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INTRODUCTION

Mostr modern writers on Petrarch agree in
stating that of all his works the Dialogues
which he calls Secrefum meum are -the one
which throws most light upon the man him-
solf,

Yot no English translation has hithorto.been
published. A Fronch version by M. Victor
Develay was issued a few years ago, and received
the recognition of the French Academy; and,
consxdermg the great importance of Petrarch
in the history of the Renmssance, not' merely
in Italy but in Europe, it is time that a similar
opportunity of knowing him more fully was
offered to English readers; for there are signs
on both sides of the Atlantic that the number
of those interested in him is steadily growing.
The reason for this is undoubtedly the fact
that, as the whole work of Petrarch comes to
be better known, interest in him as a man
increases. Mr. Sidney Lee has lately reminded
us of his wide range and predominating influ-
ence in the matter of the sonnet in France
and in Elizabethan England, as well as in
his own country; and' yet that influence was

' . X
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x INTRODUCTION

very far indeed from revealing all that Petrarch
was. It was largely an influence of style, a
triumph of the perfection of form, and his
imitators did not trouble much about the precise
nature of the sentiment and spirit informing
the stylee When this came to be weighed in
the balances of a later day, the tendency of
English feeling was to regard his sentiment as
a trifle too serious and weak. The love-making
of the Cavaliers brought in a robuster tone
When once the question was raised, “ Why
so pale and wan, fond lover?” there was
really no good answer to it on Petrarchan
lines, and the consequence was that his name
and fame suffered something of eclipse among
us. But eclipses are transient events, and wher
literary England felt once more the attractior
of Italy in the end of the eighteenth century
it was not only Dante who began to resume
his sway and to provoke translation, br.{
Petrarch also. Then attention was turned
chiefly to his Italian poetry, but also in some
degree to the general body of his Latin works
and to his Letters, of which it is reported that
Fox was among the first to perceive the high
value. In England the pioneers in this directior
were Mrs. Susannah Dobson, who published firs
a Life of Petrarch in two volumes in 1775, whicl
had by 1805 reached a sixth edition, and, soor
after, another volume called Petrarch’'s Vieu
of Life, purporting to be a translation, bu

Google



INTRODUCTION xi

in fact a very looss and attenuated abstract
of the treatise De remediis utriusque Fortunce,
which nevertheless reached a new edition in
1797. Then came a volume of Essays on
Petrarch (Murray 1823) by the Italian exile
Ugo Foscolo, and a little later a second Life
of the Poet by no less a person than Thomas
Campbell, also in two volumes.

Testifying to the re-awakened interest in
Petrarch, numerous translations also of his
poetry were published by Lady Dacre, Hugh
Boyd, Leigh Hunt, Capel Lofft, and many
others, who took up after a long interval the
tradition begun by Chaucer and handed on
by Surrey, Wyatt, 8ir Philip Sidney, Spenser,
Drummond of Hawthornden, and George Chap-
man.

Then for a while there was a pause, and the
main drift of such attention in England as
could be spared for things Italian in mid-
Victorian days was concentrated on the greater
luminary of the Divine Comedy and the ex-
citing political evénts of the sixties; though
some attention was drawn to things connected
- with Petrarch by Lytton’s novel of Rienzt, which
was first published in 1835 and had a considerable
vogu

Meanwhile in Italy ltself his fame was well
served by the excellent collection and reprint of
his Latin letters by Fracasetti in three vols.
(1859-63), and since that time there have ap-
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xii INTRODUCTION

peared several important works dealing with

the larger aspects of his life and work, most
notable among them being Koerting's Petrarka’s

Leben und Werke (Leipsig 1878), and in France
M. P. de Nolhac'’s Pétrarque et I Humanisme (two
vols., 1907, new edition), with other subsidiary
works, and four small volumes by M. Henri
Cochin, elucidating what is known of Petrarch’s
brother Gherardo and some of his many friends.
Amongst ourselves in late years, following the
labours of J. A. Symonds in his history of the
Renaissance, we have Henry Reeve’s small but
well-planned volume in the “ Foreign Classics for
English Readers,” and, more recently still, Mr.

. - Hollway Calthrop’s Petrarch: his Life, Work

and Times (1907), and Mrs. Maud J errold’s
Francesco Petrarca: Poet and Humanvst (1909).

t is significant that both the last writers
single out the Secretum for its psychological
interest, the former stating that “to those
who feel the charm of Petrarch’s nature and
the intense humanity of his character, these
three Dialogues are the-most fascinating of
all his writings”; and vhe latter “that this
conflict of the dual self is of quite peculiar
interest.”

Mrs. Jerrold indeed goes so far as %0 say that
Petrarch “plunges into the most scathing self-
examination that any man ever made.. Whether
the book was intended for the public we may
well doubt, both from the words of the preface
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INTRODUCTION xiii

and from the fact that it does not appear to have
been published till after the author's death. But
however this may be, it remains one of the
world’s great monuinents of self-revelation and
ranks with the Confessions of S. Augusiine”™—
a verdict which to some critics will seem to
have a touch of overstatement, though hardly
beyond the opinion of Petrarch’s French students,
and not altogether unpardonable in so enthusi-
astic an admirer of her subject, and a verdict
which at least would not have been dis-
pleasing to Petrarch himself.

Among the many points of human interest to
be found in the Dialogues not the least is the one
connected with Accidie,a themewhich has of itself
attracted special study in the present day, parti-
cularly since attention was called to it by the late
Bishop of Oxford in his well-known introduction
to the Spirit of Discipline. Observers of mental
life incline to the view that the form of depression
denoted by the mediseval word was not confined
to those times or met with only in monasteries,
and it is curious that he who is sometimes called
the *first of the moderns” should take us into
his confidence as to his sufferings from this
trouble, and exemplify the truth of the observa-
tion to which reference has been made. M. P. de
Nolhae, in his interesting work entitled Le Frére
de Pétrargue, calls particular attention to this

trait in Petrarch’s character, and in an appendix
- on the subject writes, “ Mais il faut surtout lire
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xiv INTRODUCTION l

