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INTRODUCTION
by Hugh Kenner

Pope translated the Iliad into heroic couplets, Chapman into
fourteeners. Numerous foreign poems have been shoved into an
idiom invented by Milton, which goes flat the moment the atmos-
phere is cleared of sulphur. Ezra Pound never translates ‘into’
something already existing in English. The Chinese or Greek or
Provengal poem being by hypothesis something new, if it justifies
the translator’s or the reader’s time—

Dagas sind gewitene,
ealle onmedlan eor pan rices;
nearon ny Cymingas me caseras
ne goldgiefan, swylce iy waeron . . .

—something correspondingly new must be made to happen in
English verse:

Days little durable
And all arrogance of earthen riches,
There come now no kings nor Caesars
Nor goldgiving lords like those gone.
Howe’er in mirth most magnified,
Whoe’er lived in life most lordliest,
Drear all this excellence, delights undurable!

— The Seafarer

Other translators of Anglo-Saxon verse have been content to
take the English language as they found it, or to teutonize from
word to word without quite knowing what was happening; only
Pound has had both the boldness and resource to make a new
form, similar in effect to that of the original, which permanently
extends the bounds of English verse. Other poets after him have
used these schemes of assonance and alliteration; it was Pound
who built them their speech.
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INTRODUCTION

Underlying conspicuous success of the Seafarer order is Pound’s
conception of what the poet’s job is: the rendering, without
deformation, of something, within him or without, which he has
clearly apprehended and seized in his mind:

as the sculptor sees the form in the air
before he sets hand to mallet,
and as he sees the in, and the through,
the four sides . . .

Translating does not, for him, differ in essence from any other
poetic job; as the poet begins by seeing, so the translator by
reading; but his reading must be a kind of seeing.

Hence the miraculous accomplishment of Pound’s translations;
sitting down before a text, he doesn’t chafe at restrictions unusual
to his lyric practice. A good translation seems like a miracle
because one who can read the original can, so to speak, see the
poem before the poet writes it, and marvel at the success of his
wrestle to subdue his own language to the vision; but Pound has
always written as if to meet a test of this kind, in a spirit of utter
fidelity to his material, whether a document or an intuition. He
has told of working six months to fix a complex instantaneous
emotion in fourteen words. Translation is indeed for Pound
somewhat easier than what is called ‘original composition’; those
six months were spent less on finding the words than in bringing
the emotion into focus, and a text to be translated, once grasped,
doesn’t wobble. The technical difficulty is comparable, but the
emotional discipline, if no less exacting, less exhausting. Pound
has for this reason recommended translation as an exercise to
young poets plagued by the tendency of what they are trying to
express to undergo expedient transformations.

It is because so many Poundian principles meet in the trans-
lator’s act that the best of his translations exist in three ways, as
windows into new worlds, as acts of homage, and as personae of
Pound’s. The Personae of his first published volume do not differ
in principle from the translations of a few years later. In his
earliest work, Cino, Marvoil, Altaforte, Piere Vidal Old, Pound
builds in English an imitation of the accent and speech and

10



INTRODUCTION

rhythm of certain dead men: usually dead poets, since it is the
poet who of all men is most alive to his ambience, and the
ambience is what Pound is trying to seize.

Bah; I have sung women in three cities,
But it is all the same;
And I will sing of the sun.

Lips, words, and you snare them,

Dreams, words, and they are as jewels,

Strange spells of old deity,

Ravens, nights, allurement:

And they are not;

Having become the souls of song.
—Cino

This isn’t the English soul of 1908; the rubric, ‘Italian Campagna
1309, the open road’ implies that it is an emotion Pound has
generated in himself in contemplating a time 600 years gone. A
persona crystallizes a modus of sensibility in its context. It derives
from an attempt to enter an unfamiliar world, develop in oneself
the thoughts and feelings indigenous to that world, and articulate
them in English. A translation, by extension, is a rendering of a
modus of thought or feeling in its context after it has already been
crystallized, by a Cavalcanti or a Rihaku. The same clairvoyant
absorption of another world is presupposed; the English poet must
absorb the ambience of the text into his blood before he can render
it with authority; and when he has done that, what he writes is a
poem of his own following the contours of the poem before him.
He does not translate words. The words have led him into the
thing he expresses: desolate seafaring, or the cult of the plum-
blossoms, or the structure of sensibility that attended the Tuscan
anatomy of love.

Since he doesn’t translate the words, he may deviate from the
words, if the words blur or slide, or if his own language fails him.
‘Eorpan rices’ doesn’t mean ‘earthen riches’ but ‘kingdoms of the
earth’; ‘kings’ in the next line enforces however an alteration, and
the available synonyms for ‘kingdoms’, such as ‘realms’, have the
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INTRODUCTION

wrong connotatons: ‘royaume’ for instance implies something
too settled, too sumptuous. Hence the recourse to ‘riches’, a sort
of pun on the word in the text, which has a slightly wrong mean-
ing but a completely right feeling.

If he doesn’t translate the words, the translator remains faithful
to the original poet’s sequence of images, to his thythms or the
effect produced by his rhythms?, and to his tone. Insofar as he is
faithful, he does homage to his predecessor’s knowledge of his job,
his success in securing from point to point the precise images and
gestures to embody a vision which is neither his property nor that
of the translator. Pedantry consists in supposing that the im-
portance of a moment of thought or feeling lies in the notation
somebody else found for it. The Poundian homage consists in
taking an earlier poet as guide to secret places of the imagination.

The labour that precedes translation is therefore first critical in
the Poundian sense of critical, an intense penetration of the
author’s sense; then technical in the Poundian sense of technical,
an exact projection of one’s psychic contents, and so of the things
on which one’s mind has fed. The reorientation of the terms
‘critical’ and ‘technical’ sums up Pound’s service to letters, so far
as that service can be abstracted from the work he has actually
done. His best translations exist between pedagogy on the one
side and personal expression on the other, and in touch with both.
At the left, however, is a body of work produced with the strictly
pedagogic aim of guiding the reader to certain qualities of past
literature: the numerous versions in The Spirit of Romance, and the
translations of Arnaut Daniel which have the avowed aim of
showing us what the rhyme-patterns look and sound like. At the
right are the adaptations from Heine and Propertius, which while
borrowing and turning phrases with endless virtuosity, are rather
personae than translations. The original author’s attitude of mind
passes through the words, but the primary intentions are those of
Poynd. Pound calls the Propertius sequence a Homage, largely in

1 English hexameter, for instance, sounds pedantic, especially in the specimens
Amold produced as triumphs. Pound’s version of the Homeric Nekuia (Canto I)
went into adapted Seafarcr thythms, not synthetic hexameters, with startling success;
and the Seafarer itself rather reproduces the feel of alliterative Anglo-Saxon verse
than obeys its rules.

