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	Dans vos viviers, dans vos étangs,
Carpes, que vous vivez longtemps!
Est-ce que la mort vous oublie,
Poissons de la mélancolie.
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	INTRODUCTION

	
The Vita Nuova

	The Vita Nuova is a peculiar book, the account of a series of visions, the diary of a soul easily swayed by enthusiasm and depression, violently drawn to the life of the body and, at the same time, anxious for the absolute, constantly in a frantic search for revelations and symbols. As we read it, we get the impression that an explosive mixture is beginning to brew within Dante. It’s true that we can list examples from earlier medieval literature, both sacred and secular, to which Dante seems to refer, but it’s also true that everything here is different – more intense, more personal, more concrete, more touching. The events narrated are transformed into trembling emotion, into delirium. Dante reveals himself here as a man with a fervent psychology, a visionary, ready to live his life to the fullest and at the same time dedicated to continually interpreting it, desperately trying to understand its meaning. It’s a dark, adolescent book, though highly refined in terms of literary art. A book exquisitely medieval, where truth exists only if it is interpreted and transformed into symbol. To understand his love story with Beatrice, Dante must transform its events into symbolic visions. This was his way of understanding. This was the way of understanding in his time. Yet the concrete power of the images and emotions transcends medieval symbolism and seems to undermine it from within, by excess. A fascinating book, even if it appears distant from our sensitivity, born of a very particular way of approaching fragments of reality, of perceiving it: blood and spirit, angels and sex, dying flesh, and white veils. Extremes touch, collide, seem irreconcilable. Dante burned with the desire to find the connection, the order of things, the reason for everything. In chapter XVIII, he recounts that, following the pains of love for Beatrice, due to the impossibility of sustaining her gaze, some women asked him what the purpose of his love was if he couldn’t even endure the presence of his beloved. Dante replied that the purpose of his love was something that could never be taken away from him, which is the "praise of Beatrice," for which he would seek a new style. Thus, he composed Donne ch’avete intelletto d’amore (“Ladies who have the understanding of love"), completely taken by inspiration: “my tongue spoke as if moved by itself.” In that song, the love for Beatrice became the joy of singing in verse the “universal beauty,” contemplated in the beauty of the woman. The female body as a metaphor for divine perfection. Man's attraction to it sublimated into a metaphysical desire for elevation1.

	When Dante wrote Vita Nuova, he was no longer a boy. The Vita Nuova closed a period of his life; it was the assessment of years of experience, formative and turbulent, years in which everything was traced back to the restlessness of the self. Not a diary written day by day, but the "book of memory." Because, with the end of adolescence, Dante’s true great passion had become politics. The amorous restlessness and literary passion, so pervasive in those just-past years, had given way first to philosophy, then to politics.

	A youthful work, then, not so much because it was written by a young man, but because it expresses an era of Dante’s poetry destined to merge into a period of much broader horizons. Yet already a work of absolute level, sufficient on its own to give Alighieri an important place in the history of our literature, a work whose historical significance lies in being part of a formidable "diptych."

	Tanto gentile e tanto onesta pare

	la donna mia quand’ella altrui saluta,

	ch’ogne lingua deven tremando muta,

	e li occhi no l’ardiscon di guardare.

	Ella si va, sentendosi laudare,

	benignamente d’umiltà vestuta;

	e par che sia una cosa venuta

	da cielo in terra a miracol mostrare.

	Mostrasi sì piacente a chi la mira,

	che dà per li occhi una dolcezza al core,

	che ‘ntender non la può chi no la prova;

	e par che de la sua labbia si mova

	uno spirito soave pien d’amore,

	che va dicendo a l’anima: Sospira.

	"My lady ['donna' from 'domina', 'mistress' of my heart] appears so noble ['gentile'] and so full of dignity ['onesta' indicates the external dimension of inner nobility, thus 'inspiring respect'] when she greets someone ['altrui'] that every tongue trembles and can no longer speak, and the eyes do not dare to look at her. She, though aware of being praised by all, walks full of humility and seems like a being ['cosa'] that has come from Heaven to Earth to show, as a miracle, divine beauty. She appears so beautiful to those who admire her that, through their eyes, she imparts a sweetness to the heart so profound that it cannot be understood without experiencing it; from her face ['labbia'] seems to emanate a gentle spirit of love that compels the soul to sigh."

	Dante introduces this perfect sonnet in this way, the most beautiful thing he wrote before the Divine Comedy:

	“Questa gentilissima donna, di cui ragionato è ne le precedenti parole, venne in tanta grazia de le genti, che quando passava per via, le persone correano per vedere lei; onde mirabile letizia me ne giungea. E quando ella fosse presso d’alcuno, tanta onestade giungea nel cuore di quello, che non ardia di levare li occhi, né di rispondere a lo suo saluto; e di questo molti, sì come esperti [che hanno avuto esperienza della sua vista], mi potrebbero testimoniare a chi non lo credesse. Ella coronata e vestita d’umilitade s’andava, nulla gloria mostrando di ciò ch’ella vedea e udia [senza darsi arie per le espressioni piene di stupore che vedeva e i commenti ammirati che udiva]. Diceano molti, poi che passata era: «Questa non è femmina, anzi è uno de li bellissimi angeli del cielo». E altri diceano: «Questa è una maraviglia; che benedetto sia lo Segnore, che sì mirabilemente sae adoperare [operare]!». Io dico ch’ella si mostrava sì gentile e sì piena di tutti li piaceri [bellezze], che quelli che la miravano comprendeano in loro [sentivano dentro di sé] una dolcezza onesta e soave, tanto che ridicere non lo sapeano [non riuscivano a esprimere]; né alcuno era lo quale potesse mirare lei, che nel principio [subito] nol convenisse [non dovesse necessariamente] sospirare.” (Vita nuova XXVI 1-6).