4
I'émouvante discussion que Pétrarque, dans le|
second dialogue du Secretum, suppose entre Saint '
Augustin et lui-méme, les aveux entrecoupés de
sanglots quiil laisse dchapper. Cette . torture, |
dit-il, ol il passe des jours et des nuits, a pourtant ]
en elle je ne sais quelle atroce volupts tellement |
que parfois il en cotite de s’y arracher” (p. 220).'
It is the remarking on this note of self-will, this
voluptas dolendi, that M. de Nolhac considers
is Petrarch’s special contribution to the subject
and furnishes a new point beyond what is in
previous definitions. |
The fundamental question raised by these
Dialogues is the question of what was the real
nature and character of Petrarch, and wherein
lay the secret of his extraordinary charm and
influence among his econtemporaries, and espe-
cially among contemporary men? It is difficult
to convey in few words how great an impression
the study of his Latin works makes in regard
to this influence in his own lifetime. Of course,
a reader is soon aware of the trait of personal
vanity in Petrarch and of certain unconscious
littlenesses, as in the matter of his appreciation
of Dante ; but the strange thing is how little this
interfered with the regard and admiration
extended to him by many sorts and conditions
of men. In the ordinary intercourse of life one
is apt to think such a trait fatal to anything like
respect, and it must always detract somewhat
from the full stature of any mind, but in the case
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INTRODUCTION xv

of Petrarch it seems evident that he was one to
whom much was forgiven, and that the reason is
to be found in the presence in him of so rich
an assemblage of other and better qualities that
this one hardly counted at all, or was looked
on with kindly amusement by friends large-
hearted enough to think it nothing compared
with what was good and admirable in his mind.
We may take it for granted that, as he hints in
‘'his “Letter to Posterity,” he started with the
advantage of a good presence and a sufficient
care of his own person and appearance in
younger days; and it is evident that he had by
nature a certain engaging frankness and im-
pulsiveness, which nevertheless were not incon-
sistent with the contrasted qualities of gravity
and dignity, learned at first from his father and
mother and their friends, and cultivated by his
study of the Law and afterwards by his attend-
ance on the Papal court at Avignon. One can
discern this in his Letters and see it reflected in
those that were written to him or about him.
But beyond these introductory qualities, as they
may be called, there were other deeper traits, of
rarer kind, that must be noted before one can
understand the position he attained and has held
solong. Studying his work from the cool distance
of six centuries, one is inclined to judge that the
most fundamental quality of his nature was his
love of literature, and that every other trait took
a subordinate place to this.
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xvi INTRODUCTION

It is perhaps doubtful whether this or the life
of personal affection, or even of devotion in a
monsstery, would have gained the upper hand if
the circumstances of his life had been different
‘in the matter of his love for Laura; but taking
into consideration that she was separated from
him apparently by temperament and circum.
stance, the one course that remained open to him
without let or hindrance was the life of literature
in the sense of devotion to the great writers of
the Past and the practice of the art of writing
for himself. He loved this for its own sake, and
at the same time he was quickened by the sense
of a new learning, which, since his time and
largely by the impetus he gave it, has taken
form and outline in a wonderful way, but was
then only like the first streak of dawn upon the
sky.
 Petrarch was not the first man to find a cer-
tain contradiction between his desires and the
possibilities of life around him, and to pass
many years under the pain of contrary attrac-

tions that could not all be followed to fulfilment.

This conflict is what gives interest to the
Secretum. Some have thought, and the idea
was expressed by one of his correspondents, that
his love for Laura was very much of ajpliterary
pose{ Yet that such a view is an insufficient
account of it seems pretty clearly established by
the work here translated. It is, indeed, plain
that his feelings ran a course, and not a smooth
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INTRODUCTION xvii

one, and did not continue in one stay; he came to
see the whole matter in a changed light, and yet
not wholly changed; his relation was trans-
figured, not abandoned, and after the death of
Laura, which took place when he was forty-four,
it continued as a memory from which the pain
had faded away and only what was uplifting
remained. .

That which persisted unchanged all through
his life and seems most to have had the colour
and substance of a passion was the love of
Letters. To this his friendship, his very real
patriotism, and (must we not add?) his religion
also were in a sense second. But the mention
of this last factor in the life of Petrarch leads
one to express the opinion that this has not
yet been quite sufficiently reckoned with.
That it should not have been thought worthy
of such reckoning has probably arisen from
the one ugly fact in his life which he himself
does not conceal, and indeed expressly refers
to in his “Letter to Posterity,” in the following
words :—

“As for the looser-indulgences of appetite, o

would indeed I could say I was a stranger
to them altogether; but if I should so say,
I should lie. This I can safely affirm that,
although I was hurried away to them by
the fervour of my age and temperament, their
vileness I have always inwardly execrated.
As soon as I approached my fortieth {ear I
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xviii INTRODUCTION

repelled these weaknesses entirely from my
thoughts and my remembrance, as if I had
never known them. And this I count among
my earliest happy recollections, thanking Goq,
who has freed me, while yet my powers wenre
unimpaired and strong, from this so vile and
always hateful servitude.”?

Now, although Petrarch did not, as som
other men have done, including his own
brother, express his repentancg by retiring te
& monastery, yet there is evidence enough
that the change of will here referred to, and
professed in the Secretum, was real, and that
the older he grew the more he lifted up hi
heart. Among other signs of this there i
the curious little group of what he calls Pen:
tenttal Psalms, which were translated int
English by George Chapman, into whose trans.
lation of Homer Keats looked and was msplred
- In his Will also there are not a few passage
through which one hears a note of genume‘
pemtence Among other curious points in 1t
is the mention of the exact spot in ‘which he
would wish to be laid to rest in some one of
seven different places where he might ha.ppen‘
to die, the last bemg the cxty of Parma, of whlck
he says, “ At si Parms, in ecclesid majori, ub
per multos annos archidiaconus fui inutilis e
semper fere absens.”

Petraruii must have fully weighed in hi

: ! Translation by H. Reeve.
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INTRODUCTION xix