12



INTRODUCTION

a futile attempt to keep it from being mistaken for an attempt at
translation. Thomas Hardy, seeing that Pound vs. Imperial
Britain was the ‘subject,’” and Sextus Propertius a factor in the
‘treatment,” advised him to focus attention on subject rather than
treatment by leaving Propertius’ name out of the title; thereby
revealing himself a shrewder reader than the sequence has usually
metwith.l

In the Cathay poems, made from Ernest Fenollosa’s notes and
cribs to the ideograms of Rihaku (Li Po), Pound is at his best
both as poet and as translator; he is amazingly convincing at
making the Chinese poet’s world his own. If the series of Nob
dramas is somehow less successful, it is because there is less of
Pound in them, though we are teased from time to time by traces
of Yeats, whose conversation in a cottage in Sussex provided the
milieu in which the work wasdone.

And looking upon the waves at Ise and Owari,
He longed for his brief year of glory:
The waves, the breakers return,
But my glory comes riot again,
Narihira, Narihira,
My glory comes not again.
He stood at the foot of Asama of Shinano,

and saw the smoke curling upwards.
—Kikitsubata

We have only to put this beside something from Cathay—

March has come to the bridge head,

Peach boughs and apricot boughs bend
over a thousand gates,

At morning there are Aowers to cut the hear,

And evening drives them on the eastward-fAowing waters . . .
—Poem by the Bridge at Ten-Shin

—to sense a remoteness, a sense on Pound’s part that he is doing

1 Hardy made an impractical suggestion re title, but in such a way as to indi-
cate that he, Hardy, would have had his mind on the subject rather than the
treacment of it. E. P.
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INTRODUCTION

something exotic, thin, appreciated rather than lived, that just
prevents the Nob sequence from standing, as Cathay does, with
his finest original work. Though the tone of the best work varies
continually through Provengal, Chinese, Greek, Latin, and
Tuscan modalities, the voice is always the voice of Pound,
submitting to the discipline of translation in order to realize
persona after persona with unfaltermg conviction.

Behind certain ideograms in the Confucian Analects Mr.

Arthur Waley sensed a sage embroidered on tapestry expounding
the Way:

“The Master said, Who expects to be able to go out of a house

except by the door? How is it then that no one follows this Way
of ours?’

and Pound a live man speaking pregnant sense:

‘He said: The way out is via the door, how is it that no one will
use this method.’

To say that one can hear Pound speaking these words is to say
that he has lent Confucius his own voice; but to say that he was
able to make what he found in the ideograms so much his own is
to say that his translation gives us, as can no other, a realization
of how the Confucian books have survived dynasty after dynasty
in defiance of the shifting conventions of preciosity and of
‘effects.” Confucius after twenty-four centuries stirs Pound into
speech; Pound after twenty-four centuries lends Confucius his
voice. The translations of Confucius are not represented in the
present collection, as they require a volume to themselves. But it
is equally true of them and of the translations in this book, that
they are interchanges of voice and personality with the dead, the
handful of enduring dead, across centuries and millenia of snow-
drifting events.

H. K.
1953
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PUBLISHERS’ NOTE

Although these translations were originally published at different
times, and some of them were revised for later publication, they are
reprinted here in the same order as that of the Italian text.



INTRODUCTION

‘Cimabue thought that in portraiture

He held the field; now Giotto hath the cry

And all the former fame is turned obscure;

Thus hath one Guido from the other reft

The glory of our tongue, and there’s perchance
One born who shall un-nest both him and him.’

Even the qualification in the last line of this speech which
Oderisi, honour of Agobbio, illuminator of fair pages, makes to
Dante in the terrace for the purgation of Pride, must be balanced

by Dante’s reply to Guido’s father among the burning tombs
(Inf. X), sic.

Cavalcante di Cavalcanti:
‘If by the height of genius thou dost go
Through this blind prison house; where is my son?
Why is he not with thee?’
Dante:
‘T come not of myself,
But he, who awaiteth there (i.e. Virgil), doth lead me
through.’

After these passages from ‘The Commedia’ there should be
small need of my writing introductions to the poems of Guido
Calvacanty, for if he is not among the major prophets, he has at
least his place in the canon, in the second book of The Arts, with
Sappho and Theocritus; with all those who have sung, not all
the modes of life, but some of them, unsurpassedly; those who in
their chosen or fated field have bowed to no one.

It is conceivable the poetry of a far-off time or place requires a
translation not only of word and of spirit, but of ‘accompaniment’,
that is, that the modern audience must in some measure be made
aware of the mental content of the older audience, and of what
these others drew from certain fashions of thought and speech.

17



CAVALCANTI POEMS

Six centuries of derivative convention and loose usage have
obscured the exact significances of such phrases as: “The death of
the heart,” and ‘“The departure of the soul.’

Than Guido Cavalcanti no psychologist of the emotions is
more keen in his understanding, more precise in his expression;
we have in him no rhetoric, but always a true description, whether
it be of pain itself, or of the apathy that comes when the emotions
and possibilities of emotion are exhausted, or of that stranger state
when the feeling by its intensity surpasses our powers of bearing
and we seem to stand aside and watch it surging across some thing
or being with whom we are no longer identified.

The relation of certain words in the original to the practice of
my translation may require gloze. L'anima and la Morte are
feminine, but it is not always expeditious to retain this gender in
English. Gentile is ‘noble’; ‘gentleness’ in our current sense
would be soavitate. Mente is ‘mind,’ ‘consciousness,” ‘appercep-
tion.” The spiriti are the ‘senses,” or the ‘intelligences of the senses,’
perhaps even the ‘moods,” when they are considered as ‘spirits of
the mind.” Valore is ‘power.” Virtute, ‘virtue,’” ‘potency,” requires
a separate treatise. Pater has explained its meaning in the preface
to his “The Renaissance,” but in reading a line like

“Vedrai la sua virta nel ciel salita’

one must have in mind the connotations alchemical, astrological,
metaphysical, which Swedenborg would have called the corres-
pondences.