	“This most gracious lady, of whom I have spoken in the preceding words, attained such favor among the people that, when she passed along the way, individuals would hurry to catch a glimpse of her, which filled me with wondrous joy. And when she drew near to someone, such modesty would enter the heart of that person that he would not dare to lift his eyes nor respond to her greeting; and many, who have experienced her presence, could bear witness to this for those who would not believe it. She moved forward crowned and clothed in humility, showing no pride in what she saw and heard [without displaying any vanity for the awestruck expressions she observed and the admiring remarks she heard]. Many, after she had passed, would say: ‘This is not a mere woman, but rather one of the beautiful angels of heaven.’ And others would say: ‘She is a marvel; blessed be the Lord, who knows how to work so wondrously!’ I say that she appeared so noble and so full of all graces [beauties] that those who gazed upon her felt within themselves a sweetness so pure and gentle that they could not describe it; nor was there anyone who could behold her without being compelled, at the very moment, to sigh.”

	Beatrice is the woman "of the greeting," and also the woman "of health" in the sense of "salvation."

	
La Vita Nuova – The Plot

	Summarizing, in La Vita Nuova, Dante recounts:

	“When I was only nine years old, I saw a girl, also nearly nine, dressed in red, so beautiful that she completely overwhelmed my spirit. I trembled at the sight of her and thought, ‘Here is a god who will be my master.’ From then on, that god, Love, ruled my soul, commanding me to seek out ‘that youthful angel.’ And I obeyed, searching for her. Every time I saw her again, in the street, I was so struck by her beauty and the noble simplicity of her bearing that I exclaimed to myself, ‘This is not the daughter of a mortal man, but of a god.’ And her image ‘was always with me.’

	After nine years, one day, I encountered her, dressed in white, in the company of two noble women older than her. She glanced in my direction, where I stood shyly in a corner, and greeted me with such grace that I ‘then felt I had seen all the bounds of bliss.’ It was nine o’clock; of this, I am certain. The sound of her voice gave me such sweetness that I rushed to lock myself in my room. Thinking of her, I was overcome by a gentle sleep ‘in which I had a marvelous vision.’ In a red cloud of fire, I saw a lord of terrifying appearance to behold, yet strangely smiling. He said to me, ‘I am your master.’ In his arms lay a naked woman, covered only by a blood-red veil. It was her, the woman of the greeting. The lord held in his hand something that seemed to burn. He said to me, ‘Here is your heart.’ Then he woke the woman he was holding and made her eat my heart... and she ate it timidly. Then the lord, who was Love, from joyful became sorrowful and began to weep bitterly. He took the woman in his arms again and vanished toward the heavens. I was so agitated that I awoke. It was the first of the last nine hours of the night.

	I didn’t know how to interpret my dream. So I wrote a sonnet describing it and sent it to my poet friends to ask for their opinion: A ciascun’alma presa e gentil core (“To every captured soul and noble heart”). None of them could interpret the true meaning of that dream, a meaning that is now quite clear: the eating of the burning heart symbolized Beatrice’s reciprocal love, and the final flight in Love’s arms her premature death. But among those who responded was the one who is now ‘the first among my friends.’ That is when our friendship began.

	Following that nocturnal vision, I became so weak and fragile that many friends were concerned about me and asked what was wrong. I answered that it was Love, but I did not reveal the name of the woman for whom I languished. To their insistent questions, ‘I smiled at them, and said nothing.’

	One day it happened that ‘the most noble lady’ was sitting in church. I gazed at her from a distance, blissful. In the direct line between my eyes and hers, sat a beautiful woman who looked at me repeatedly, astonished by my gaze, which she mistakenly thought was directed at her. Everyone noticed her looks, and everyone thought she was the woman for whom I pined. I was pleased by this. Thus, my secret was protected by that noble woman, ‘the screen of the truth.’ I wrote verses in her honor. I then wrote verses in honor of a young woman, who had died prematurely, whom I had seen in the company of Beatrice: Piangete, amanti, poi che piange Amore (“Weep, lovers, since Love himself weeps.”).