own case the pros and cons for such retire-
ment. His treatise De Otio Religiosorum shows
that he understood what good side that kind
of life has, and his whole attitude towards
his brother—generous, and attached, almost
to the point of romance—reveals how he could
admn'e it. But in his own case he felt that
it would cramp his faculties too much to be \
endurable, and hinder more than it would help |
the kind of work to which he had put his
hand. There was also another influence that
told strongly on this father of Humanism.
He whose nature was so full of unsatisfied
natural affection had begun in his latter years
to find some rest and blessing in the love
and tendance of a daughter, the light of whose
care and companionship for him shines through
‘his declmmg days like the rays of the sun
the evening after a dark and troubled day.
But if we are right in judging that the love '
of Letters *vi3 the dominant factor in the
life of Petrarch, it was but the main thread
in a singularly complex nature. Not much
less in substance and strength was his genius
for friendship. Indeed, his study of the writers
of past ages partook of the nature of friend-
ship, just as his friendship with living men
had a deep literary tinge. He loved books and
he loved men, and he loved them in the same
way. This is by no means a frequent combina-
tion in the degree in which it was shown in
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xx INTRODUCTION . |
Petrarch. More often the book-lover beoomq‘
a recluse, and the lover of his fellow-men loses
his ardour for study. e
But not even the love of books and of men;
took up all the activities of this rich nuture,E
Ho was also a keen traveller and among th!
first to write of natural scenery in the modern’
spirit. He had that in him which, in spite of .
his love for reading and writing, sent him"
forth into other lands and made him eager t’'
- see men and cities. Yet the love of the country:
in him prevailed over the love of cities. I-Iis‘;'.
many references to his life at Vaucluse, though
to readers of to-day they may seem sometxmes
affected, yet show only a superficial affectation
a mere mode, which does not seriously lessen
the 1mpresswn of his simple taste and hxs
genuine delight in his garden and his ﬁshmg,
- and his talk with the charming  old farmenr
man and that sun-burnt wife for whom he' !
had such an unbounded respect. i
In the two recent lives of Petrarch in English
a reader may make closer acquaintance with :
this side of his character, and will find much‘
that falls in with modern feeling as to sim’
plicity of living and the joys of escn.pmg from
“the man-stifled town.” But what is still a*
desideratum is a good English translation of{
his Letters to his friends, which will add many; ’f
glimpses of his daily interests and thoughta :
and fill up the picture of his interior life as .

e

I
gl

it
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INTRODUCTION xxi

it is disclosed to us in the Dialogues here pre-
sented. . :

What the Secretum gives us is the picture of
Petrarch as he was in the orisis of his middle<

It was written in or about the year 1342 .~

when he was thirty-eight, and in these Dialogues
we find him looking back over his youth and
early life—the sap and vigour of his mind
as strong as ever, the recollection of many
‘gensations green and still powerful—but finding
that the sheer march of time and experience of
manhood are forcing him now to see things
with more mature vision, Kive years later he
will be seen suddenly kindled into surprising
excitement in that strange Rienzi episode, but in
one of his letters to that unhappy politician
there is a sentence which might have been
penned by Bishop Butler, and has in it the
accent of grave experience:!® “lJbunt res qud
sempiterna lex statuit: mutare ista non possum,
Sugere possum” (Things will go as the law eternal
has decided: to alter their course is out of our \J
power; what we can do is to get out of their way). -

The interest of the Secrefum is heightened by
remembering the time of life in which it was
composed.! Some will find most pleasure in

3 De rebus fam., vil. 7. |

* The profile portrait, reproduced by kind permission of
Mr. T. Fisher Unwin, publisher of Mr, E. J. Mills’ book on
Petrarch, is from Lombardo’s copy of the e viris sllustridbus,

finished about five years after the death of Petrarch, and i¢
believed to bo an authentic picture of him in later life.
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xxii INTRODUCTION

reading what men have written De Senectule,
and others prefer the charm that belongs to
youth; but is there not much to be said for the
initerest of what men write from that high
tableland that lies between the two, in the full
strength of their mind when they have lived
long enough to know what is.hidden from the
eyes of youth and not long enough to be wearied
and broken with the greatness of the way?
Such is the tone that seems to pervade the
Dialogues between S. Augustine and Petrarch.
In the preface he looks forward to cherishing
the little book himself in future years, like some
flower that keeps alive remembrance of past
days and yet is not cherished for memory only,
but to guard the resolution which has been taken
to go forward and not back, and, as his French
translator suggests, “Is it to be wondered at
that these pages, written with such abandon,
in which he has laid bare his whole soul, should
have been his own favourite work? It was the
book he kept at his bedside, his faithful counsellor
and friend, and to which he turned ever and
again with pleasure in the hours of remembering
the time past.”

It is not necessary to tell over again the story
of Petrarch’s lifelong devotion to the study of
8. Augustine’s Confessions, or to dwell on the
obvious reasons for that devotion. Every man
loves the book which tells the history of conflicts
like his own, and which has helped to give him
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INTRODUCTION xxiii

oonrageinhiswarfaroanditsaomwsand
joy=.

¢ That loes is common would not make
My own less bitter, rather more ; *

sings the poet, but if one reads the experience of
those who have suffered and contended and con-
quered, and is sure that their load was as heavy

as his own, then there is a spirit which is breathed
over from one life to another, and which even
though it tells us how great is the burden of
sorrow in the world, yet also tells us that a
man is not alone, but that there are com-
panions in patience who a little strengthen
each other and give the sense of fellowship from
age to age, donec aspiret dies et inclinentur
umbrae, |

Many of the letters of Petrarch’s later years
show how wistfully he waited for that day. But
they also show how gallant a heart he kept, and
how faithful to those friends that remained,
including the one so lovable and generous and
true, Giovanni Boceaccio, who survived him httle
more than a year.

Petrarch passed the end of his life in a modest.
~ house which he builtin one of the loveliest parts
of Italy, that to English readers will be for ever
dear because of the haunting music that Shelley
wove around its name.

It was in the Eugansan Hills at Arqua where
Petrarch chose to wait for the dawn, and, till it
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came, to go on working among the books he
loved as his own soul.

¢ Many a green isle needs must be
In the deep wide sea of misery,”

and to read the story of his last years there i
to think of one of those green isles. These were
days of calm, and the book: of the Secret ends
with the expression of hope for a deeper calm
still. In due time it came, but, as the English
Poet sang, after more than six centuries—

The love from Petrarch’s urn
Yet amid yon hills doth burn,

A QUENCHLESS LAMP,
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-- PEERARCH*S SECRET

AUTHOR'S PREFACE

Oll'rm! have I wondered with much cunosxty as
to our coming into this world and what will
follow our departure. When I was ruminating
lately on this matter, not in any dream as one
in sickness and slumber, but wide awake and.
with all my wits about me, I was greatly aston-
ished to behold a very beautiful Lady, shining
with an indescribable light about her. She
seemed as one whose beauty is not known, as
it might be, to mankind. I could not tell how
she came there, but from her raiment and appear-
ance I judged her a fair Virgin, and her eyes,
like the sun, seemed to send forth rays of such
light that they made me lower my own before
her, so that I was afraid to look up. When she
saw this she said, Fear not: and let not the
strangeness of my presence affright you in any
wise. I saw your steps had gone astray; and I
had compassion on you and have come down
from above to bring you timely succour. Hither-

to your eyes have been darkened and you have
A
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2 PETRARCH'S SECRET

looked too much, yes, far too much, upon the
things of earth. If these so much delight you,
what shall be your rapture when you lift your
gaze to things eternal! -

- When I heard her thus speak, though my fear
still clung about me, with trembling voice I made
reply in Virgil's words— ,

“ What name to call thee by, O Virgin fair,

I know not, for thy looks are not of earth
And more than mortal seems thy countenance,”?

