
lllirycd il vcr). acdve-even l'ltilitltr, ',,1, ,rr rl,, ;',,liri,,rl liic oI
lilorcnce. lnJurre r3oo, afler a bloo,;1 '." l',r:r| rr.ri by tlrr: r'ivll
lirctions of the Whites and rhe Blacks, he li'as baDished with othcr
krirclcrs by order of the city's board of governors, among whom
wls Dante himself. Cavalcanti's exile lasted otly a fcw weeks,

howcver, Having conracted malaria, he was allowed to return
to Florence, where he died in August of the same year.

ln a small grove I met a little shcpherdess

In a small grove I met a little shepherdess

More beautiful than the stars - she seemed to me.

She had light-blottd, curly hair

And eyes f l of love, rosy complexion ;
with her little stof she tended lambs,

And, barcfoot, she was wet with dew ;
SIre was singi g ns tholgh it love j
And she trtls \dorfled - with eeery delighl.

I greeted her at once wtth love

And asked if she had atty companbns,

A.l.cl she answered. mc sweetly

That she laas gotng through the wood quite alone,

And said: " You know, when a bird calls,

Then ny heLrl - yentns to have t lowr ."

AJier she had told mt of het stdte,

And I hod heard birds singing it the wood,

I said to myself: " Now ts the tine
To toke ?Ieasure ix this ltttle sLnpherdus."

I asked of her only pen isri.tn to &iss

And to enbrace - should slte so wish.

She took me by the hand, with amorous desire,

And said sfu had giten ne her heart:

She led me beneath branches of cool leaws

Where I saw lowefi of every color,

Atrtl there I feh such joy and. sweetness

That the god of lote - I seemed ta see,



DANTB TLICHIERI

' 5o g^-:rtle and so virtuous she appears"

So gentle and so virtuous she oPPears,

My lady, when greeting other PeoPIe

Tiat every tongw trernblingly grows silent,

And eyes do not dare gale uPon fur,

She pisses by, hearing herself ptaised',

Graciou sl^t clothed with hunility'
And she 

"appears 
to be d crettare who has come

From heaiin to earth to show fortb a miraclz'

She shows herself so pleasing to her beholders,

Thau she gives Lhrough lhe eyes a sweeLness to Lhe heart,

Which ni otte can underslatd who does not feel it;
And it appears thtt from het lip moves

A tender spiit fiLll of love,

Which says agatu and agtit to the soul: " Sigh "

@
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TRANCBSCO PETRARCA

"Now that the sky and earth and wind are still"

Now thdt the sky and earth and wind, are still,

And beas* and birds Ne stayed lry slteP,

Night leods her starry chariot on its round,

Ard aithout waves the sea IiEs iL its bed:

I am awabn, I think, l burn, I weE; atd she who k ny
uxdoing

k ever before me to m! s1t'/eet lait:
War is mry stae, full of wrath and grief ;
And only in thinkhtg of her do I how some peace.

Thus from the same clear living spting
FIow the sweet and the bitter ot which I feed:
One hand alone heals me and stabs mt.
And so that fi! fiartyrdom may not reach the shote,

A thousand times a day I die and a thousand" l amborn:

So far away am I ftom my salvation.
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GIOYANNT AOCCACCIO

"I am a young maiden, and I willinglY"

I aft a young maidclt, and I willinglY

Reioica and. sing in the new season,

Tianks to lwe and a my weet thoughts

I watler tltrough green meadows ga4ing

At thc white and ylbw atd wtmilton iwetl
At the roses aboft their thons and the white lilies,

And aII of tt'en 1 Ubn

To the face of him who 
' 

loving me'

Took me and forner wiII keep me as thz otte

Who dcsires wthirgbut his pleasures'

Among these whn I fid one whkh is'

h mr vitw, wr'| mrch like ILim,

t plih t and ixs it and talk wlh iL,

AnA Ls best I can, thus wY soul

I open endtely tt it, ad lakol ny heatt's desires :

Then I pla.e it h a ga aflA with others

Tkd wit* nY lighr, blo hair,

7 Person
sfieet b,re

As t)
wt

And that pleasr4te whkh nature's iwer

ht

*1u

oxt of ftY beast,

wolnzn's, harsh ot heat1,

w9m tnd smooth,
: my loyt's p,resmce;

'ling,W stirs to gtue ne,ddighc

and fu* at that momcnt

abotim say: " Come, th! comt,kst I desptir"'



LORTNZO D! MEDTCI

Triuar,nh of l-lacchus and Ariadne

Ho'w beautiful youth is

Though erer Jleeingl
kt htm be happy vho wants to be :

There's no certdinty of tomoffo\y,

Here are Bacchus and Ariadne,

Hardsome, atd burnlng fot each other :

Becouse time flies and beguiles,

They remain evef happy ngether,

These nympls and thcse othrs
Are always merry.
kt him be happy who wants to be:

There's no ceftointy of tomoftow.