	But the woman of the screen left Florence. I also had to leave my city, and as I was leaving, sighing over having to part from my true love, I encountered Love, dressed as a pilgrim, sad and timid. ‘I have your heart here,’ he said, ‘I’m taking it from the woman who was your long-time defense to the woman who will now be your defense.’ So I wrote the sonnet that begins Cavalcando l’altrier per un cammino (“Riding the other day along a path”)

	Returning to Florence, I sought the woman whom Love, my lord, had pointed out to me ‘on the path of sighs.’ I found her and made her my defense. I did so much that the words spoken about me and her exceeded the bounds of decorum. It was then that the most noble ‘destroyer of all vices’ denied me her greeting. I, who, every time I saw her, felt a flame of charity burn within me, making me forgive anyone who had wronged me, ‘went to a solitary place to wet the earth with bitter tears. And then [...] I fell asleep like a beaten child, weeping.’ I dreamt, and my lord appeared to me, as a young man dressed in white, and told me that I had acted rashly and that Beatrice had denied me her greeting because she had heard things about that noblewoman ‘of the screen’ that could have damaged her reputation. ‘Now,’ he added, ‘even though Beatrice knows well that she is the true object of your love, you must, in any case, write verses confirming this love, which began in your youth.’ This I did by composing the ballad Ballata, i’ voi che tu ritrovi Amore (“Ballad, I want you to recover Love”).

	Following this last vision, I was seized by great agitation. My mind was traversed and tormented by conflicting thoughts. I didn’t know what to think or how to behave. So I wrote the sonnet Tutti li miei penser parlan d’Amore (“All my thoughts speak of Love.”)

	One day a friend took me to a wedding feast. There were many beautiful young women, friends of the bride, who, according to custom, kept her company during the first meal in the groom’s house. Then I felt a tremor begin on the left side of my chest and spread throughout my entire body. I had to lean against the wall, and when I raised my eyes, I saw, among the bride’s young friends, Beatrice. All my spirits were destroyed except those of sight. All the women noticed my deplorable state and began to mock me with the most noble lady. My friend, who had brought me there, dragged me outside and asked what was wrong. I replied, ‘I have stood on the threshold of the part of life from which one cannot return.’ Then I rushed to the ‘chamber of sighs’ and wrote, weeping and ashamed of myself, the sonnet Con l’altre donne mia vista gabbate. I thought, if she knew my true condition, that woman would not mock me but would feel pity.

	One thought told me: what is the point of trying to see her if her sight causes you so much pain? Another thought replied: every time I think of her, I am so taken by her beauty that every shameful memory vanishes, and the desire to see her again dominates me.

	By now, my condition was known to many. One day I saw some women looking at me and smiling among themselves. One of them finally spoke to me and asked: what is the purpose of loving that woman if you cannot endure her presence? I replied: once, the purpose of my love was to receive her greeting. Now she denies it to me, so the purpose of my love is now something that no one, not even she, can deny me. And she asked: what does this new blessedness consist of? I answered: in the words of praise that I write for the lady of my heart: Donne ch’avete intelletto d’amore (“Ladies who have the understanding of love").

	Later, prompted by those who wanted to know what I meant by love, I wrote the sonnet Amore e ‘l cor gentil sono una cosa (“Love and the noble heart are one and the same.”). Shortly after, I wanted to explain how my lady awakens love: Ne li occhi porta la mia donna amore (“In her eyes, my lady carries Love”).

	Then came the day of Beatrice’s great sorrow, for her most good and beloved father died. I encountered many women leaving the house in sadness, saying that Beatrice was crying so much that anyone who saw her felt as if they were dying of pity. I put my hands over my eyes and wept, wanting to flee and hide, but I stayed to hear more about her. Other weeping women passed by, all talking among themselves about Beatrice’s great sorrow, about how she wept and lamented. And they spoke, those women, passing by me, even about me, seeing me in such a state that they almost did not recognize me.

	Following this sorrow, I was struck by an illness that reduced me to a skeleton, and I couldn’t move from my bed. On the ninth day of my infirmity, I fell into an agitated sleep, and a vision took hold of my weakened mind. I saw faces of disheveled women who told me: ‘You will die too.’ And then strange faces that cried out: ‘You’re dead, you’re dead.’ And I saw a city immersed in sadness, and birds falling dead, the sun darkening, and stars of an unseen color, and the earth trembling. ‘Don’t you know that Beatrice is dead?’ a friend said to me in the dream. And I saw a multitude of angels ascending to the sky, and before them, I saw a small white cloud. Then I saw myself going to see her dead body. And there were women covering her face with a white veil. I prayed for death to come and take me too. Then I truly began to cry uncontrollably. The woman who was near my bed, to care for me, was frightened by my tears and started crying too. All the women in the house ran to my bed. I told them my dream, without mentioning the name of the most noble lady. When I recovered, I wrote the poem Donna pietosa e di novella etate (“A compassionate lady of tender age”), in which I recounted my entire dream.

	After this vain imagination, it happened one day that, as I was sitting and lost in thought, I felt a tremor in my heart, as if I were in the presence of Beatrice. Then I saw the lady who was the beloved of my first friend, who is named Giovanna [the Vanna from the list of thirty], and whom we called Primavera for her beauty. Behind her, I saw the most noble lady. I thought: the name Giovanna is fitting for one who comes before the true light [John the Baptist, the precursor of Christ]. And also Primavera is a fitting name because it indicates one who comes before: primavera [before-spring].