I am that Lady, she answered, whom you have
depicted in your poem Afirica with rare art and
skill, and for whom, like another Amphion of
Thebes, you have with poetic hands built a fair
and glorious Palace in the far West on Atlas’s
lofty peak.

Be not afraid, then, to listen and to look upon
the face of her who, as your finely-wrought
allegory proves, has been well -known to you
from of old.

Scarcely had she uttered these words when,
as I pondered all these things in my mind, it
occurred to me this could be none other than

\UTruth herself who thus spoke. . I remembered
how I had described her abode on the heights of
Atlas; yet was I ignorant from what region she
had come, save only that I felt assured she could
have come from none other place than Heaven.
Therefore I turned my gaze towards her, eagerly

2 Eneid, i. 327-28,
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AUTHOR'S PREFACE 8

.desiring to look upon her face; but lo, the eye
of man is unable to gaze on that ethereal Form,
wherefore again was I forced to turn them
towards the ground. When she took note of
this, after a short silence, she spoke once more;
and, questioning me many times, she led me to
engage with her in long discourse. From this
converse I was sensible of ‘gaining a twofold
benefit, for I won knowledge, andithe very act of
talking with her gave me confidence. I found
myself by degrees becoming able to look upon
the face which at first dismayed me by its
splendour, and as soon as I was able to bear
it without dread, and gaze fixedly on her
wondrous beauty, I looked to see if she were
accompanied with any other, or had come upon
the retirement of my solitude alone; and as I
did so I discerned at her side the figure of an
aged man, of aspect venerable and full of majesty.
There was no need to inquire his name. His
religious bearing, modest brow, his eyes full of
dignity, his measured step, his African look,
but Roman speech, plainly declared him to be
that most illustrious Father, Augustine. More-
over, he had so gracious a mien, and withal so
noble, that one could not possibly imagine it to
belong to any other than to him.  Even so I
was on the point of opening my lips to ask,
when at that moment I heard the name so dear
to, me uttered from the lips ‘'of Truth herself.
Turning herself to him, as if to intervene upon -
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4 PETRARCH'S SECRET

his deep meditation, she addressed him in thess
words: “ Augustine, dear to me above a thou.
sand others, you know how devoted to yourselt
this man is, and you are aware also with how
dangerous and long a malady he is stricken,
and that he is so much nearer to Death as he
knows not the gravity of his disease. I? is need.
ful, then, that one take thought for this man’
life forthwith, and who so fit to undertake the
pious work as yourself? He has ever been
deeply attached to your name and person; and
all good doctrine is wont more easily to enter the
mind of the disciple when he already starts with

" loving the Master from whom he is to learn
Unless your present happiness has made you quite
forget your former sorrow, you will remember
that when you were shut in the prison of the
mortal body you also were subject to like
temptation as his. And if that were so, most
excellent Physician of those passions yourselff
experienced, even though your silent medltatnonk
be full of sweetness to your mind, I beg that]
your sacred voice, which to me is ever a delight}
shall break its silence, and try whether you are}
able by some means to bring calm to one w
deeply distressed.”

Augustine answered her: ¢ You are my guide,
my Counsellor, my Sovereign, my Ruler; wha
is it, then, you would have me say in youw
presence ?”

“ I would,” she replied, “ that some human voics}
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AUTHOR'S PREFACE 5

.speak to the ears of this mortal man. He will
better bear to hear truth so. But seeing that
whatever you shall say to him he will take as M
said by me, I also will be present in person ¢f
during your discourse.”

Augustine answered her, “ The love I bear to
this sick man, as well as the authority of her
who speaks, make it my duty to obey.” Then,
looking: kindly at me and pressing me to his
heart in fatherly embrace, he led me away to the
most retired corner he could find, and Truth
herself went on a few steps in front. There we
all three sat down. Then while Truth listened
as the silent Judge, none other beside her being
present, we held long converse on one side and the.
other; and because of the greatness of the theme,
the discourse between us lasted over three days.
Though we talked of many things much against
the manners of this age, and on faults and fail-
ings common to mankind, in such wise that the
reproaches of the Master seemed in a sense more
directed against men in general than against
myself, yet those which to me came closest home
I have graven with more especial vividness on
the tablet of my memory. That this discourse,
so intimate and deep, might not be lost, I have
- set it down in writing and made this book;
not that I wish to class it with my other works,
or desire from it any credit. My thoughts aim
higher, What I desire is that I may be able by
reading to renew as often as I wish the pleasure
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I felt from the discourse itself. So, little Book,
I bid you flee the haunts of men and be content
to stay with me, true to the title I have given

you of “My Secret”: and when I would think

upon deep matters, all that you keep in remem.
brance that was spoken in secret you in secret
‘will tell to me over again, -

To avoid the too frequent iteration of the
words “said I,” “said he,” and to bring the per-.
sonages of the Dialogue, as it were, before ona’s
very eyes, I have acted on Cicero’s method and
merely placed the name of each intorlocutor
before each paragraph.! My decar Mastor learncd
this mode himself from Plato. But to cut short
all further digression, this is how Augustine
opened the discourse. -

3 Ds Amiciled, i
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8. Augustine. What have you to say, O man
of little strength? Of what are you dreaming?
For what are you looking? Remember you
not you are mortal ? |

Petrarch. Yes, I remember it right well, and
a shudder comes upon me every time that re-
membrance rises in my breast.

S, Augustine. May you, indeed, remember as
you say, and take heed for yourself. You will
spare me much trouble by so doing. For there
can be no doubt that}to recollect one's misery
and to practise frequent meditation on death
is the surest aid in scorning the seductions of
this world,{and in ordering the soul amid its
storms and tempests, if only such meditation
be not superficial, but sink into-the bones and
marrow of the heart. Yet am I greatly afraid
lest that happen in your case which I have seen
in so many others, and you be found deceiving
your own self. ' |

Petrarch. In what way do you mean? For 1
do not clearly understand the drift of your
remarks.
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- 8. Augustine. O race of mortal men, this it i

that above all mnkes me astonished and fearful
for you, when I behold you, of your own will,
clinging to your miseries; pretending that you
do not know the peril hanging over your heads,
and if one bring it under your very eyes, you
try to thrust it from your sight and put it
afar off. '

Petrarch. In what way are we so mad ?