These happy little sat T s

Enamored of the ttymphs

br caws and grovu
Have set d hundred ftaps lor them:

Now warmed by Bacchls,

ThE re olwdls dtnctng and luPixg.
Irt him be htpry who wancs to be i

There's w cettaintJ of ttmorrow.

These nymphs in wn ate glad

To be beguiled by tltm ;
No one cdn shiela hhnself from I'ove

Except crude and ungrateful people:

Now :mitLgling togethet

They play instrunents and sing always.

Let hin be happy who wants tt be:

There's no ceruintl of tomortow,
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LORBNZO DE' MEDTCI

This load coming behind

Upon the ass, is Silents t

OM as he is, he's dnnk and haPPY,

Already full of Jlesh and year ;
If hz utt't hold himself straight, at least

He laughs and tewls alvays,

kt him be happy who *ants tt be,

Th*e's no certainty of toflortow'

Midw comes aftn these t

Whavver he toxches tltr'ns to gold.

And what's the good of having tteasute,

lf orc then is not sttisfnd?

WhAt sweet pllastare do you thi* he feels-
One who is always thirstY I
Let him be happy who wants ta bel

There's 14 certainty of tomorrow,

Let uery one open his ears well:
I*t no one feed ot tomonow;
Today, young and, oM,Iet's be

Happy, nerybody, women and meu
Mory et*y sad thorght falL awaY;

I*t's be celebrating alwrys.

I*t him be happy who \t2ants to be:

There's no certdinty of tomorrow'

Ladbs and yonrg men in lo'te,

Lotrg lirle Bacchus and long ll..;.e latel
Let ewry one malee music, dance, and sittg!

kt he,irts be fLted with sweetness!

No sttainin$, flt grieeingl

Whatner hu to be, 'lrrltst be.

kt hin be happy who lwants to be :

fherc's flo certtifity of tomsrrow.

How fuartifuI yorth is

Though evet jwitgf

:,



ANGALO POLIZIANO

and beaury while youth lasts*follows I{orace's carpc dt?n motif,
which also prompted Lorenzo de Medici's "'frirulph of Bacchus

and Ariadne." Bur Polizjano displays a lightness o[ touch, an

elegance of rhythm, a subtlety and a restraint which neither

Lorenz.o nor any other Italian poet of this period rvas cver quite
able to achieve. With Frangois Villon, Poiiziano ranks as one ofthe
rwo greatcst Buropean lyric poets of the fifreenth cenrury.

"Welcome to May"

Welconi to May
And its wild banner :t

Welcome to Erittg
Which wan* one to fall in love.

And ya, young girb, itu a gou7
Wth your sweethearts,

You who with roses and llowers
Mabt youixbu prettl it May,

Come to the cool shtde

Of the grun young tea.
E|ery pfttty maideL is sdfe

Among so many youths ;
Fm beas* and bids
Burn rvith low tu May.

She who is yowg and beautifal,

Pray that she not be bittet,
For it does not ftnew itself,
Age--as does the grass :

Let m one remdin proud
With het sweeth tt in May,

r The "wild banne!" was a

cut from a tree in the woods
heart's home on May Day.

branch which a young man would
to attach to rhe door of bis sweet.
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ANGELO POLIZIANO

Let each girl dance and. sing
In this groap of ours.
Behold your sweet lotters

Going, y prctLy orcs, to joust for yor:
She who shows herself harch to then
WiIl c6ase the witheri"ftg oJ'Muy.

To capture the young girk
Their loyers hate anned thenuelves,

Surrender, nry pretty or:r-s,

To those in love with you;
Give back. the lnarts you have thieved.,

Do not wage war in May,

Let her who has stolen someone's heart
Give lrcr own heart in rcturn.
But who is that o e JIyiW?
It's the young axgel of Low,
Who is coming to do honor
With you, yolttg girk, to NIay.

Low comes forth laughing
With roses atd lilies on his head,

And he cornes looking for you.
Greet him \qith joy, my prefiy ones.

Which of you will be the ftst
To gire him the Jlo.wet of Mqy I

Welcome to the pilgrim.
Lote, what is your command.?

That for her lover's hair
Each pretty otle we6ye a garland;
For young girls and grown wotnefl
Fall it loye in May .

:..
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FRANCBSCO BARNI

apparently by either Cardinal Ippolito de' Medici or Duke
Alessandro, both of whom had tried in vain to enlist the poer's
support in their bitrer sffuggle for power in Florence.