The equations of alchemy were apt to be written as women’s
names and the women so named endowed with the magical
powers of the compounds. La virti is the potency, the efficient
property of a substance or person. Thus modern science shows us
radium with a noble virtue of energy. Each thing or person was
held to send forth magnetisms of certain effect; in Sonnet XXXV,
the image of his lady has these powers.

It is a spiritual chemistry, and modern science and modern
mysticism are both set to confirm it.

“Vedrai la sua virtw nel ciel salita.

The heavens were, according to the Ptolemaic system, clear
18



INTRODUCTION

concentric spheres with the earth as their pivot; they moved more
swiftly as they were far removed from it, each one endowed with
its virtue, its property for affecting man and destiny; in each its
star, the sign visible to the wise and guiding them. A logical
astrology, the star a sort of label of the spiritual force, an indicator
of the position and movement of that spiritual current. Thus
‘her’ presence, his Lady’s, corresponds with the ascendancy of
the star of that heaven which corresponds to her particular
emanation or potency. Likewise,

“Vedrai la sua virta nel ciel salita.’

Thou shalt see the rays of this emanation going up to heaven as a
slender pillar of light, or, more strictly in accordance with the
stanza preceding: thou shalt see depart from her lips her subtler
body, and from that a still subtler form ascends and from that a
star, the body of pure flame surrounding the source of the virtd,
which will declare its nature.

I would go so far as to say that ‘Il Paradiso’ and the form of
“The Commedia’ might date from this line; very much as I think
I find in Guido’s ‘Place where I found people whereof each one
grieved overly of Love,” some impulse that has ultimate fruition
in Inferno V.

These are lines in the sonnets; is it any wonder that ‘F. Z." is
able to write:

‘His (Guido’s) canzone solely on the nature of Love was so
celebrated that the rarest intellects, among them ‘il beato Egidio
Colonna,’ set themselves to illustrating it with commentaries, of
which the most cited is that of Mazzuchelli.’

Another line, of which Rossetti completely loses the significance

is
°E la beltate per sua Dea la mostra’ (Sonnet VII, 11.)

‘Beauty displays her for her goddess.” That is to say, as the spirit
of God became incarnate in the Christ, so is the spirit of the eternal
beauty made fAlesh dwelling amongst us in her: And in the line
preceding,
‘Ch’ a lei s’inchina ogni gentil virtute’
means, that ‘she’ acts as a magnet for every ‘gentil virtue,’ that is,
I9



CAVALCANTI POEMS

the noble spiritual powers, the invigorating forces of life and beauty
bend toward her; not

“To whom are subject all things virtuous.’

The inchina implies not the homage of an object but the direction
of a force.

In the matter of these translations and of my knowledge of
Tuscan poetry, Rossetti is my father and my mother, but no one
man can see everything at once.

The twelfth ballata, being psychological and not metaphysical,
needs hardly be explained. Exhausted by a love born of fate and
of the emotions, Guido turns to an intellectual sympathy,

‘Love that is born of loving like delight,’
and in this new force he is remade,
*formando di disio nova persona’

yet with some inexplicable lack. His sophistication prevents the
complete enthusiasm. This ‘new person’ which is formed about
his soul

‘amar gid non osa’

knowing ‘“The end of every man’s desire.’

The facts of Guido’s life, as we know them from other evidence
than that of his own and his friends’ poems, are about as follows:
Born 1250 (circa), his mother probably of the Conti Guidi. In
1266 or 1267 ‘Cavalcante dei Cavalcanti gave for wife to his son
Guido one of the Uberti,’ i.e., the daughter of Farinata. Thus
Villani. Some speak of it as a ‘betrothal.” In 1280 he acted as one
of the sureties of the peace arranged by Cardinal Latino. We may
set 1283 as the date of his reply to Dante’s first sonnet. In 1284 he
was a member of the grand council with Dino Compagni and
Brunetto Latino. In party feuds of Florence Guelf, then a “White’
with the Cherci, and most violent against Corso Donati. 1292-96
is the latitude given us for the pilgrimage to the holy house of
Galicia. Corso, it is said, tried to assassinate him on this pilgrim-
age. It is more plausible to accept 1292 as the date of the feud
between the Cavalcanti and the Buondelmonti, dating so the

20



INTRODUCTION

sonnet to Nerone. For upon his return from the pilgrimage
which had extended only to Toulouse, Guido attacks Corso in
the streets of Florence, and for the general turmoil ensuing, the
leaders of both factions were exiled. Guido was sent with the
“Whites’ to Sarzana, where he caught his death fever. Dante at
this time (1300) being a prior of Florence, was party to decree of
exile, and perhaps aided in procuring Cavalcanti’s speedy recall.
‘Il nostro Guido’ was buried on August 29, whence writes
Villani, ‘and his death is a great loss, for as he was philosopher, so
was he man of parts in more things, although somewhat puncti-
lious and fiery.” Boccaccio considers him ‘probably’ the ‘other
just man,” in Dante’s statement that there were two in Florence.

Benevenuto says so positively, ‘alter oculus Florentiae” In the
Decameron we hear that, ‘He was of the best logicians in the
world, a very fine natural philosopher. Thus was he leggiadrisimo,’
and there is much in this word with which to confute those who
find no irony in his sonnets; ‘and habile and a great talker.” On
the ‘sixth day’ (novel nine) the queen herself tells how he leapt
over an exceeding great tomb to escape from that bore Betto
Brunelleschi. Other lines we have of him as: ‘noble and pertinent
and better than another at whatever he set his hand to’; among the
critics, Crescimbene notes, ‘robustezza e splendore’; Cristoforo
Landiano, ‘sobrio e dotto, and surpassed by a greater light he be-
came not as the moon to the sun. Of Dante and Petrarcha, I speak
elsewhere.’

Filippo Villani, with his translator Mazzuchelli, set him above
Petrarch, speaking of him as ‘Guido of the noble line of the
Cavalcanti, most skilled in the liberal arts, Dante’s contemporary
and very intimate friend, a man surely diligent and given to specu-
lation, ‘physicus’ (? natural philosopher) of authority . . . worthy
of laud and honor for his joy in the study of ‘rhetoric,’? he brought
over the fineness of this art into the thyming compositions of the
common tongue (eleganter traduxit). For canzoni in vulgar tongue
and in the advancement of this art he held second place to Dante
nor hath Petrarch taken it from him.’

