved as a for-
lorn hope to be expofed in the firft expedition
againft Sicily. This thip, which was ftout and
well built, fuftained the fhocks of the waves
till funfet: but now fhe began to loofen and
to fill with water. The criminals, who were
a hardy fet of men, and lefs difmayed by death
as they had lately feen him fo near at hand,
ftruggled with the ftorm, and by a bold and vi-
gorous defence kept death at bay till the ap-
proach of night. But their cfforts were in
vain. The thip began to fink. Dectermincd,
however, to put off as far as pofiiblc the mo-.
ment of diffolution, the) ran aloft, and hung
upon the mafts and rigging. At this moment
the tempeft was appeafed, and thefe poor con-
vi&s were the only perfons whofe lives were
faved in the port of Naples. Lucan fays,
Fortune  preferves the guilty. And do we not
find, by daily experience, that lives of little mo-
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ment eafily efcape the perils to which thcy are
expofed.’ :
* Petrarch wrote this letter the day aftcr the
earthquake, and concludes with the following
reflections : ' ‘

< I truft that this ftorm will be a fufficient
fecurity againft all folicitations to make me
ritk my life upon the ocean. - This is the only
thing in which I thall dare to be a rebel : ‘butin
this Twould not obey either the pope, or even
my father hlmfclf was he'again to return upon
the earth. - 1 will leave the air to the birds,
and the fea to the filh; for [ ama land animal, _
"and to the land will I confine myfelf. Send
me whither you ple'lfc I will go to the fur-
theft eaft, or even round the world, provided I
never quit my footing upon the earth. Iknow
very well the divines infift there is as much
danger by land as by fea. It may be fo. But
I befeech you to pcrmxt me there to give up
my life where I firft received it. I like that
faying of one of the ancients, He who is_fhip-
wrecked a fecond time, cannot lay the fault upon
Neptune.

Petrarch, in another letter to cardinal Co-
lonna, fpeaks of the continual murders in the
city of Naples.

¢ The ftreets,” fays he, ¢ at night are filled by
VOL. I. s
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young men of rank, who are armed, and attack
all who pafs without diftin&ion; they mufk
fight or die. This evil is without remedy;
neither the authority of parents, the feverity of
the magiftrates, nor the power of kings them-
felves, has been able to fupprefs it: but it is
not furprifing that fuch actions are committed
at night, when they kill ene another for diver-
fion 1n open day. To thefe barbarous fpectacles
the people run in crowds, and fhout and re-
joice at the fight of human blood; even kings
and princes are amufed by it. Youngmen are
feen expiring under the eyes of their parents;
and it 1s reckoned a fhame not to dic with a
good grace, as if it was to ferve Ged or their
country. The place deftined to this butchery
is near the city. One day they dragged me
thither. The king and queen, with all the
nobility of Naples, were aflembled. I was
dazzled by the magnificence of this affembly,
but ignorant of the fight I was to behold;
when on a fudden I heard a great noife and
thouting of the people: I looked toward the
place from whence it came, and faw a young
man of a very interefting figure, covered with
blood, who fell down and expircd at my feet.
Seized with horror, I fet fpurs to my horfe, and
fled with hafte from this infernal fpectacle;
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curfing thofe who brought me there, and the
fpe&ators who could be pleafed with fuch a
horrid fight. You will not be furprifed they
retain your friends in. irons, when they can
amufe themfclves with the death of an inno-
cent and amiable young man. Iam tempted
inftantly to quit this barbarous place, and in
three days perhaps its fun will no longer fhine
upon me. I fhall firft go into Cifalpine, and
then to Tranfalpine Gaul, eager to return to a
matfter who can render every thing agreeable
to me but the fea.’

Petrarch employed all his eloquence to make
the Neapolitans feel the cruelty of thefe games,
but in vain ; it was not till fifty years after this
that they were abolithed by Charles de la Poife,
king of Naples. The fituation of Naples was
infupportable to Petrarch: he was however
much honoured by queen Joan, who loved let-
ters, and withed to attach him to her; fhe
made him her chaplain and clerk in writing, as
king Robert had done. Petrarch pafled a whole
day before his departure with his friends John
Barrili, and Barbatus of Sulmone, whom he
calls his fecond Ovid, drunk with the ne&ar of
Hippocrene. ¢ They live,’ fays he, “a tran-
quil life, ncither troubled with the noife of

S 2
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children, the contentions of fervants, nor thc
fatigues of bufinefs.’ ‘

The part of his negociation which refpe@ed
the releafe of prifoners Petrarch fucceeded in.
This was afterwards the occafion of prince
Andrew’s death : they were releafed by his in-
tereft; and he took them into the moft in-
timate friendfhip, which rendered them in-
folent, and caufed their ruin: and Petrarch
was concerned he had meddled with this affair,
which proved fo fatal in the end to the per-
fons concerned as well as the prince himfelf.