	Many, many people were, like me, struck by the grace of Beatrice, and when she passed through the streets, they would run to see her and stand with their mouths agape, captivated by the simple nobility of her manner, and they felt purified by her gaze. For this, I wrote the sonnet Tanto gentile e tanto onesta pare (“So gentle and so honest she appears”), and then Vede perfettamente onne salute / chi la mia donna tra le donne vede (“Whoever sees my lady among the ladies sees perfectly every grace.”)

	Then came the day when the Lord of Justice called the most noble lady to Him, and even that day was marked by the number nine, in various ways, like her life. For nine is the number of the miracle, its root being three, that is, the Holy Trinity. And she was a miracle. Her departure left the city ‘almost widowed, stripped of all dignity.’ My eyes consumed all their tears, so I had no way to release my sadness. So I thought to pour out my soul with ‘words of sorrow’ and wrote the poem that begins Li occhi dolenti per pietà del core (“The tearful eyes, out of pity for the heart”)

	A full year had passed since the blessed one became a citizen of Heaven, and I found myself in a place where, remembering her, I was drawing angels on a tablet. I noticed that some men were watching what I was drawing, and I realized they had been there for a while, without my noticing. I stood up, for they were men worthy of respect, greeted them, and said: ‘Someone else was with me, that’s why I didn’t notice your presence.’ When I was alone again, I resumed drawing angels and thought these words: Era venuta ne la mente mia / quella donna gentil cui piange Amore (“There had come into my mind / that gentle lady whom Love mourns.”)

	Some time later, once, while walking on the street, I realized that my sorrowful thoughts were evident from my astonished expression. I looked around to see if anyone was watching me. I saw a very beautiful young woman who was looking at me from a window with an expression of great pity. It always happens that the wretched, when they see someone pitying them, begin to cry, as if feeling pity for themselves. So, to avoid crying in front of the beautiful woman, I walked away, saying to myself: ‘Between me and that woman, there is a most noble love.’ And I wrote the sonnet: Videro gli occhi miei quanta pietate (“My eyes beheld how much compassion appeared”).

	Every time she saw me, that woman would change color, becoming pale as with love. And I remembered the color of my Beatrice. Sometimes, unable to release my sadness in any other way, I would seek her out, who seemed to be capable of bringing out my tears. So I wrote: Color d’amore e di pietà sembianti (“The semblance of love and compassion”)

	Thus, my pleasure in seeing her grew, and I was troubled by it, cursing the lightness of my eyes. ‘You, my eyes,’ I thought, ‘who could make others cry by seeing your sorrowful state, now take pleasure in the gaze of another woman... but I will never cease to remind you of the woman for whom, cursed eyes, you must and will weep until death’: L’amaro lagrimar che voi faceste [...] Voi non dovreste mai, se non per morte, / la vostra donna, ch’è morta, obliare (“The bitter weeping that you have done [...] You should never, except in death, forget your lady, who is dead.”)

	Many times, I wanted to see the compassionate woman again, and I liked her more and more. Too much, I thought. But then I thought: ‘This noble, young, and wise woman, perhaps Love has sent her so that my life may find rest.’ Conflicting thoughts agitated my soul. And stronger and stronger was the thought that said to me: ‘Why do you want to continue living in sorrow and not take the joy that Love offers you?’ But against this thought, one day, I had an impressive vision. I saw Beatrice, dressed in red as she was the first time I saw her, and she was, in fact, young as she was then. I began to think of her again, who was no longer of this earth, with the same intensity as before, and I repented of the vile desire I had nurtured. The first love took hold of me with all its strength. I returned to sighing and weeping for Beatrice. My eyes, due to the heavy flow of tears, were often ringed with a purplish color. A just punishment for their vanity.

	After this period of tribulation, it happened that I saw some pilgrims passing through Florence on their way to Rome to see the Holy Shroud, and seeing them pass, I thought to myself that they knew nothing of Beatrice and that if I had the chance to speak to them about her, I would surely move them to tears. So I wrote Deh peregrini che pensosi andate. Then I wrote a sonnet for some women who asked me to describe my condition: Oltre la spera che più larga gira, where I describe my sigh that rises to Heaven to meet the divine Beatrice.

	Then I had a marvelous vision, of such power that I decided not to speak of her again until I could find a way to honor her worthily. And this is my intention, if God grants me the time to accomplish it.”

	
Beatrice

	Like many young men, Dante, Guido, and their companions spent much of their time talking about girls. They even made a list of the sixty most beautiful women in Florence. In the list, ranked in various positions, there was a Vanna, a Lagia, and another woman, very dear to our poet, in the thirtieth position. Between 1292 and 1293-94 (when Dante was between twenty-seven and twenty-nine years old, having been born in 1265), Dante wrote a wildly visionary book, a mix of narrative and poetry, a posthumous love diary filled with mysticism. He called it La Vita Nuova. In the early pages, Dante recounts to his friends an old dream of his: “And thinking of her, I fell into a sweet sleep, in which a marvelous vision appeared to me: it seemed to me that I saw in my room a cloud of fiery color, within which I discerned a figure of a lord of terrifying appearance to behold; [...] and in his words, he said many things, which I did not understand, except for a few; among them, I understood these: ‘Ego dominus tuus’ [I am your lord]. In his arms, it seemed to me that I saw a person sleeping, naked, except that she seemed to be wrapped in a light blood-red cloth; and looking at her very intently [intensely], I recognized her as the lady of health [the lady of the greeting], who had deigned to greet me the day before. And in one of his hands, it seemed that this lord [the lord of terrifying appearance, that is, Love] held something that was all aflame, and it seemed to me that he said these words: ‘Vide cor tuum’ [Behold your heart]. And after he had stayed a while, it seemed to me that he woke the one who was sleeping; and [...] that he made her eat this thing that was burning in his hand, which she ate hesitantly. After this, his joy turned into bitter weeping; and so weeping, this lady gathered herself into his arms, and it seemed to me that they ascended towards the heavens; whereupon I endured such great anguish that my frail sleep could not withstand it, but rather it broke, and I was awakened.” La Vita Nuova III.