1‘Rhetoric’ must not here be understood in the current sense of our own day.
‘Exact and adequate speech’ might be a closer rendering.

21



CAVALCANTI POEMS

Dino Compagni, who knew him, has perhaps left us the most
apt description, saying that Guido was ‘cortes e ardito, ma sdegnoso e
solitario, at least I would so think of him, ‘courteous, bold,
haughty and given to being alone.’ It is so we find him in the
poems themselves.’

Dante’s delays in answering the elder Cavalcante’s question
(Inf. X) “What said you? “He (Guido) had?” Lives he not still,
with the sweet light beating upon his eyes?’ This delay is, I think,
a device for reminding the reader of the events of the year 1300.
One who had signed a decree of exile against his friend, however
much civic virtue was thereby displayed, might well delay his
answer.

And if that matchless and poignant ballad,
‘Perch’ io non spero di tornar gia mai’

had not reached Florence before Dante saw the vision, it was at

least written years before he wrote the tenth canto of the Inferno.
Guido left two children, Andrea and Tancia. Mandetta of

Toulouse is an incident. As to the identity of ‘our own Lady,’
that Giovanna ‘presumably’ of whom Dante writes in the Vita
Nuova, sonnet fourteen, and the prose preceding, weaving his
fancy about Primavera, the first coming Spring, St. John the
Forerunner, with Beatrice following Monna Vanna, as the
incarnate love: Again in the sonnet of the enchanted ship, ‘Guido
vorrei . .." we find her mentioned in the chosen company. One
modern writer would have us follow out the parallels between the
Commedia and ‘Book of His Youth,” and identify her with the
‘Matilda’ of the Earthly Paradise. By virtue of her position and
certain similarities of phrasing in Purgatory XX VTII and one of
the lives of the saint, we know that Matilda in some way corres-
ponds to or balances John the Baptist. Dante is undoubtedly re-
minded of his similar equation in the Vita Nuova and shows it in
his

“Tu mi fai remembrar, dove e qual era

Proserpina, nel tempo che perdette

La madre lei, ed ella primavera.’

Dante’s commentators in their endless search for exact corres-
22



INTRODUCTION

pondences, seem never to suspect him of poetical innuendo, of
calling into the spectrum of the reader’s mind associated things
which form no exact allegory. So far as the personal Matilda is
concerned, the great Countess of Tuscany has some claims, and
we have nothing to show that Giovanna was dead at the time of
the vision.

As to the actual identity of Guido’s lady—granting her to have
been one and not several—no one has been rash enough to
suggest that il nostro Guido was in love with his own wife, to whom
he had been wedded or betrothed at sixteen. True it would have
been contrary to the laws of chivalric love, but Guido was not
one to be bound by a convention if the whim had taken him
otherwise. The discussion of such details and theories is futile
except in so far as it may serve to bring us more intimately in
touch with the commune of Florence and the year of grace one
thousand three hundred.

As for the verse itself: I believe in an ultimate and absolute
rhythm as I believe in an absolute symbol or metaphor. The
perception of the intellect is given in the word, that of the emotions
in the cadence. It is only, then, in perfect rthythm joined to the
perfect word that the two-fold vision can be recorded. I would
liken Guido’s cadence to nothing less powerful than line in
Blake’s drawing.

In painting, the colour is always finite. It may match the colour
of the infinite spheres, but it is in a way confined within the frame
and its appearance is modified by the colours about it. The line is
unbounded, it marks the passage of a force, it continues beyond
the frame.

Rodin’s belief that energy is beauty holds thus far, namely, that
all our ideas of beauty of line are in some way connected with our
ideas of swiftness or easy power of motion, and we consider ugly
those lines which connote unwieldy slowness in moving.

Rhythm is perhaps the most primal of all things known to us.
Itis basic in poetry and music mutually, their melodies depending
on a variation of tone quality and of pitch respectively, as is
commonly said, but if we look more closely we will see that
music is, by further analysis, pure rhythm; rhythm and nothing
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CAVALCANTI POEMS

else, for the variation of pitch is the variation in rhythms of the
individual notes, and harmony the blending of these varied
rhythms. When we know more of overtones we will see that the
tempo of every masterpiece is absolute, and is exactly set by some
further law of rhythmic accord. Whence it should be possible to
show that any given rhythm implies about it a complete musical
form—fugue, sonata, I cannot say what form, but a form, perfect,
complete. Ergo, the rhythm set in a line of poetry connotes its
symphony, which, had we a little more skill, we could score for
orchestra. Sequitur, or rather inest: the rthythm of any poetic line
corresponds to emotion.

It is the poet’s business that this correspondence be exact, 1.e.,
that it be the emotion which surrounds the thought expressed.
For which cause I have set here Guido’s own words, that those
few of you who care, may read in them the signs of his genius. By
the same token, I consider Carducci and Arnone blasphemous
in accepting the reading

E fa di claritate tremar I’ are
instead of following those mss. which read
E fa di clarita laer tremare.

I have in my translations tried to bring over the qualities of
Guido’s rthythm, not line for line, but to embody in the whole of
my English some trace of that power which implies the man.
The science of the music of words and the knowledge of their
magical powers has fallen away since men invoked Mithra by
a sequence of pure vowel sounds. That there might be less inter-
posed between the reader and Guido, it was my first intention to
print only his poems and an unrhymed gloze. This has not been
practicable. I can not trust the reader to read the Italian for the
music after he has read the English for the sense.

These are no sonnets for an idle hour. It is only when the
emotions illumine the perceptive powers that we see the reality.
It is in the light born of this double current that we look upon the
face of the mystery unveiled. I have lived with these sonnets and
ballate daily month in and month out, and have been daily
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INTRODUCTION

drawn deeper into them and daily into contemplation of thing
that are not of an hour. And I deem, for this, that vos altri poct
who understand, will love me better for my labor in proportior

as you read more carefully.
For the rest, I can but quote an envoi, that of Guido’s Canzon

‘Donna mi prega’:
Thou mayest go assuréd, my Canzone,
Whither thou wilt, for I have so adorned thee
That praise shall rise to greet thy reasoning
Mid all such folk as have intelligence;

To stand with any else, thou’st no desire.
Ezra Pounp

November 1§, 1910
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SONETTO I

Vioi, che per gli occhi miei passaste al core,
E svegliaste la mente che dormia,
Guardate a I’ angosciosa vita mia,

Che sospirando la distrugge Amore,

E’ va tagliando di si gran valore,
Che i deboluzzi spiriti van via:
Campa figura nova in signotia,
E boce e quando mostra lo dolore:

Questa vertu d’ Amor, che m’ba disfatto,
Da’ vostri occhi gentil presta si mosse,
Lanciato m’ ba d’ un dardo entro lo fianco;

St giunse il colpo dritto al primo tratto,

Che I'anima tremando si riscosse,
Veggendo morto il cor nel lato manco.
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SONNET I

Y ou, who do breech mine eyes and touch the heart,
And start the mind from her brief reveries,

Might pluck my life and agony apart,

Saw you how love assaileth her with sighs,

And lays about him with so brute a might

That all my wounded senses turn to flight.
There’s a new face upon the seigniory,

And new is the voice that maketh loud my grief.