"Hair of fine silver, shaggr and Neisted" @
Hair of fne siber, shaggy and. twkted
Tastelessly around a beautifuI face of gold:
Wrinkled brow, gaqing at which I pale,

Whereon Loye ond. Death break their arrow points.
Shlmme ng eyes of pea , beams turned away
By every object nnequal to them;
Eyebrows of snow, attd you, which mow my heart,
Fingers and hands, delightfully thick and. short,

Lips of milk, Iarge aqure mouth,
Teeth of ebony, rare anl wandering,
Unhead of, inefabk harnony;
Mattners haughty and ponderous; to you, divi e

Sef:uants of Low, I now makt ?lain that such

Ate the charms of ttry lady.
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lived at the courr of the Queen, Maria de' Medici, and to her, in
1523, he dedicated his poem Adone, whtch was acclaimed as an
unsurpasable masterpiece. Soon afterward Marino returned to
Italy, greeted wirh triumphant receptions in every ciry he visired.
Covered with glory, he spenr rhe remaining rwo years of his life
in Naples. The impact of his Lrfluencc can be derecred not onlv in-l
the works of se vcral minor Iralian wrirers, but a.lso in the writines I

ofpoers such as Crashaw in Great Brirain and G6ngora in Spainl ,l

Beautiful Slave

Blackles, but yolt are beautiful, O Natute's
Qrutefil exhibit anong Loye's bequtles.
Dawn ls gloorry alongside you; dcfeated and darkoud
Are bory and ctimson by yow ebotty.

When or where did the ancient world, or ows,
E ter su such lively, ever feel sach pare
Light comtug out of dark irk,
Or nch mdor issuing from spent coalP

Sewant of her who is my seryant, here I am
bearing m1 heart caught ln a browt. noose

Which can newr be untied by a pure-white hand.
There where you burn tlg n&st, Q Sut, for yoar shame alone
A suu has been born; a Srafl who in har beautiful face
&ars the night, and. in her eyes has day.
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only in death can man find lasting happioess. But although state-

ments in this vein appear frequently in the Canti, they are

balanced by many othels-such as the wonderful last line of
"L'infinito" (The Infinite): "E il naufragar m'd dolce in questo

mare " (And to shipwreck is sweet for me in this sea)-that un-
cover a completely different aspecr ofLeopardi: not the optimisr,

to be sure, but the enraptured admirer of nature's beauty, and

rhe believer in rhe power of rh,: imagination.
"L'infinito," our first selection, represents one of the summirs

not only of Lcopardi's poerry but of all poerry. Rarely has a poet

been able to compress within one hundred words such depth of
meaningwith such simplicity oflanguage and harmony ofsounds.

Leopardi called "L'infinito" an "idyll," a definition rhat per-
fecdy fits the charm and suggesrive power of this superb poem,

which, to quote Renato Poggioli, "makes familiar and almost
dear to the hearr of man rhe alien metaphysical vision of a uni-
vcrse ruled by laws other rhan those of life and death."

The Infinite

Llways dear to me wa\ thk louely hill,
And this hedge, which from so great a Part
Of the fdrthest horiTon excludes the ga7e.

But as I sit and wttch, I iwent in my mixd
endless spaces beyond, and superhuman

silences, and ptofounAe$ quiet;
wherefore m1 heart

almost loses itself in feat. And as I heqr the wind
rustle through these plants, I comparc

that inftite silence to thb voice I

and I recalL to tnind etemity,

And the dead secso.l,s, and the one present

And. olipe, ond the soukd. ofit. So in thir
lmfiensil-y tty thinking drowns :

And. to shipwreck is sweet for mr in lhis sed.
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Assuntina

ln a long-ago time and place

I swiftly fell in love with a beautiful blond young woman
Whose name was Assuntina.

Without ever uttering a word
I could communicate my love with just a glance.

I furtively followed her to school.

Whatever the season or weather,
I took a walk every evening ln the Via Riccio
with the intent of seeing her beautiful blond head.

The day came when she was a beautiful young woman,
resplendant as a ray of sunshine,
Ithought: lf only dear Assuntina could be mine.
God Willing.

One day I left for far flung shores
with the hope she would wait for me,

But destiny intervened, and I never returned.

Some things have faded with time
as memories wax and wane.
But in my mind she remains as beautiful as she was
in that time so long ago.

-.1
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Folklore

Myrtle flower:
When I was twelve lfell in love with a beautiful, gracious, and
lovely young girl.

Verbena flower:
lf a day passed that I did not see her, my heart had neither
peace nor will.

Withered flower:
Secretly I followed her everywhere.
lfollowed her as the thread follows the needle.

Mimosa flower:
For six long years I spent the summer and winter season near
her home

Lost flower:
Poorly advised, I left my homeland, never writing to her a line
or a greeting.

Sloping flower:
It wasn't meant to be. I am at peace, knowing that she is a

ha ppy bride with children.

Clover leaf:
Even though my first love changed her mind, I will always wish
her well.

Evergreen:
Your Cupid changed the direction of his bow and arrow
Yet, the first love never leaves your heart.



Alda Merini

I tenderly loved some very sweet lovers
without them ever knowing anything.
And over them I weaved spiders' webs
and I was prey of my own material.
ln me there was the soul of the prostitute
of the saint of the bloodthirsty and of the hypocrite.
Many gave a name to my way of living
and lwas simply a hysterical person.

@