S. Augustine. Do you suppose there is any
living man so unreasonable that if he found
himself stricken with a dangerous ailment he
would not anxiously desire to regain the bless-
ing of health?

Petrarch. I do not suppose such a case has
ever been heard of,

S. Augustine. And do you think if one wished
for a thing with all one's soul one would be so
idle and careless as not to use all possible means
to obtain what one desired ?

Petrarch. - No one, I think, would be so foolish.

S. Augustine. If we are agreed on these two
points, so we ought also to agree on a third.

Petrarch. What is this third point?

S. Augustine. It is this: that just as he who
by deep meditation has discovered he is miser-
able will ardently wish to be so no more; and as
he who has formed this wish will seek to have
it realised, so he who seeks will be able to reach
what he wishes. It is clear that the third step
depends on the second as the second on the first.
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And therefore the first should be, as it were,
s root of salvation in man’s heart. Now you
mortal men, and you yourself with all your
power of mind, keep doing your best- by all the
pleasures of the world to pull up this saving root
out of your hearts, which, as I said, fills me
with horror and wonder. ‘With justice, there-
fore, you are punished by the loss of this root
of salvation and the consequent loss of all
the rest.

Petrarch. I foresee this complaint you bring
is likely to be lengthy, and take many words
to develop it. Would you mind, therefore,
postponing it to another occasion? And that I
may travel more surely to your conclusion, may
we spend & little more time over the premisses ?

8. Augustine. 1 must |concede something tojpie

your slowness of mind;\so please stop me at
_any point where you wish.

Petrarch. Well, if I must speak for myself I

do not follow your chain of reasoning.
S. Augustine. What possible obscurity is there
init? What are you in doubt about now?
Petrarch. I believe there is a multitude of
things for which we ardently long, which we
seek for with all our energy, but which never-
theless, however diligent we are, we never have
obtained and never shall.
" 8, Augustine, That may be true of other
desires, but in regard to tliat we have now
under discussion the case is wholly different.
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10 'PETRARCH'S SECRET

Petrarch. What makes you say that ?

S. Augustine. Because every man who desire
to be delivered from his misery, provided only
he desires sincerely and with all his heart
cannot fail:to obtain that which he desires.

Petrarch. O father, what is this I hear|
There aré few men indeed who do not feel they
lack many things and who would not confess
they were so far unhappy. Every one whe
questions his own heart will acknowledge it is
so. By natural consequence if the fulness of
blessing makes & man happy, all things he lacks
will so far make him unhappy. This burden of
" unhappiness all men would fain lay down, as
every one is aware; but every one is aware also
that very few have been able. How many there
are who have felt the crushing weight of grief,
through bodily disease, or the loss of those
they loved, or imprisonment, or exile, or hard
poverty, or other misfortunes it would take too
long to tell over; and yet they who suffer these
things have only too often to lament that it is
not permitted them, as you suggest, to be set
free. To me, then, it seems quite beyond dis-
pute that a multitude of men are unhappy by
compulsion and in spite of themselves.

S. Augustine. I must take you a long way
back, and as one does with the very young
whose wits are slight and slow, I must ask you
to follow out the thread of my discourse from
its very simplest elements. I thought your
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DIALOGUE THE FIRST 11

mind was more advaneed, and I had no idea
you still needed lessons so childish. Ab, if only
you had kept in mind those true and saving
maxims of the wise which you have so often
read and re-read with me; if, I must take leave
to say, you had but wrought for yourself instead
‘of others; if you had but applied your study of
go many volumes to the ruling of your own con-
duct, instead of to vanity and gaining the empty
praise of men, you would not want to retail
such low and absurd follies. °

Petrarch. I know not where you want to take
me, but already I am aware of the blush mounting
to my brow, and I feel like schoolboys in presence
of an angry master. Before they know what
they are accused of they think of many offences
of which they are guilty, and at the very first
word from the master’s lips they are filled with
confusion. In like case I too am conscious of
my ignorance and of many other faults, and
though I perceive not the drift of your admoni-
tion, yet as I know almost everything bad
“may be brought against me, I blush even before
you have done speaking. So pray state more
clearly what is this biting accusation that you
have made.

S. Augustine. 1 shall have many things to lay
to your charge presently. Just now what
makes me so indignant is to hear you suppose
that any one can hecome or can be unhappy
against his will. |
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12 PETRARCH’'S SECRET

Petrarch. I might as well spare my blushes,
For what more obvious.truth than this can
possibly be imagined?. What man exists so
ignorant or so far removed from all contact
with the world as not to know that penury,
grief, disgrace, illness, death, and other evils too
that are reckoned among the greatest, often
befall us in spite of ourselves, and never with our
own consent? From which it follows that it is
easy enough to know and to detest one's own
misery, but not to remove it; so that if the
two first steps depend on ourselves, the third
is nevertheless in Fortune'’s hand.

S. Augustine. When I saw you ashamed I
was ready to give you pardon, but brazen im.
pudence angers me more than error itself.
How is it you have forgotten all those wise pre-
cepts of Philosophy, which declare that no man
can be made unhappy by those things you
rattle off by name? Now if it is Virtue only
that makes the happiness of man, which is
demonstrated by Cicero and a whole multitude
of weighty reasons, it follows of necessity that
nothing is opposed to true happiness except
what is also opposed to Virtue. This truth
you can yourself call to mind even without a
word from me, at least unless your wits are
very dull.

Petrarch. I remember it quite well. You
would have me bear in mind|the precepts of
the Stoics, which contradict the opinions of
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DIALOGUE THE FIRST 18

the cmwd‘and are nearer truth than common
custom fis.

S. Augustine. You would mdeed be of all men
the most miserable were you to try to arrive
at the truth through the absurdities of the
crowd, or to suppose that under the leadership
of blind guides you would reach the light. You
~ must avoid the common beaten track and set
your aspirations higher; take the way marked
by the steps of very few who have gone before,
if you would be counted worthy to hear the
Poet’s word—

“On, brave lad, on! your courage leading you,
So only Heaven is scaled.”

Petrarch. Heaven grant I may hear it ere
I die! But I pray you to proceed. For I assure
you I have by no means become shameless. I
do not doubt the Stoics’ rules are wiser far than
the blunders of the crowd. I await therefore
your further counsel.