Love, who hath drawn me down through devious ways,
Hath from your noble eyes so swiftly come!
"Tis he hath hurled the dart, wherefrom my pain,

Firstshot’s resultant! and in Aanked amaze

See how my affrighted soul recoileth from
That sinister side wherein the heart lies slain.
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SONETTO 11

o vidi gl ochi dove amore si mise
Quando mi fece di se pauroso

Che mi sguardaro chome fosse noioso
Allora dicho che | cor si divise

E se non fosse che lla donna rise
Io parlerei di tal ghuisa doglioso
Ch amor medesimo ne farei anghoscioso
Chon quello inmaginar che mi conquise.

D ciel si mosse uno spirto in quel punto
Che quella donna non ghuardo ghuardare
E vennesi a posar nel mio pensero

E poi mj conta sj d amore il vero

Che ogni sua virtu ver di me pare
Sj com jo fossf nel suo chor gia giunto.
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SONNET II

I saw the eyes, where Amor took his place

When love’s might bound me with the fear thereof,
Look out at me as they were weary of love.

I say: The heart rent him as he looked on this,

And were’t not that my Lady lit her grace,
Smiling upon me with her eyes grown glad,
Then were my speech so dolorously clad
That love should mourn amid his victories.

The instant that she deigned to bend her eyes
Toward me, a spirit from high heaven rode
And chose my thought the place of his abode

With such deep parlance of love’s verities

Thatall Love’s powers did my sight accost
Ass though I"d won unto his heart’s mid-most.
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SONETTO 111

O donna mia, non vedestu colui,
Che ’n su lo core mi tenea la mano,

Quand’ io ti rispondea flochetto e piano
Per’ la temenza de gli colpi sui?

El fd Amore, che trovando nui
Meco ristette, che venia lontano

A guisa d’ uno arcier presto soriano,
Acconcio sol per ancidere altrui,

E trasse poi degli occhi miei sos pir
I quai mi seattd nel cor si forte,
Ch'io mi partii sbigottito fuggendo.

Allor mi parse di seguir la morte,

Accompagnata di quelli martin,
Che soglion consumar altrui piangendo.
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SONNET III

O Lady mine, doth not thy sight allege
Him who hath set his hand upon my heart,

When dry words rattle in my throat and start
And shudder for the terror of his edge?

He was A mor, who since he found you, dwells
Ever with me, and he was come from far;

An archer is heas the Scythians are

Whose only joy is killing someone else.

My sobbing eyes are drawn upon his wrack,
And such harsh sighs upon my heart he casteth
That I depart from that sad me he wasteth,

With Death drawn close upon my wavering track,

Leading such tortures in his sombre train
As, by all custom, wear out other men.
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SONETTO 1V

S’ io priego questa donna, che pietate
Non sia nemica del suo cor gentile,
Tudich’ io sono sconoscente e vile,
E disperato e pien di vanitate.

Onde ti vien sf nova crudeltate?
Giarassomigli a chi ti vede umile,
Seggia, adorna, ed accorta, e sottile,
E facta a modo di soavitate.

L’anima mia dolente e paurosa
Piange nel sospirar che nel cor trova,
Si che bagnati di pianto escon fore.

Allbor mi par che ne la mente piova

Una figura di donna pensosa,
Che vegna per veder morir lo core.
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SONNET IV

IfT should pray this lady pitiless

That Mercy to her heart be no more foeman,
You'd call me clownish, vile, and say that no man
Was so past hope and filled with vanities.

Where find you now these novel cruelties?
For still you seem humility’s true leaven,
Wise and adorned, alert and subtle even,
And fashioned out in ways of gentleness.

My soul weeps through her sighs for grievous fear
And all those sighs, which in the heart were found,
Deep drenched with tears do sobbing thence depart,

Then seems that on my mind there rains a clear

Image of a lady, thoughtful, bound
Hither to keep death-watch upon that heart.
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SONETTO V

Gli miei folli occhi, che ’n prima guardaro
Vostra figura piena di valore,

Fur quei, che di voi, donna, m’ accusaro
Nel fiero loco, ove tien corte Amore.

Immantenente avanti a lus mostraro,
Cb’ io era fatto vostro servitore,
Percheé sospiri e dolor mi pigliaro
Vedendo, che temenza avea lo core.

Menarmi tosto senza riposanza

In una parte la’ve trovai gente
Che ciaschedun si dolea d” Amor forte.

Quando mi vider, tutti con pietanza
Dissermi: Fatto sei di tal servente,
Che mai non dei sperare altro che morre.
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SONNET V

L_ady, my most rash eyes, the first who used
Tolook upon thy face, the power-fraught,
Were, Lady, those by whom I was accused

In that harsh place where Amor holdeth court.

And there before him was their proof adduced,

And judgment wrote me down: ‘Bondslave’ to thee,
Though still I stay Grief’s prisoner, unloosed,

And Fear hath lien upon the heart of me.

For the which charges, and without respite,
They dragged me to a place where a sad horde
Of such as love and whom Love tortureth

Cried out, all pitying as I met their sight,

‘Now art thou servant unto such a Lord
Thou’lt have none other one save only Death.’
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SONETTO VI

T'u m’bai si piena di dolor la mente
Che 'anima sen briga di partire:

E li sospir, che manda il cor dolente,
Dicono a gli occhi, che non puon soffrire.

Amore, che lo tuo gran valor sente,
Dice: El mi duol, che ti convien morire
Per questa fera donna che neente

Par, che pietate di te voglia udire.