Before Petrarch fet out from Naples, there
was a report {pread of his death in that part of
Italy between the Alps and the Appenines,
and they even mourned for him at Venice.
Antoine de Beccari in rather ‘too much hafte
wrote fome verfes on the occafion. A fketch
of this poem will ferve to thew the fupcriority
of Petrarch’s genius to that of the poets who
were his contemporaries. The poem 1s allego-
rical, as were moft of the writings in that age.
It reprefents a funeral proceflion, compofed
of feveral ladies followed by a numerous train.

Among thefe Grammar appears the firft, fup-
ported by Prifcian and other mafters famed in
its rules. She celebrates the pains with which
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Petrarch cultivated her regard from his ten-
dereft youth, laments extremely his lofs, and
feems to fear there is not one grammarian left
able to fill his place. After her comes Rhe-
toric followed by Cicero, Geoffroy de Vi-
nefouve, and Alain de Lifle, two Gothic au-
thors of the twelfth and thirteenth century,
who mutft be very much furprifed to fee them-
felves at the fide of Cicero. Next comes a
train of hiftorians: Livy, Suetonius, Florus,
and Eutropius with his hands joined, and his
face covered; followed by the nine Mufes
rending their garments, tearing their hair, and
fhowing all the figns of a moft lively grief.
Philofophy appears the next in a black robe,
as a widow who laments for a hufband the moft
tenderly loved. Plato, Ariftotle, Cato, and Se-
neca, make up her train.

Virgil, Ovid, Juvenal, Statius, Horace, Lu-
cretius, Perfius, Gallus, and Lucan, fupport the
bier, and depofit the body in thc maufoleum
of Parnaffus, which had not been opened for
feveral centuries.  Minerva clofes this pro-
ceflion, bringing from hcaven the crown of
Petrarch, which fhe had in her pofleffion, and
which fhe places in a facred wood of pines,
where it may be fheltered from the wind, the
thunder, and the rain.
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The poet by a fort of envoy addrefles his own
poem, and fays, < This is from Antoine de Bec-
cari, who knows little, but would willingly
learn more.’ Petrarch fent this poet a few lines
rather than a fonnet, in which he teftifies his
gratiéudc, and proves it by avoiding to anfwer
him in fuch a manner as would have confcﬂed
his own fuperiority.

Petrarch fet out from Naples at the end of
December, and went direétly to Parma, which
he found in a very unhappy fituation. The
brothers of the family of Correge were dif-
united ; the city was blocked up by their ene-
mies, and fuffered all the diftreffes that war,
famine, and internal divifions, produce. This
redoubled Petrarch’s defire to return to his
friends at Avxgnon, to Laura, and to his Tranf~
alpine Parnaflus, as he called his retreat at Vau-
clufe. The difficulty was to get out of Parma
with fafety. He could not pafs on the weftern
fide, which was his fhorteft road to France;
that road was thut up entirely ; and if he went
towards the eaft, he muft go by the army of
the enemy. There are certain uneafy fituations
of the mind which caufe perfons of the leaft
intrepidity to brave the greateft dangers; and
fuch was Petrarch’s. He fet out in February
at fun-fet with a fmall number of perfons, whe
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agreed to run the fame rifk as himfelf. About
midnight, near Rhegglo, a troop of robbers
rufhed from their ambufcade, and came down
upon them, crying, ¢ Kill! kill " All their re-
fource was in flight, favoured by the darknefs
of the night. Petrarch in this precipitate re-
treat was thrown from his horfe, which had
ftumbled againft fomething in the road; and
the fall was fo violent that he fwooned. When
he came to himf{elf, he was fo bruifed he could
fcarcely move; but fear giving him ftrength,
he remounted his horfe, and was joined by his
companions. They had not gone far, when a
violent ftorm of rain and hail, with thunder and
lightning, rendered their fituation almoft as
bad as that they had efcaped from, and prefent-
ed them with the image of death in another
fhape. They pafled a dreadful night, without
finding a tree or the hollow of a rock to thelter
them. Neceflity fharpens the invention, and
they contrived an expedient which guarded
them in fome meafure from the injuries of the
weather. They fet the backs of their horfes
together on the fide from whence the ftorm
drove, and thus they made a fort of tent to
cover them.