	The girl, who was ninth on the list, had died in 1290, very young, at the age of twenty-four. Her name was Beatrice Portinari. Dante had first seen her, dressed in “sanguine” red, and had fallen in love with her when he was only nine years old. He was the same age at the time. After nine years (both being eighteen), he crossed paths with her again, dressed in immaculate white, in the company of others. She looked at him, turning her face towards him in a gesture of greeting and spoke to him. That look struck him like lightning. Her words of greeting intoxicated him. Returning home, he locked himself in his room and fell into a light sleep. Then he dreamed of the god of Love holding her, naked, in his arms. This, at least, is what Dante tells us. To hide the true identity of the young woman from his friends, who were concerned about his strange psychological state, he pretended to be in love with other girls, “screen women.” She stopped greeting him and married a Bardi. Then she died without him ever seeing her again. Now that look, imprinted in the young poet’s memory, had turned into a stigma. “In a lonely place, I went to bathe the earth with the bitterest tears.” After a few years, he wrote his love diary. A journey back into his life. She, who had come “from heaven to earth to show a miracle,” had died. The poet, distraught, abandoned himself to the miseries of a disordered life, given to vices, revelry, and fleeting loves. Loves that left a bitter taste in his mouth. He experienced the depths of debasement, the torment of frenzied sex, the search for happiness that always eluded him after a moment and that he continued to seek, in vain, in the pleasures of the body. He knew the hell of ever-unsatisfied passion, drowning in pleasure that stupefies the conscience, the deadly pleasure of dulling the mind, the sleep of reason, the sin. A cruel woman now tyrannized him with her beauty, making him feel the mysterious bond that entwines love and death, as he tells us in the Rime at various points:

	 “Se la vertù d’Amore a morte move”.

	“If the power of Love leads to death”

	 “Lo doloroso amor che mi conduce

	a fin di morte per piacer di quella”.

	 

	“The sorrowful love that leads me  

	to the end of death for her delight”

	 

	 “Ahi angosciosa e dispietata lima

	che sordamente la mia vita scemi”.

	 

	“Ah, anguishing and pitiless file,  that silently diminishes my life”

	Making him experience the searing fire of obsessive love, described with a power and realism that come from the Provençal tradition (Arnaut Daniel) and foreshadow the expressive force of the Divine Comedy:

	 “Foco mettesti dentro in la mia mente”.

	“You kindled a fire within my mind.”

	 “Ohmè, perché non latra

	per me, com’io per lei, nel caldo borro?”. 

	 

	“Alas, why does it not howl  for me, as I for it, in this heated pit?”

	Love had been a "ravine," a boiling pit where one would "howl" with desire, like a dog. Elsewhere, there was the sadomasochistic desire to inflict pain on the one who caused him suffering:

	 “S’io avessi le belle trecce prese,

	che fatte son per me scudiscio e ferza”.

	 

	“If I had those lovely braids in my grasp,  which have become a whip and scourge for me,”

	Having hit rock bottom, he realized that he had forgotten his Beatrice, the woman of the greeting. The memory of her, a spiritual being, now served as a burning reproach for him. Humble and ashamed, he returned to the devotion of his one true love, and after a marvelous vision, he resolved to remain silent until he could find the right words to speak of her: “After this sonnet, a miraculous vision appeared to me, in which I saw things that made me resolve to say nothing further of this blessed one until I could treat of her more worthily. And to achieve this, I strive as much as I can, as she truly knows. So that, if it pleases Him through whom all things live, that my life endures for some years, I hope to say of her what has never been said of any other.” Vita Nuova XLII 1-3.

	
Dante and Beatrice

	In the daydream that is the Divine Comedy, at the end of the ascent through Purgatory, on the plateau that is the Earthly Paradise, Dante meets Beatrice. It is the encounter of a lifetime, as Dante envisions it – the moment when all the knots are untangled, and everything is resolved. This episode is crucial; it clarifies everything that has preceded it and defines the purpose of Dante's journey in the afterlife. Beatrice's appearance is as grand as that of Christ himself. The reader might even expect Christ to be the one who appears, as all the characters who have taken part in the impressive and mysterious procession stop and turn to the East in anticipation.

	Tutti dicean: ‘Benedictus qui venis!’,

	e fior gittando e di sopra e dintorno,

	‘Manibus, oh, date lilia plenis!’.