Io fo come colui, ch’é fuor di vita,
Che mostra a chi lo guarda ched el sia
Fatto di pietra, o di rame, o di legno:

Che si conduca sol per maestria,
E porti nello core una ferita,
Che sia, com’ egli é morto, aperto segno.
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SONNET VI

Thou fill’st my mind with griefs so populous
That my soul irks him to be on the road.
Mine eyes cry out, “We cannot bear the load
Ofsighs the grievous heartsends upon us.’

Love, sensitive to thy nobility,

Saith, ‘Sorrow is mine that thou must take thy death
From this fair lady who will hear no breath

In argument for aught save pitying thee.’

And ], as one beyond life’s compass thrown,
Seem but a thing that’s fashioned to design,
Melted of bronze or carven in tree or stone.!

A wound I bear within this heart of mine
Which by its mastering quality is grown
To be of that heart’s death an open sign.

1 Moved only by mechanical device. E.P.
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SONETTO VII

Chi é questa che vien, cb’ ogni wom la mira,
Che fa di clarita I’ aer tremare,

E mena seco Amor, si che parlare

Null’ yom ne puote, ma ciascun sospira?

Abi, Dio, che sembra quando gli occhi gira?
Dicalo Amor, cb’ io nol saprei contare:
Cotanto d’umilta donna mi pare,

Che ciascun’ altra in vér di lei chiam’ ira.

Non si potria contar la sua piacenza,
Ch’ a lei s° inchina ogni gentil virtute,
E la beltate per sua Dea la mostra.

Non fu si alta gia la mente nostra,
E non si é posta in noi tanta salute,
Che propriamente n’ abbiam conoscenza.
1 This is by far the better reading if the sonnet is spoken, but the other reading:

tremare ['are, can be sung, and that perhaps explains the persistent divergence be-
tween the best manuscripts at this point.
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SONNET VII

Who is she that comes, makyng turn every man’s eye
And makyng the air to tremble with a bright clearenesse
That leadeth with her Love, in such nearness

No man may proffer of speech more than a sigh?

Ah God, what she is like when her owne eye turneth, is
Fit for Amor to speake, for I can notatall;

Such is her modesty, I would call

Every woman else but an useless uneasiness.

No one could evertell all of her pleasauntness
In that every high noble vertu leaneth to herward,
So Beauty sheweth her forth as her Godhede;

Never before was our mind so high led,
Nor have we so much of heal as will afford
That our thought may take her immediate in its embrace.
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SONETTO VIII

Perché non furo a me gli occhi miei spenti,
O tolti si, che de la lor veduta

Non fusse ne la mente mia venuta

Adire: Ascolta se nel cor mi senti?

Una paura di nuovi tormenti

M’ apparve allor si crudele ed acuta,

Che I’ anima chiamo: Donna, or ci auta,
Che gli occhi, ed io non rimagniam dolenti.

Tu gli bai lasciati 51, che venne Amore
A pianger sovra lor pietosamente
Tanto che s’ ode una profonda voce,

La qual da suon: Chi grave pena sente,

Guardi costui, e vedera’l suo core
Che Morte’l porta in man tagliato in croce.
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SONNET VIII

A why! why were mine eyes not quenched for me,
Or stricken so that from their vision none

Had ever come within my mind to say

‘Listen, dost th h in thine heart?’
Listen, dost thou not hear me in thine heart:

Fear of new torments was thenso displayed

To me, so cruel and so sharp of edge

That my soul cried, ‘Ah mistress, bring us aid,
Lest the eyes and I remain in grief always.’

Butthou hast left them so that Love’s self cometh
And weepeth over them so piteously
That there’s a deep voice heard whose sound in part

Turned unto words, is this: “Whoever knoweth

Pain’s depth, let him look on this man whose heart
Death beareth in his hand cut cruciform.’

41



SONETTO IX

A me stesso di me gran pietd viene
Per la dolente angoscia, cb’io mi veggio
Di molta debolezza: quand’ io seggio,
L’anima sento ricoprir di pene.

Tanto mi struggo, perch’io sento bene

Che la mia vita d’ogni angoscia ha I’ peggio.
La nova donna, a cui mercede io chieg gio,
Questa battaglia di dolor mantiene.

Perd che quand’so guardo verso lei,
Drizzami gli occhi de lo suo disdegno
Si fieramente che distrugge il core.

Allor si parte ogni verta da’ mies;

Il cor si ferma per veduto segno,
Dove si lancia crudelta d’ Amore.
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SONNET IX

I am reduced at last to self compassion,

For the sore anguish that I see me in;

At my great weakness; that my soul hath been
Concealed beneath her wounds in such a fashion:

Such mine oppression that I know, in brief,
That to my life ill’s worst starred ills befall;
And this strange lady on whose grace I call
Maintains continuous my stour of grief,

For when I look in her direction,
She turns upon me her disdeigning eyen
So harshly that my waiting heart is rent

And all my powers and properties are spent,

Till that heart lieth for a sign ill-seen,
Where A mor’s cruelty hath hurled him down.
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SONETTO X

Deb spirti miei, guando voi me vedite
Con tanta pena, come non mandate
Fuor de la mente parole adornate

Di pianto, doloros e sbigottite?

Deb, voi vedete che ’l core ba ferite
Di sguardo, e di piacere e d’ umiltate.
Deb, io vi priego, che voi’’l consoliate,
Che son da lus le sue verti partite.

Io veggio a lui spirito apparire
Alto e gentile, e di tanto valore,
Che fa le sue verti tutte fuggire.

Deb, io vi priego, che deggiate dire
A I’ alma trista, che parla in dolore,
Com’ ella fu, e fia sempre d’ Amore.



SONNET X

Alas, my spirits, that ye come to find me

So painful, poor, waylaid in wretchedness,

Yet send no words adorned with deep distress
Forth from my mind to say what sorrows bind me.

Alas, ye see how sore my heart is wounded

By glance, by fair delight and by her meekness;
"Las! Must I pray ye that ye aid his weakness,
Seeing him power-stripped, naked, confounded.

And now a spirit that is noble and haut
Appeareth to that heart with so great might
That all th’ heart’s virtues turn in sudden fight.

Woe! and I pray you greet my soul as friend,

Who tells through all her grief what things were wrought
On her by Love, and will be to the end.
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SONETTO XI

Se merce fosse amica a’ miei desiri,
E ’l movimento suo fosse dal core,
Di questa bella donna il suo valore
Mostrasse la vertute a’ miei martiri,

D’ angosciosi diletti i mies sospiri,
Che nascon de la mente, ov’é Amore,
E vanno sol ragionando dolore,

E non trovan persona, che gli miri,

Girieno agli occhi con tanta vertute,
Che’l forte, e duro lagrimar, che fanno,
Ritornerebbe in allegrezza e ’n gioia.