S. Augustine. Since we are agreed on this, that
no one can become or be unhappy except through
his own fault, what need of more words is there?

~ Petrarch. Just this need, that I think I have

seen very many people, and I am one of them, to

whom nothing is more distressful than the in- -

shility\to break tha yoko of their fsults, though

all their life Tong they make the greatest efforts

so to do. Wherefore, even allowing that the
' Hneid, ix. 641,
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14 PETRARCH'S SECRET

maxim of the Stoics holds good, one may yet
admit that many people are very unhappy in
spite of themselves, yes, and although they
lament it and wish they were not, with their
whole heart.

S. Augustine. We have wandered somewhat
from our course, but we are slowly working
back to our starting-point. Or have you quite
forgotten whence we set out?

Petrarch. I had begun to lose sight of it, but
it is coming back to me now.

S. Augustine. What I had set out to do with
you was to make clear that the first step in

~ avoiding the distresses of this mortal life and
raising the soul to higher things id to practise
/ meditation on death and on man’s misery; and
that the second is’to have a vehement desire
and purpose to rise. When these two things
were present, I promised a comparatively easy
ascent to the goal of our desire. Unless haply

to you it seems otherwise ? '

Petrarch. I should certainly never venture
to affirm this, for from my youth upwards I
have had the increasing conviction that if in
any matter I was inclined to think differently
from yourself I was certain to be wrong.

S. Augustine. We will please waive all com-
.pliments. And as I observe you are inclined to
admit the truth of my words more out of
deference than conviction, pray feel at liberty
to say whatever your real judgment suggests.
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DIALOGUE THE FIRST 15

Petrarch. 1 am still afraid to be found differ-
ing, but nevertheless I will make use of the
liberty you grant. Not to speak of other men,
I call to witness Her who has ever been the
ruling spirit of my life; you yourself also I call
to witness how many times I have pondered
over my own misery and over the subject of
Death; with what floods of tears I have sought
to wash away my stains, so that I can scarce
speak of it without weeping; yet hitherto, as
you see, all is in vain. This alone leads me to
doubt the truth of that proposition you seek
to establish, that no man has ever fallen into
misery but of his own free will, or remained
miserable except of his own accord; the exact
opposite of which I have proved in iy own sad
experience. :

S. Augustine. That complaint is an old one
and seems likely to prove unending. Though
I have already several times stated the truth
in vain, I shall not cease to maintain it yet.
No man ean become or can be unhappy unless
he so chooses; but as I said at the beginning,
there is in men a certain perverse and dangerous
inclination to deceive themselves, which is the
most deadly thing in life. For if it is true that
we rightly fear being taken in by those with
whom we live, because our natural habit of
trusting them tends to make us unsuspicious,
and the pleasantly familiar sound of their voice
is apt to put us off our guard,—how much rather
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16 PETRARCH'S SECRET

ought you to fear the deceptions you practise
on yourself, where love, influence, familiarity
play so large a part, a casc: wherein evory one
esteems himself more than he deserves, loves
himself more than he ought, and where Deceiver
and Deceived are one and the same person?
Petrarch. You have said this kind of thing
pretty often to-day already. But I do not re.
collect ever practising such deception on myself;
and I hope ‘other people have not deceived me
either, -
S. Augustme. Now at this very moment you
are notably deceiving yourself when you boast
never to have done such a thing at all; and |
" have a good enough hope of your own wit and
talent to make me think that if you pay close
attention you will see for yourself that no man
can fall into misery of his own will. For on

" this point our whole discussion rests. I pray
you to think well before answering, and give
your closest attention, and be jealous for truth
more than for disputation, but then tell me
what man in the world was ever forced to sin?
For the Seers and Wise Men require that sin
must be a voluntary action, and so rigid is their
definition that if this voluntarinegs is absent
then the sin also is not the ‘Buttwithout sin

- no man is made unhappy as you agreed to
admit a few minutes ago. -

Petrarch. 1 perceive that by degrees I am
getting away from my proposition and am being
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DIALOGUE THE FIRST 17

pelled to acknowledge that the beginning! |
of my misery did arise from my own will. I feel |
it is true in myself, and I conjecture the same
to be true of others, Now I beg you on your
part to acknowledge a certain truth also.

S. Augustine. What is it you wish me to
acknowledge?

- Petrarch. That as it is true no man ever fell
involuntarily, so this also is true that countless
numbers of those who thus are volunta.nly fallen,
nevertheless do not voluntarily remain so. 1
afirm this confidently of my own self. And I
believe that I have received this for my pumsh:\
ment, 88 I would not stand when I might, so: |
now I cannot rise when I would. nd

S, Augustine. That is indeed a wise and true
view to take. Still as you now confess you were
wrong in your first proposition, so I think you
should own you are wrong in your second.

Petrarch. Then you would say there is no
distinction between falling and remaining fallen ?

S. Augustine. No, they are indeed different
things; that is to say, different in time, but in
. the nature of the action and in the mind of the
person concerned they are one and the same.

Petrarch. 1 see in what knots you entangle
me. But the wrestler who wins his victory by
a trick is not necessarily the stronger man,
though he may be the more practised.

S. Augustine. It is Truth herself in whose
presence we are discoursing. To her, plain

| B

L3
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18 PETRARCH'S SECRET

simplicity is ever dear, and cunning is hateful.
That you may see this heyond all doubt I will
go forward from this point with all the plainness
you can desire.

Petrarch. You could give me no more welcome
news. Tell me, then, as it is a question concern.
ing myself, by what line of reasoning you mean
to prove I am unha.ppy. I do not deny that I

,/ am; but I deny that it is with my own consent
I remain so. For, on the contrary, I feel this to
be most hateful and the very opposite of what
I wish. But yet I can do nothing except wish.

S. Augustine. If only the conditions laid down
are observed, I will prove to you that you are
misusing words.

Petrarch. What conditions do you mean, and

' how would you have me use words differently ?
S. Augustine. Our conditions were to lay aside

| all juggling with terms and to seek truth in all

{ plain simplicity, and the words I would have you

. ‘use are these: instead of saying you cannot, you

v/ ought to say you will not.

Petrarch. There will be no end then to our
discussion, for that is what I never shall confess, -
I tell you I know, and you yourself are witness,
how often I have wished to and yet could not
rise. What floods of tears have I shed, and all
to no purpose? ’ :

S. Augustine. O yes, I have witnessed many
tears, but very little will.

Petrarch. Heaven is witness (for indeed I
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think no man on this earth knows) what I have
guffered, and how I have longed earnestly to
rise, if only I might.