	Purg. XXX 19-21

	"Everyone sang: 'Benedictus qui venis!' and, throwing flowers all around: 'Offer lilies with full hands!'"

	Then she appears:

	Io vidi già nel cominciar del giorno

	la parte oriental tutta rosata,

	e l’altro ciel di bel sereno addorno;

	e la faccia del sol nascere ombrata,

	sì che per temperanza di vapori

	l’occhio la sostenea lunga fiata:

	così dentro una nuvola di fiori

	che da le mani angeliche saliva

	e ricadeva in giù dentro e di fori,

	sovra candido vel cinta d’uliva

	donna m’apparve, sotto verde manto

	vestita di color di fiamma viva.

	E lo spirito mio, che già cotanto

	tempo era stato ch’a la sua presenza

	non era di stupor, tremando, affranto,

	sanza de li occhi aver più conoscenza,

	per occulta virtù che da lei mosse,

	d’antico amor sentì la gran potenza.

	Purg. XXX 22-39

	"I have sometimes seen, early in the morning, the eastern sky tinged with pink while the western sky remains a clear blue, and I have seen the face of the rising sun veiled, so that the eyes could bear its sight for a long time, as if protected by a filter ['by the moderation of vapors']. In a similar way, I saw her, within a cloud of flowers cast by angels, which fell from every side, with her face covered by a white veil, dressed in red with a green mantle and belt. My soul, which had long been unaccustomed to the wonder that seized it in her presence, now, trembling and broken with emotion, felt the great power of love from the past, even before my eyes could recognize her."

	In the presence of Beatrice, the poet trembles even before seeing her. As he had already recounted in the Vita Nuova (II 4): "At that moment, I truly say that the spirit of life, which dwells in the most secret chamber of the heart, began to tremble." And elsewhere (XIV 4-6, XXIV 1): "I seemed to feel a marvelous trembling begin in my chest on the left side and immediately spread throughout all parts of my body [...] finding itself in such close proximity to the most gentle lady." And already in the Vita Nuova, she was dressed in the colors of virtues, just as she is now: the veil covering her head is white like faith, the mantle is green like hope, and the dress is red like charity.

	Trembling, Dante turns to confide in Virgil, who has guided him up to this point. He seeks comfort from him, wanting to confide: "Not a drop of blood remains in me that does not tremble: I recognize the signs of the old flame." But Virgil is no longer there. His task, to guide Dante to the point where a man can be led by reason, is complete. Silently, as he had appeared at the beginning of the Inferno, he has now disappeared. Dante mourns the loss of his "tender father," but Beatrice scolds him: you have far more to weep for! Dante lowers his gaze in shame, but then sees his reflection in the water, and his shame deepens. He averts his eyes. Beatrice presses further: how did you dare to come up here, to the earthly paradise, the place of complete human happiness, knowing that you were unworthy of it? The angels accompanying Beatrice take Dante's side: don't be so harsh. Then Beatrice delves into the details: this man was destined for great and noble spiritual endeavors, but he needed a beacon, a guide to realize the great potential set for him by the stars. I, while I lived, was that beacon:

	Alcun tempo il sostenni col mio volto:

	mostrando li occhi giovanetti a lui,

	meco il menava in dritta parte vòlto.

	Sì tosto come in su la soglia fui

	di mia seconda etade e mutai vita,

	questi si tolse a me, e diessi altrui.

	Quando di carne a spirto era salita

	e bellezza e virtù cresciuta m’era,

	fu’ io a lui men cara e men gradita;

	e volse i passi suoi per via non vera,

	imagini di ben seguendo false,

	che nulla promession rendono intera.

	Né l’impetrare ispirazion mi valse,

	con le quali e in sogno e altrimenti

	lo rivocai; sì poco a lui ne calse!

	Tanto giù cadde, che tutti argomenti

	a la salute sua eran già corti,

	fuor che mostrarli le perdute genti.

	Per questo visitai l’uscio d’i morti

	e a colui che l’ha qua sú condotto,

	li prieghi miei, piangendo, furon porti. 

	Purg. XXX 121-141

	"For some time, I supported him by showing him my face and my youthful eyes. I guided him [‘meco il menava’], directing him towards a righteous path. But when I reached the threshold of my second life, the eternal one, he distanced himself from me and turned to others. And when I became even more beautiful, having passed from the flesh, which is corruptible, to pure spirit, I became less dear to him. He took the wrong path, directing his desires toward false images of pleasure, those images that never fulfill what they promise. I appeared to him in a dream to bring him back to the right path, but... it was no use, he no longer cared about me [‘sì poco a lui ne calse’]. He fell so low that there was no other way to save him than to show him the damned souls. For this reason, I went to the gates of hell and tearfully begged Virgil to accompany him."

	Now Dante must repent and shed tears to obtain forgiveness and immerse himself in the waters of Lethe, which will erase even the memory of his sins. With a voice struggling to emerge due to overwhelming emotion, Dante finally ‘confesses’:

	Piangendo dissi: «Le presenti cose

	col falso lor piacer volser miei passi,

	tosto che ‘l vostro viso si nascose». 