Masi é al cor dolente tanta noia,
Edal’ anima trista tanto danno,
Che per disdegno uom non da lor salute.
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SONNET XI

If Mercy were the friend of my desires,

Or Mercy’s source of movement were the heart,
Then, by this fair, would Mercy show such art
And power of healing as my pain requires.

From torturing delight my sighs commence,
Born of the mind where Love is situate,

Go errant forth and nauight save grief relate
And find no one to give them audience.

They would return to the eyes in galliard mode,
With all harsh tears and their deep bitterness
Transmuted into revelry and joy;

Were "t not untothe sad heart such annoy,

And to the mournful soul such rathe distress
That none doth deign salute them on the road.
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SONETTO XII

Uha giovane donna di Tolosa
Bella e gentil, d’ onesta leg giadria,
Tant’ é diritta, e simigliante cosa
NEe’ suoi dolci occhi de la donna mia;

Che fatto ba dentro al cor desiderosa
L’anima in guisa, che da lui si svia,
E vanne a lei; ma tanto é paurosa,
Che non le dice di qual donna sia.

Quella la mira nel suo dolce sguardo,
Ne lo qual fece rallegrare Amore,
Perché v’ é dentro la sua donna dritta:

Poi torna piena di sospir nel core,
Ferita a morte d’ un tagliente dardo,
Che questa donna nel partir le gitta.
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SONNET XII

T'he grace of youth in Toulouse ventureth;
She’s noble and fair, with quaint sincerities,
Direct she is and is about her eyes

Most like to our Lady of sweet memories.

So that within my heart desirous

She hath clad the soul in fashions peregrine.!
Pilgrim to her he hath too great chagrin

To say what Lady is lord over us.

This soul looks deep into that look of hers,
Wherein he rouseth Love to festival,
For deep therein his rightful lady resteth.

Then with sad sighing in the heart he stirs,
Feeling his death-wound as that dart doth fall
Which this Tolosan by departure casteth.

1Vita Nuova XLI, 46, and sonnet 24 and sonnet V, . 4: *In guisa cbe da lui si
svige vanne a lei.’
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SONETTO XIII

Per gli occhi fiere un spirito sottile,
Che fa in la mente spirito destare,
Dal qual si muove spirito d’ amare,
Ch’ ogn’ altro spiritello fa gentile.

Sentir non puo di lui spirito vile,
Di cotanta vertd spirito appare.
Questo é lo spiritel, che fa tremare
Lo spiritel, che fa la donna umile.

E poi da questo spitito si muove
Un altro dolce spirito soave,
Che segue un spiritello di mercede.

Lo quale spirstel spiriti piove,

Ch’ ba di ciascuno spirito la chiave,
Per forza d’ uno spirito, che 'l vede.
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SONNET XIII

Concerning the source, the affects and the progeny of the little spirit of pure love:

Born of the perception of beauty, he arouseth that power of the mind whence is
born that quality of love which ennobleth every sense and every desire; misunder-
stood of base minds who comprehend not his power, he is the cause of that love
in woman which teacheth modesty. Thus from him is born that love in woman
whence is born Mercy, and from Mercy ‘as a gentle rain from heaven’ descend
those spirits which are the keys of every spirit, perforce of the one spirit which secth.

A breath of thy beauty passes through my eyes
And rouses up an air within my mind

That moves a spirit so to love inclined

It breedeth, in all air, nobilities.

No vilespirit to discern his vertu is able

So greatis the might of it,

He is the spryte that putteth a trembling fyt
On spirit that maketh 2 woman mercyable.

And then from this spirit there moveth about
Another yet so gentle and soft that he
Causeth to follow after him a spirit of pity

From the which a very rain of spirits poureth out,

And he doth carry upon him the key

To every spirit, so keen is his breath to see.
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SONETTO X1V

Certo non é da I intelletto accolto
Quel che stamen ti fece disonesto.
Or come ti mostro mendico presto
Il rosso spiritel, che apparve al volto.

Sarebbe forse, che ’ avesse sciolto
Amor da quella, cb’ é nel tondo di Sesto,
O che vil raggio ¢’ avesse richiesto

A far te lieto, ov’ io son tristo molto?

Di te mi duole in me puoi veder quanto:
Che me ne fiede mia donna a traverso,
Tagliando cid, che Amor porta soave.

Ancor dinanzi mi é rotta la chiave,
Che del disdegno suo nel mio cor verso;
Siche amo I’ ira, ed allegrezza e ’l pianto.
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SONNET XIV

Surely thy wit giveth not welcome place

To that which this morn madeth thine honour to want,
Fye, how swiftly art thou shown mendicaunt

By that red air that is suffusing thy face.

Perhaps thou artlet on rampage

By love of what is caught in Sesto’s ring

Or some vile beam is come here to engage
Thee to make merry, whereof I am sorrowing,

Aye, sorrowing, so much as thou mayst see
In that before my Lady I dare not to flaunt,
Whereby 1 lose all of love’s agrement;

The key brok’n off before me, her disdeign
Stuck in my heart to turn, making me
To love confusion, or to be gaye, or playne.

Tonde di Sesto, printed tondo sesto and unexplained or atrociously explained in
previous editions.

‘Takenin an empty hoop of sophistries.’

Ifind in Fr. Fiorentino’s ‘Manuale di Storia della Filosofia':

Sesto Empirico . . . Ogni sillogismo ¢ per lui un circolo vizioso, perché la
premessa maggiore dovrebbe essere assicurata da una induzione completa: ora,
affinché possa dirsi completa, ¢ evidente che vi si debbia trovar compressa anche la
conclusione del sillogismo che ancora si ha da dimostrare, etc.

The application here must be considered in relation to the whole philosophic and
scholastic background, the attribution of ‘Da pit1a uno fece sillogismo’, etc.
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SONETTO XV

Avete in voi li fiori, e la verdura,
E cio che luce, o é bello a vedere,
Risplende piss che’ | sol vostra figura,
Chi voi non vede, mai non puo valere.

In questo mondo non ba creatura

Si piena di beltd, né di piacere,

E chi d’ Amor temesse, I'assicura
Vostro bel viso, e non pud pivi temere.