When the dawn of day permitted, Petrarch
and his companions fet out on their journcy,
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and got fafely to Scandiano, a caftle occupied
by the Gonzagas, friends to the lords of Parma.
They learned there, that if the ftorm had not
detained them, they would have fallen into the
hands of the enemy, and that they owed their
fafety to an accident they had confidered as
very unfortunate. Petrarch now felt the con-
fequence of his fall. He wanted reft and affift-
ance, and with great pain and difficulty, after a
few hours refrethment, got to Modena, where
he flept, and the next day arrived at Bologna.
He ftopped there for advice; the phyficians
aflured him that the warm weather would
alone reftore him to health. He was, however,
fo much difgufted with Italy in its prefent
fituation; or he was fo eager to fee Laura,
without whom he felt life was infupportable ;
that the moment, he could fit his horfe, he took
the road to Avignon. On approaching that
city, ‘I feel,” fays he, ¢ a greater foftnefs in
the air, and I fee with delight the flowers that
adorn the neighbouring woods. Every thing
announces the prefence of Laura. I have fled
from tempefts and war to feck a happy afylum
in the temple of love, and behold her who can
calm the winds, and clear the air from all ob-
fcuring clouds.

Soon after his rctum Petrarch went to pafs
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fome days at Vauclufe. He was charmed to
fee his houfe again, and his books. But the
abfence of Philip de Cabaflole rendered this
-{pot lefs agreeable : he was fhill at Naples, de-
tained there by his attachment to the memory
of the deceafed king, and the defire of ferving
his family.  Petrarch wrote the bifhop this
letter :

¢ I fled from the fury of civil war, and
have taken refuge in my old retreat. Here I
find many things that pleafe me, woods, rivers,
and peace; but I find not my friend, and this
place no longer charms me without his fociety.
I am, however, well fatisfied ; I am here, and [
determine to pafs the reft of my life in this
place, if affairs do not change inItaly. This is
my Parnaflus. The Mufes, driven out of Italy,
enjoy here the tranquillity they love. You may
enjoy it too; and will find yourfelf much hap-
pier than at Naples, as I have experienced an
agreeable contraft betwcen this place and Par-
ma. Let others run after riches and honours ;
let them be marquiffes, princes, kings; I con-
fent: for my own part, I am content with
being a poet. But on yours, will you be always
wandering ? You know the courts of princes,
the fnares they contain, the cares that devour,

8
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the perils that are run, the tempefts to which
they expofe.

¢ Believe me. Come back, and repofe
yourfelf in your diocefe, while fortune yet
{miles upon you. You have all you want: let
us leave fuperfluity to mifers. We fhall have
no fine tapeftries, but our hangings will be
decent. Our tables will not be fumptuous and
loaded with many courfes, but we fhall have
enough to fuffice us. Our beds will not be
covered with gold or purple, nor our chimneys
or ftairs be of marble; but we fhall only fleep
the eafier. The hour of death approaches, and
warns me to limit my defires. I confine myfelf
to the cultivation of my gardens. Tam going
to plant in them fruit-trees, which fhall refrefh
me with their thade when I go to fith under
my rocks. The"trees I have are old, they
want to be renewed. I beg of you to order
your people to procure fome pear and peach
trees for me at Naples. I work for my old age,
which I befeech you to favour and protet.
This is written to you in the midft of the woods
from your hermit of the Sorga.’ ’

About this time there was a great contention
with refpe& to thofe iflands we call the Cana-
ries, and which the Romans named the For-
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tunate ifles; they are fituated in the Atlantic
ocean near the kingdom of Morocco; they
were¢ called Fortunate from the fruitfulnefs of
the land, and the foftnefs of the air. - In effe&
they have a perpetual fpring. The rigours of
winter are not felt in this climate, and the
heats of fummer are foftened by the zephyrs
which continually arife to temper and refrefth
the air. Thefe iflands were loft as it were in
the decline of the Roman empire; but the
Genoefe found them out again in the thir-
teenth century. Lewis of Spain, the eldeft
fon of Alphonzo king of Caftile, and Blanche
daughter of St. Lewis, who was charged with
a negociation to the pope from the king of
France, took it into his head to afk Clement to
beftow on him the government of thefe iflands.
Clement, who claimed the right of giving
kingdoms and reigning over kings, and who,
naturally generous and benevolent, gave a king-
dom with the fame ecafe as he would beftow
a benefice, grantcd this requeft ; and crowned
Lewis at Avignon with all poffible magni-
ficence, and made a fine difcourfe himfelf upon
the occafion: Lewis agreeing to facrifice his
life and wealth to drive the infidels out of
thefe- iflands; to eftablith the true faith; to
hold his kingdom from the holy fee, and- pay
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an annual tribute. Thefe things fettled, the
pope put the crown on his head, and the fcep-
ter in his hand; and ordered him to walk in
proceflion through the ftreets of Avignon
with this fine regalia, and a moft fplendid train.
Unfortunately this pompous march was dif-
turbed by a thunder fhower, which turned this
moft auguft cercmony into a jeft.