S. Augustine. Hush, hush. Heaven and earth
will crash in ruin, the stars themselves will fall
to hell, and all harmonious Nature be divided
against itself, sooner than Truth, who is our
Judge, can be deceived.

Petrarch. And what do-you mean by that?

S. Augustine. I mean that your tears have
often stung your conscience but not changed X
your will.

Petrarch. I wonder how many times I must
tell you that it is just this impossibility of
change which I bewail. |

S. Augustine. And I wonder how many times
I must reply that it is want of will, not want
of power, which is the trouble.

And yet I wonder not that now you find
yourself involved in these perplexities; in
which in time past I too was tossed about,
when I was beginning to contemplate entering
upon & new way of life! I tore my hair; I
beat my brow; my fingers I twisted nervously ;

I bent double and held my knees; I filled the
air of heaven with most bitter sighs ; I poured
. out tears like water on every side: yet neverthe-
less I remained what I was and no other, until
- & deep meditation at last showed me the root
of all my misery and made it plain before my

8. Augustine Confessions, viii. 8,
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eyes. And then my will after that became fully
changed, and my weakness also was changed
in that same moment to power, and by a
marvellous and most blessed alteration I was
transformed instantly and made another man,
another Augustine altogether. The full history
of that transformation is known, if I mistake
not, to you already in my Confessions.

Petrarch. Yes, in truth I know it well, and
never can I forget the story of that health.
bringing fig-tree, beneath whose shade the
miracle took place.!

S. Augustine. Well indeed may you remember
it. And no tree to you should be more dear:
no, not the myrtle, nor the ivy, nor the laure!
beloved of Apollo and ever afterwo\rds favoured
by all the band of Poets, favoured too by you,
above all, who alone in your age have been
counted worthy to be crowned with its leaves;
yet dearer than these should be to you the
memory of that fig-tree, for it greets you like
some mariner coming into haven after many
storms; it holds out to you the path of righteous
ness, and a sure hope which fadeth not away,
that presently the divine Forgiveness shall be
yours. '

Petrarch. I would not say one word in contra-
diction. Go on, I beseech you, with what you

have begun. .
S. Augustine. This is what I undertook and

1 S. Augustine Confessions, viii. 12,
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will go on with, to prove to you that so far you
are like those many others of whom it may be
said in the words of Virgil—

4 Unchanged their mind while vainly flow their tears.”! |

Though I might multiply examples, yet I will
rather content myself with this alone, that we
might almost reckon as belonging to ourselves,
and so all the more likely to come home. |

-Petrarch. How wisely you have made choice;
for indded it were useless to add more, and no
other could be so deeply graven in my heart.
Great as the gulf which parts us may be—I
mean between you in your safe haven and me
in peril of shipwreck, you in felicity, me in
distress—still amid my winds and tempests I
can recognise from time to time the traces of’;
your own storm-tossed passions. So that as often
as I read the book of your Confessions, and
am made partaker of your conflict between two
contrary emotions, between hope and fear,
(and weep as I read), I seem to be hearing the
story of my own self, the story not of another’s
wandering, but of my own. Therefore, since now
I have put away every inclination to mere dis-
pute, go on, I beg, as you desire. For all my
heart wishes now is not to hinder but only to
follow where you lead.

S. Augustine. I make no such demand on
you as that. For though a certain very wise

S 1 Zoneid, iv. 449,

§
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C et

“~man? has laid it down that “ Through overmuch
contention truth is lost,” yet often it happens
that a well-ordered discussion leads to truth. It
is not then expedient to accept everything ad-
vanced, which is the token of a slack and sleepy
mind, any more than it is expedient to set one-
self to oppose a plain and open truth, which
indicates only the mind of one who likes fighting
for fighting’s sake. :

Petrarch. I understand and agree with you
and will act on your advice. Now, pray go
on.

S. Augustine. You admit, therefore, that the
argument is just and the chain of reasoning
valid, when we say thatta perfect knowledge of

. one’s misery will beget a perfect desire to be rid
of it,‘.if only the power to be rid may follow the
desire.

Petrarch. I have professed that I will believe
you in everything. |

S. Augustine. I feel there is still something
you would like to urge, even now. Do, please,
confess it, no matter what it may be.

Petrarch. Nothing, only that I am much amazed
to think I should never yet have wished whatl

y have believed I always wished.

S. Augustine. You still stick at that point. 0
well, to put an end to this kind of talk I will
agree that you have wished sometimes,

Petrarch. What then?

! Publius Cyrus.

Google



DIALOGUE THE FIRST 28

8. Augustine. Do you not remember the phrase
of Ovid— ‘ R
¢ To wish for what you want is not enough; ‘ '
With ardent longing you must strive for it.”?

Petrarch. I understand, but thought that was
just what I had been doing.

S, Augustine. You were mistaken.

Petrarch. Well, I will believe so.

S. Augustine. To mak ) your belief certain, ex-
amine your own conscience. \ Conscience is the
best judge of virtue.\ It is a guide, true and un-
erring, that weighs every thought and deed. It
will tell you that you have never longed for
spiritual health as you ought, but that, consider-

ing what great dangers beset you, your wishes -

were but feeble and ineffective.

Petrarch. I have been examining my conscience,
as you suggested.

S. Augustine. What do you find ?

Petrarch. That what you say is true.

S. Augustiné. We have made a little progress,

if you are beginning to be awake. It will soon
be better with you now you acknowledge it was
not well hitherto. -

Petrarch. If it is enough to acknowledge, I
hope to be able to be not only well but quite
well, for never have I understood more clearly
that my wishes for liberty and for an end to my
misery have been too lukewarm. But can it be
enough to desire only ?

! Ovid, Pontic., I i. 35.
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S. Augustine. Why do you ask ?

Petrarch. I mean, to desire without doing any-
thing.

S. Augustine. What you propose is an impos-

sibility. No one desires ardently and goes to
sleep.

Petrarch. Of what use is desire, then ?

S. Augustine. Doubtless the path leads through
many difficulties, butlthe desire of virtue is itself
a great part of virtue.\

Petrarch. There you give me ground for good
hope. ( X

S. Augustine. All my discourse is just to teach
you how to hope and to fear.

Petrarch. Why to fear?

S. Augustine. Then tell me why to hope?

Petrarch. Because whereas so far I have striven,
and with much tribulation, merely not to become
worse, you now open & way to me whereby I
may become better and better, even to perfection.