Le donne, che vi fanno compagnia
Assai mi piacen per lo vostro amore;
Ed o le prego per lor cortesia,

Cbhe qual pin puote, pis vi faccia onore,

E4 aggia cara vostra signoria,
Perché di tutte siete la migliore.
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SONNET XV

Thou hast in thee the Aower and the green

And that which gleameth and is fair of sight,
Thy form is more resplendent than sun’s sheen;
Who sees thee not, can ne’er know worth aright.

Nay, in this world there is no creature seen

So fashioned fair and full of all delight;
Fearers of Love who fearing meet thy mien,
Thereby assured, do solve them of their fright.

The ladies of whom thy cortége consisteth
Please me in this, that they’ve thy favour won;
I bid them now, as courtesy existeth,

To prize more high Thy lordship of their state,

To honour thee with powers commensurate,
Since Thou dost shine out far above them all.
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SONETTO XVI
A GUIDO ORLANDO

La bella donna, dove Amor si mostra,
Che tanto é di valor pieno ed adorno,
Tragge lo cor de la persona vostra,
Che prende vita in far con lei soggiorno.

Perche ba si dolce guardia la sua chiostra,
Che’l sente in India ciascun Unicorno:
Elaverta de I’ armi a farvi giostra
Verso di noi fa crudel ritorno.

Cb’ ellaé per certo di si gran valenza,
Che gia non manca a lei cosa da bene,
Ma che natura la creo mortale.

Poi mostra, che in cio mise provvidenza;

Che al vostro intendimento si conviene
Far pur conoscer quel, che a lei sia tale.

56



SONNET XVI

TO GUIDO ORLANDO

Thhis fayre Mistress, whereby Love maketh plain
How full he is of prowesse, adornéd to a marvel,
Tuggeth the heart out of thy masking-shell,

The which enhaunceth his life in her domain.

For her quadrangle is guarded with such a sweet smell
Every unicorn of India smelleth it out,

But her vertue against thee in jousting-bout

Turneth against us for to be cruel.

She is, certes, of such great avail
Nothing of all perfectness in her lacketh
That can be in creature subject to death,

Neither in this mortality did foresight fail.

"Tis fitting thy wit make known
Only that which it can take, or mistake, for its own.
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SONETTO XVII
A BERNADO DA BOLOGNA

Cliascuna fresca, e dolce fontanella
Prende in Liscian sua chiarezza, e vertute,
Bernardo amico mio; e sol da quella,

Che ti tispose a le tue rime acute.

Perocché in quella parte ove favella
Amorde le bellezze, che ba vedute,

Dice che questa gentilesca e bella

Tutte nuove adornez ze ba in sé compiute.

Avvegnaché la doglia io porti grave
Per lo sospiro, che di me fa lume,
Lo core ardendo in la disfatta nave,

Mando io a la Pinella un grande fiume

Pieno di lamie, servito da schiave,
Belle, ed adorne di gentil costume.
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SONNET XVII

Concerning Pinclla, he replies to a sonnet by Bernardo da Bologna and explains
why they have sweet waters in Galicia (Liscian).

Every fresh and sweet-flavoured water-spring

Hath in Galicia its taste and its clearness,

Bernardo, my friend, from but the one enchanteresse;
It was she that answered thy sharp thyming,.

And in that Court where Love himself fableth
Telling of beauties he hath seen, he saith:

This pagan and lovely woman hath in her

All strange adornments that ever were.

Though I be heavy with the pain of that sigh
That maketh my heart burn but as a light
In shipwracke, I send Pinella a river in full Aood

Stockéd with Lamia-nymphs, that are foreby

Served each with her slave hand-maids, fair to sight
And yet more fair by manner of gentlehood.
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SONETTO XVIII

Belta di donna di piagente core,

E cavalieri armati che sian gents,
Cantar d’ augelli e ragionar d’ amore,
Adorni legni inn mar forti e correnti,

Aire sereno quand’ appar I albore,
E bianca nieve scender sensa venti,
Rivera d’ aigua e prato d’ ogni fiore,
Oro, argento, azzurro in ornamenti

Passa la gran beltate e la piagensa
De la mia donna el suo gentil coraggio,
Siche rassenbra vile a chi cio sguarda,

E tanto apio d ‘ogn altra canoscenza

Quanto lo celo dela terra é maggio:
Assimil di natura ben non tarda.
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SONNET XVIII

Beauty of woman, of the knowing heart,

And courtly knights in bright accoutrement
And loving speeches and the small birds’ art,
Adorned swift ships which on high seas are sent,

And airs grown calm when white the dawn appeareth
And white snow falling where no wind is bent,
Brook-marge and mead where every lower fareth,
And gold and silver and azure and ornament:

Effective ’gainst all these think ye the fairness

And valour of my Lady’s lordly daring?

Yea, she makes all seem base vain gathering,

And she were known above whome’er you’d bring
As much as heaven is past earth’s comparing;
Good seeketh out its like with some address.
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SONETTO XIX

Novella ti so dire, odi Nerone,

Che i Buondelmonti trieman di paura,
E tutti i Fiorentin non gli assicura
Udendo che tu hai cor de lione.

E pi treman di te, che d’ un dragone,
Veggendo la tua faccia, che é si dura

Che non la riterrian ponti, ne mura,
Ma i la tomba del Re Faraone.

O come fai grandissimo peccato,
Si alto sangue voler discacciare,
Che tutti vanno via senza ritegno!

Ma ben é vér che rallargar lo pegno,

Di che potresti I’ anima salvare,
Se fussi paziente del mercato.
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SONNET XIX

He suggests to his kinsman Nerone that there may be one among all the Buondel-
monti of whom they might in time make a man.

News have I now for thee, so hear, Nerone,

How that the Buondelmonti shake with fear,
And all the Florentines can not assure them,

Seeing thou hast in thee the lion-heart.

They fear thee more than they would fear a dragon,
Seeing that face of thine, how set it is

That neither bridge nor walls could hold against it
Lest they were strong as is King Pharo’s tomb.

Oh how thou dost of smoky sins the greatest

In that thou wouldst drive forth such haughty blood
Till all be gone, gone forth without retention.

But sooth it is, thou might’st extend the pawn

Of one whose soul thou mightest give salvation
Wert thou more patient in thine huckstering.
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SONETTO XX

Lanima mia vilmente é sbigottita

De la battaglia, cb’ ella sente al core;
Che se pur si avvicina un poco Amore
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