The new king, abandoned by all his court,
arrived at his palace wet to the fkin: a true
pognoftic that he would reign over nothing
but fogs. In truth Lewis gained nothing by
this election but the golden crown, and the
pretty name of Prince of the Fortunates, juft
fuited to the hero of a romance. But as to
Clement, he enjoyed two very fenfible pleafures,
the giving an entertainment, and the making
of a king. It was faid, continues Petrarch,
who gave this detail to the bithop of Cavail-
lon, that the Englith, who looked upon the
fflands that form their kingdom as the moft
fortunate of all others, were alarmed when
they learnt that the pope had given them
away. Nothing can better paint the ridiculous
fear of a proud and barbarous people, who
were perfuaded that nature had treated them
better than all others, and that their fuperiority
in all things was never to be called in queftion.
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There is a bon-mot related of Don Sancho, the
brother of this Lewis, with which I fhall clofe
this account, as it is very fimilar to it.

Don Sancho having been proclalmed king of
Egypt by the pope, who expefted great things
from his bravery, experience, and excellent
education, afked his interpreter who accom-
panied him (for he underftood not the Latin
tongue) what was the reafon of thofe thouts of
applaufe. ¢ Sire,” replied he, ¢ the pope has
created you king of Egypt.’ ¢ We muft not be
ungrateful,” replied the prince; ¢ go thou and
proclaim the holy father caliph of Bagdat.’
¢ This,” concludes Petrarch, ¢ is what I call a
pleafantry well worthy of a king. They give
‘to Don Sancho an ideal kingdom: he returns
the favour with a chimerical pontificate.’

One day Petrarch went to walk in a de-
lightful place near Avignon, where he often
met Laura: or, if the was not there, the ob-
je&s around enchanted him, and recalled a
thoufand pleafing fenfations. As he was me-
ditating 1n this delightful ﬁtuatlon, he wrote
the following lines:

¢ Stream ever limpid, freth, and clear,
Where Laura’s charms appear renew'd !
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- Ye fiowers that touch her gentle breaft!
_.Ye happy trees on which fhe leans !
Ye fcenes embellith’d by her fteps |
If grief fhall clofe thefe wretched eyes,
May fome kind hand whenI am dead
Cover me with this happy earth,
And lightly fpread it round my tomb:
*Twill fhed delight on my abode :
>Twill make me fearlefs of its gloom.
And when my fair majeftic nymph
Shall vifit this delightful fpot;
‘When fhe fhall view my filent duft,
And mark the change her love has wrought:
Then will the wafta gentle figh;
Then will fhe drop a tender tear;
And like an infant at the breaft,
Who cannot fpeak its foft diitrefs,
So will the heart of gentde Laura bleed,
And in fad filence treafure up its woe.’

1345. After thé departure of Petrarch from
Italy, the commotions at Parma increafed.
Azon de Correge, who had exprefled the high-
eft regard for Petrarch, and had loaded him
with benefits, gave him the moft prefling in-
vitation to come to Verona, whither he had re-
tired and taken up his abode. William de
Paftrengo, and other of his friends, joined ‘in
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this entreaty. Petrarch was tenderly attached
to Azon, whofe difpofition and manner of
thinking fuited him in all refpets.” And thefe
kind invitations ftaggered the refolutions he
had formed, to which fome other motives were
added for his quitting Avignon. He had been
now fourteen years attdched to cardinal Co-
lonna, who had done very little for him, and
his fortune was very moderate. This mafter,
who loved Petrarch tenderly, and had always
behaved to him like a brother, was become
difficult to pleafe, unfatisfied, exacting ; at leaft
he appeared fo in the eyes of Petrarch, whofe
frec and independent fpirit could not brook
the leaft authority. The love of his country
was always uppermoft in his mind, and per-
haps he flattered himfelf he thould be able to
promote its pecace. To thefe motives were
joined fome fecret reafons he did not think
proper to divulge. And on thefe accounts he
formed the refolution to quit Avignon, Laura,
and Vauclufe. He went to difclofe his defign
to cardinal Colonna, who was much difpleafed
at it. '