	Purg. XXXI 34-36

	"The things of the present, those that fade with time, drew my desires [‘volser miei passi’] with their deceptive beauty [‘falso lor piacer’, where ‘piacer’ in Dante almost always means ‘beauty’], when your face disappeared from my sight."

	Beatrice replies:

	“Pon giù il seme del piangere e ascolta:

	sì udirai come in contraria parte

	mover dovìeti mia carne sepolta.

	Mai non t’appresentò natura o arte

	piacer, quanto le belle membra in ch’io

	rinchiusa fui, e che so’ ‘n terra sparte;

	e se ‘l sommo piacer sí ti fallio

	per la mia morte, qual cosa mortale

	dovea poi trarre te nel suo disio?”.

	Purg. XXXI 49-54

	“Stop crying and listen: in this way, you will understand how my buried body should have guided you [‘mover dovìeti’] in the opposite direction from the one you took. Never did nature or art present to you a work more beautiful than the body in which I was enclosed, and which is now dissolved in the earth. And if the supreme beauty [‘the divine beauty that shone in me’] was lost to you, how could a mortal thing have attracted your desire?”

	“Raise your chin,” Beatrice adds, “and look at me...” After ten years since her death, Dante imagines seeing Beatrice’s eyes again, thus giving form to the dream of every man who has loved: “and my eyes, still somewhat unsteady, saw Beatrice.”

	The rite of confession is then followed by immersion in the two divine rivers: Lethe and Eunoe. Dante is led into the water by Matelda, the perfectly innocent woman. The first river erases even the memory of sins, of which the soul has been purified during the ascent of the mountain. The second river restores the memory of the good deeds performed in life. Now, fully cleansed, Dante can look into Beatrice’s eyes without shame

	Mille disiri più che fiamma caldi

	strinsermi li occhi a li occhi rilucenti,

	Purg. XXXI 116-117

	“A thousand desires, burning hotter than flame,  bound my eyes to those radiant eyes.”

	Purified, Dante ascends without even noticing it. He sees the sun growing larger and larger. Beatrice explains: “You are not on earth, as you believe, but you are rising toward the sphere of fire faster than the lightning bolts that descend from it.” The poet then marvels at how his body can pass through the celestial spheres, which are also made of matter, though incorruptible. Beatrice responds by explaining the grand order with which God governs all creation, giving each thing an end towards which it sails “through the great sea of being.” Now that Dante has freed his flesh from sin, he is weightless and thus his body flies towards the purpose for which man was created: eternal happiness in the vision of all things in God, as the law of the impenetrability of bodies is no longer active in him:

	e cominciò: “Le cose tutte quante

	hanno ordine tra loro, e questo è forma

	che l’universo a Dio fa simigliante.

	Qui veggion l’alte creature l’orma

	de l’etterno valore, il qual è fine

	al quale è fatta la toccata norma.

	Ne l’ordine ch’io dico sono accline

	tutte nature, per diverse sorti,

	più al principio loro e men vicine;

	onde si muovono a diversi porti

	per lo gran mar de l’essere, e ciascuna

	con istinto a lei dato che la porti.

	[…]

	Maraviglia sarebbe in te se, privo

	d’impedimento, giù ti fossi assiso,

	com’ a terra quïete in foco vivo.”

	Quinci rivolse inver’ lo cielo il viso.

	Par. I 103-142

	And she began: “All things have their order among themselves, and this order is the form that makes the universe resemble God. In this, the rational creatures perceive the imprint of the highest virtue, which, besides being the source, is also the goal toward which the law is directed. In the order I speak of, every nature follows its inclination according to the proximity that binds it to its own principle, which is God. Therefore, all things move, each toward its destined end, as many ships to their harbors, across the great sea of being, each guided by an infallible instinct. […] It would be quite strange, now that you are freed from every hindrance, if you were to sit still, just as it would be strange for a living flame on earth to remain unmoved.” Then she turned her gaze toward the heavens.

	The sanctification of Beatrice reaches its pinnacle in Canto XXIII of the Paradiso, where Dante describes her in a stunning manner, beginning with a long and elaborate simile filled with "earthly" sweetness:

	 

	Come l’augello, intra l’amate fronde, 

	posato al nido de’ suoi dolci nati 

	la notte che le cose ci nasconde,                                    

	che, per veder li aspetti disiati 

	e per trovar lo cibo onde li pasca, 

	in che gravi labor li sono aggrati,                                     

	previene il tempo in su aperta frasca, 

	e con ardente affetto il sole aspetta, 

	fiso guardando pur che l’alba nasca;                             

	così la donna mia stava eretta 

	e attenta, rivolta inver’ la plaga 

	sotto la quale il sol mostra men fretta:                          

	sì che, veggendola io sospesa e vaga, 

	fecimi qual è quei che disiando 

	altro vorria, e sperando s’appaga.

	Par. XXIII 1-15

	"Like the bird that, among the beloved branches, has kept watch in the nest with its young all night long, which hides things from sight, to see the dear faces and be able to go in search of food to feed them – a labor both heavy and welcome – rises early to the highest branch and waits with burning desire for the sun to rise, gazing intently as the dawn finally breaks; so stood my lady, upright and attentive, turned toward the place where the sun seems to move most slowly [the zenith]: so that, seeing her so intent and longing, I became like one who desires something and is already content in the anticipation of it."