S. Augustine. But maybe you do not think
how toilsome that way is.

Petrarch. Have you some new terror in store
for me?

S. Augustine. To desire is but one word, but
how many things go to make it up! '

Petrarch. Your words make me tremble,

S. Axgustine. Not to mention the positive
elements in desire, it involves the destruction of
many other objects.

Petrarch. I do not quite take in your meaning.
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S. Augustine. The desire of all good cannot
exist without thrusting out every lower wish.
You know how many different objects one longs
for in life. All these you must first learn to .
count as nothing before you can rise to the :
desire for the chief good ; which a man lovesless |
when along with it he loves something else that . '
does not minister to it. !

Petrarch. I recognise the thought.

S. Augustine. How many men are there who
have extinguished all their passions, or, not to
speak of extinguishing, tell me how many are
there who have subdued their spirit to the con-
trol of Reason, and will dare to say, “I have no
more in common with my body; all that once
seemed so pleasing to me is become poor in my
sight. I aspire now to joys of nobler nature”?

Petrarch. Such men are rare indeed. And now
I understand what those difficulties are with
which you threatened me.

S. Augustine. When}all‘ these passions are ex- i
tinguished, then, and not till then, will desire be \)
full and free.\ For when the soul is uplifted on
one side to heaven by its own nobility, and on
the other dragged down to earth by the weight
of the flesh and the seductions of the world, so:
that it both desires to rise and also to sink at
one and the same time, then, drawn contrary
ways, you find you arrive nowhither.

Petrarch. What, then, would you say a man
must do for his soul to break the fetters of the
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- world, and mount up perfect and entire to the
- realms above?

S. Augustine. What leads to this goal is, as I
said in the first instance, the practice of medita-
tion on death and the perpetual recollectxon of.
our mortal nature.

Petrarch. Unless I am deceived, there is no
man alive who is more often revolving this
thought in his heart than L

S. Augustine. Ah, here is another delusion, a
fresh obstacle in your way!

Petrarch. What! Do you mean to say I am
once more lying ?

S. Augustine. I would sooner hear you use
more civil language. -

Petrarch. But to say the same thing?

S. Augustine. Yes, to say nothing else.

Petrarch. So then you mean I care nothmg
at all about death ?

8. Augustine. To tell the truth you think very
. seldom of it, and in so feeble a way that your
thought never touches the root of your trouble,

Petrarch. I supposed just the opposite.

S. Augustine. I am not concerned with what
you suppose, but with what you ought to sup-
pose.

Petrarch. Well, I may tell you that in spite of.
that I will suppose it no more, if you prove to me
" that my supposition was a false one.

S. Augustine. That I will do easily enough,
provided you are willing to admit the truth in
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goodfalth. For this end I will ea.llma.witness
who is not far away.

Petrarch. And who may that be, pray ?

S. Augustine. Your conscience.

Petrarch. She testifies just the contrary

S. Augustine. When you make an obscure, con-
- fused demand no mtness can give precise or
clear answers.

" Petrarch. What has that to do with the sub-
ject, I would like to know?

S. Augustine. Much, every way. To see clearlm
listen well. No man is so senseless (unless he be -
altogether out of his mind) as never once to re-
member his own weak nature, or who, if asked
the question whether he were mortal and dwelt

in a frail body; would not answer that he was.
 The pains of the body, the onsets of fever, attest
the fact; and whom has the favour of Heaven
made exempt? Moreover, your friends are-car-
ried out to their burial before your eyes; and
*this fills the soul with dread. 'When one goes to -
the graveside of some friend of one’s own age
one is forced to tremble at another’s fall and
to begin feeling uneasy for oneself ; just as when -
.you see your neighbour’s roof on fire, you can-

not feel quite happy for your own, because, as /
Horace puts it— )

“On your own head you see the stroke will fall.”? }
The impression will be more strong in case you

! Horace, Epist., 1. 18, 83
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see some sudden death carry off one younger,
more vigorous, finer looking than yourself. In
such an event a man will say, “ This one seemed
to live secure, and yet he is snatched off. His
youth, his beauty, his strength have brought
him no help. What God or what magician has
promised me any surer warrant of security?
Verily, I too am mortal.” |

When the like fate befalls kings and rulers of
the earth, people of great might and such as
are regarded with awe, those who sce it are
struck with more dread, are more shaken with
alarm; they are amazed when they behold a
sudden terror, or perchance hours of intense
agony seize on one who was wont to strike
terror into others. From what other cause pro-
ceed the doings of people who seem beside them.
selvesupon the death of men in highest place,such
as, to take an instance from history, the many
things of this kind that, as you have related,
were done at the funeral of Julius Cesar? A
public spectacle like this strikes the attention and
touches the heart of mortal men; and what then
they see in tho case of another is brought home
as pertaining also to themsclves. Beside all
these, aro there not the rnge of savage beasts,
and of men, and the furious madness of war?
Are there not the falls of those great buildings
which, as some one neatly snys, are first the safe-
guards, then the sepulchres of men? Are there
not malignant motions of the air beneath some
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evil star and pestilential sky? And so many

perils on sea and land that, look wheresoever

you will, you cannot turn your gaze anywhither

but you will meet the visible image and memento
of your own mortality.

. Petrarch. 1 beg your pardon, but I cannot wait

any longer, for, as for having my reason fortified,

I do not think any more powerful aid can be

brought than the many arguments you have

adduced. As I listened I wondered what end -

you were aiming at, and when your discourse
would finish.

8. Augustine. As a matter of fact, you have
interrupted me,.and it has not yet reached its
end. However, here is the conclusion—although
a host of little pin-pricks play upon the surface
of your mind, nothing yet has penetrated the
centre. The miserable heart is hardened by
long habit, and becomes like some indurated
stone; impervious to warnings, however salu-
tary, you will find few people considering with
any seriousness the fact that they will die.

Petrarch. Then few people are aware of the:

~ very definition of man, which nevertheless is
so hackneyed in the schools, that it ought not
merely to weary the ears of those who hear it,
but is now long since scrawled upon the walls
~and pillars of every room. This prattling of
the Dialecticians will never come to an end;
it throws up summaries and definitions like
\ bubbles, matter indeed for endless controversies,
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7 but for the most part they know nothing of the
real truth of the things they talk about. So, if
you ask one of this set of men for a definition
of a man or of anything else, they have their
answer quite pat, as the saying goes; if you
press him further, he will lie low, or if by sh<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>