¢ What whim has taken you,’ faid he, ¢to
go and fettle in Italy? You are inured to
this country ; you have pafled your youth in it;
you are known, loved, and efteemed ; you have
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many ties here; why ihould you thmk of icav-
mg it

¢ My mafter,” replied Petrarch, ¢ new txmcs,
new cares! This country 1s become odious to
me. The land produces nothing but aconite.
It is defolated by hail and the northern winds,
and its waters are corrupted with lead. I am
difpleafed with cvery thing here, even with the
air I breathe. I came poor, and T leave it ftill
poorer. There is a pride or arrogance in this
court to which I cannot fubmit. Even you,
who was fo good, fo gentle, fo eafy to live
with formerly, permit me to fay it, you are
become reftlefs, difficult, unfociable, and there
is no living with you. When we are young,
we can bear thefe things; but I feel that my
humour changes with my years, and that I
cannot fupport this life. I know nothing more
ridiculous or melapcholy than to grow .old in
flavery. Permit me to die free, and continue
to indulge me with your favour.’ :

¢ Ungrateful I’ faid the cardinal with vi~
vacity, ¢ and is it thus you acknowledge the
goodnefs you fpeak of ? If I have not done for
you all I withed, I have loved you fincerely,
and fet afide every diftin@ion that birth had
created between us.’

- Love is repaid by love,” replied Petrarch:
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« I have loved you ever fince I had the honour
of knowing you, and I fhall never ceafe to love
you. Here then we are equal.’

¢ But,” replied the cardinal, *what obliges
you to determine with fo much precipitation ?
All that you fay of Avignon, have not you
known it long? or is it a difcovery that you
have juft made ¥’

< [ confefs,” replied Petrarch, ¢ that I have
known it long. But I have been detained by
habit, by my attachment for you, and my
love for Laura. Every thing alters with time.
My hair, which is become grey, warns me to
change my manner of thinking, and my life.
Love fuits not with onc of my age. My
friend Azon has given me a higher relifh for
the beauties of Italy, our country. The air is
purer, the water clearer, the flowers more
beautiful. The rofes have a finer perfume ; the
fruits and herbs a finer tafte. It is time I
fhould go there to enjoy my liberty, and take
pofleflion of my father’s fepulchre ; there is not
a moment to lofe. I afk your permiffion to
depart.’ )

Go!" faid the cardinal with indignation.
¢ You are an inconftant. You will be foon
weary of the life you are going to lead; you
will regret that you have left, and I prophefy

VOL. I. T
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you will wifh to return to it. I formed your
youth; you have learned all that you know in
my houfe. It is very difagreeable to me that
another fhould reap the advantage. I am like
the labourer who beholds a ftranger gather the
fruit of his pains; like the merchant who
fecks from afar thofe merchandifes he is de-
prived of cnjoying. I do not hide frem you
my gricf for your lofs; butknow I can make a
thift to live without you. I forefee you will
be always poor.’

The reprefentations of the cardinal, and the
folicitations of his friends, could not alter the
refolution of Petrarch. He went to take leave
of Laura. As fhe was ignorant of the motive
of his vifit, fhe reccived him with a fmiling
face : but when he had explained himfelf, and
the found he was to leave Avignon, fhe changed
colour, caft her ayes to the ground, and kept
filence. ¢ Therc was fomething fo touching
in her manner,” fays Petrarch, ¢ no words
could deferibe it. It feemed to fay, < Alas!
you are going Petrarch! Ah! -who will zob
me of my faithful friend ?”

When Petrarch had bid adieu to Laura,
and his two deareft friends in Avignon, the
cardinal and Socrates, he fet out by land and
went acrofs Piedment to Parma. He ftaid
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there only a few days to fettle his affairs, the
city .being ftill in commotion, and then em-
barked upon the Po to go to Verona, where
he was impatiently expeéted.

The fon of Petrarch, whom he had brought
up fecretly at Avignon, was now eight years
old. Petrarch was determined to entruft his
education with Renaud de Villefranche, who
was efteemed an cxcellent mafter. This no
doubt was one of Petrarch’s fecret motives for
removing to Italy. Hec had not been long
there before he repented, and, as cardinal Co-
lonna had forctold, withed himfelf at Avignon
again. In leaving Laura he had left the half
of himfelf ; and the delightful hills and charm-
ing valleys the frequented were ever prefent to
his mind.  Petrarch was informed by Sen-
nucio d’Elbene, that the cardinal was extremely
defirous of his return, and that Laura fuffered
too much. It is certain the was in very great
affli&ion for the lofs of Petrarch. His friend
Socrates alfo did all he could to engage him to
return to Avignon, and wrote him the follow-
ing letter : .

¢ What demon has taken poflfeflion of you ?
How could you bring yourfclf to abandon
a country where you fpent your youth fo
agreeably, and with fo much fuccefs? How

T 2
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can you live fo far from Laura, whom you
tenderly love, and who is fo much grieved at
your abfence? If thefe things cannot touch
you, reflect on the friends you have left here,
who languifth for want of your fociety, and ar-
dently befeech you to return.  Think of your
Socrates, who cannot live without you. The
fovereign pontiff atks continually where you
are, what you arc doing, and why you do not
return.  What charms can that country have
for you which is a prey to the fury of war?
Your proteor, your friend Azon alfo is mortal ;
your fortune depends on his fingle life: and
‘who knows whether his affe&ion will laft?
Alas! upon whom can we depend in this
world ¥’

Petrarch made this reply :

* You lofe your time, my dear Socrates : my
refolution is taken. I have caft anchor in the
place where Iam. The Rhone with all its ra-
pidity, nor even Laura herfelf, can draw me
from hence. To ftagger my refolution, you
fet before me the errors of my youth and my
fatal paffion. Alas! I was when young too
much engroffed by perifhable attractions, too
much tormented all my life with a fatal paf-
fion. Ihave left thefe things behind me, and
I am making hafty advanccs to the ¢nd of my
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carcer. The friends I have left, above all your-
felf, my dear Socrates, would be the ftrongeft
motives for my return. But is it not juft you
fhould come once to me in Italy, who have
been fo often for your fake at Avignon? The
fovereign pontiff flatters me by the honour of
his regard; but fhall a thirft after riches and
honours make me wandecr for ever? Is it not
better to enjoy with tranquillity the little that
I poffefs ? If that friend thinks I want more,
the diftance of my fituation need not prevent
his good will. Whofe influence is more 'ex~
tenfive than his who with one hand opens the
gates of heaven, and with the other fhuts
thofe of hell? ButIam content with my lot,
and I defire nothing beyond it. Alasl I
know it, Italy is torn to pieces by inteftine di-
vifions, and threatened with foreign wars: but
where can we live without peril, or find glory
in the midft of peace ? My friend, it is true, is
mortal : but fhould he die, his glory and his
virtues will furvive. I can never fufpect his
affetion and fidelity. If probity and candour
have any habitation upon earth, they dwell in
his heart. We live in the moft perfeét union,
and this union promifes to continue. Our
time 1s divided by various employments,
and the freedom and cheerfulnefs of our cone
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verfations make our days and nights pafs in-
fenfibly away. When my paffion for folitude
comes on, I fly the city, and go wandering
about tlie country without care or fear. In the
fummer, feated in the fhade on a green lawn,
or reclining on the bank of a river, I defy the
heat of the dog-days. The autumn approaches,
and I fhall repair to the woods followed by the
Mufes. How much to be preferred is this
life to that we lcad in a court wherc envy and
ambition reign! I tread with delight upon the
duft of Italy. Its air appears more pure and

ferene, and my eyes contemplate with joy the
ftars which fhine over it.

:, 4 thn death fhall terminatc my labours,
it will be a great confolation for me to repofe
myfelf in the arms of this tender friend, who
will clofe my eyes, and depofit my remains in
its mother earth. And when time, which no-~
thing can refift, fhall have mouldered away my
tomb, the air of this beloved country fhall
gently agitate the afhes it enclofed.’

One fhould have fuppofed Petrarch well re-
folved, from this letter, to take up his future
abode in Italy ; yet fuch was the irrefolution of
his charadter, that foon after this he returned to
Avignon. Some great bufinefs, he faid, occa-
fioned him to depart with precipitation. This

3
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bufinefs was doubtlefs his love of Laura, and
that inquietude of mind which attended him
every where., |
He fet out from Verona about the end of
November 1345. The troubles of Lombardy
obliged him to tak