	The previous canto had ended with a glance downward, taking in the entire world in a single view, with the Earth at its center, “l’aiuola che ci fa tanto feroci” "the little threshing floor that makes us so fierce" (XXII 151). Now Beatrice gazes ardently upward, eager to witness the divine dawn. And then, she announces the triumph of Christ:

	e Bëatrice disse: “Ecco le schiere

	del trïunfo di Cristo e tutto 'l frutto

	ricolto del girar di queste spere!”

	Pariemi che 'l suo viso ardesse tutto,

	e li occhi avea di letizia sì pieni,

	che passarmen convien sanza costrutto.

	Par. XXIII 19-24

	“And Beatrice said: ‘Behold the ranks  of Christ’s triumph, and all the gathered fruit  born by the circling of these spheres!’ Her face seemed all aflame, and in her eyes  was such a fullness of rejoicing  that I must pass, speechless, by the sight.”

	"Schiere" is a military term: Christ arrives with His army of the saved. Like in a Roman triumph, the troops precede the victorious general. These are the ranks of saints, the result of the beneficial influence of the celestial spheres. Beatrice’s smile, as she announces the appearance of the Savior in His glory, is so radiant that the poet declares himself unable to find words to describe it. Christ finally appears like the sun, filling the stars – the saved souls – with light through His sacrifice. Beatrice comments:

	Oh Bëatrice, dolce guida e cara!

	Ella mi disse: “Quel che ti sobranza

	è virtù da cui nulla si ripara.

	Quivi è la sapïenza e la possanza

	ch'aprì le strade tra 'l cielo e la terra

	onde fu già sì lunga disïanza.”

	Par. XXIII 34-39

	"That which overcomes you [which you cannot fully behold in its brightness] is the power to which nothing can resist. Here lies the wisdom and strength that reopened the paths between heaven and earth, a long-awaited event."

	Finally, Beatrice reveals herself in all her light:

	“Apri li occhi e riguarda qual son io;

	tu hai vedute cose, che possente

	se' fatto a sostener lo riso mio.”

	Par. XXIII 46-48

	“Open your eyes and see who I am;  you have beheld things that make you  strong enough to endure my smile.”

	In the Empyrean, it is Beatrice who tells Dante to bathe his eyes in the river of light, so that he may see in all its splendor the assembly of the blessed and the infinite luminous lake that is God.

	Nearly at the end of the journey, when Dante finds himself in the "candida rosa," the amphitheater that is the Empyrean, Beatrice moves away from him. Dante turns to ask, as he has done so many times before, for clarification on what he is seeing, but she is no longer by his side. In her place stands an old man, who looks at him with tender, fatherly eyes:

	E “Ov' è ella?” sùbito diss' io.

	Ond' elli: “A terminar lo tuo disiro

	mosse Beatrice me del loco mio;

	e se riguardi sù nel terzo giro

	dal sommo grado, tu la rivedrai

	nel trono che suoi merti le sortiro.”

	Par. XXXI 64-69

	“And 'Where is she?' I asked immediately. To which he replied: 'To fulfill your desire, Beatrice made me come down from my seat; and if you look up there, in the third row from the top, you will see her seated on the throne that her merits have earned her.'"

	Dante looks up and sees her shining brightly. He then directs an intense prayer of gratitude towards her – a prayer that seems to foreshadow Saint Bernard's prayer to the Madonna:

	“O donna in cui la mia speranza vige,

	e che soffristi per la mia salute

	in inferno lasciar le tue vestige,

	di tante cose quant’ i’ ho vedute,

	dal tuo podere e da la tua bontate

	riconosco la grazia e la virtute.

	Tu m’hai di servo tratto a libertate

	per tutte quelle vie, per tutt’ i modi

	che di ciò fare avei la potestate.

	La tua magnificenza in me custodi,

	sì che l’anima mia, che fatt’ hai sana,

	piacente a te dal corpo si disnodi.”

	Par. XXXI 79-90

	"O lady in whom my hope lives, and who endured, for my salvation, to leave your footprints in Hell, I am grateful for the strength and goodness that have given me the grace and ability to see all the things I have witnessed. You have lifted me from slavery to freedom, through all the deeds and words that were in your power. Preserve within me what you have so generously bestowed, so that my soul, which you have healed, may depart from my body pleasing to you."

	Immediately after, Beatrice casts one final gaze upon her beloved Dante, and then turns away, immersing her sight in the eternal source of divine light. Thus, once more, Beatrice – the Florentine girl whom Dante had fallen in love with during his childhood, who in his imagination grew to embody all the goodness of the world, the gift of God "come from heaven to earth to display a miracle," symbol of grace and theology, and, at the same time, a woman who encompasses all feminine virtues – who, in the Vita Nuova, at eighteen, had turned her face away, denying him her greeting; who reappeared, ten years after her death, in the second canto of the Commedia, where she once again turned her eyes, this time shining with tears of tenderness and pity ("gli occhi lucenti lacrimando volse," a verse whose meaning is exalted by sublime music); that Beatrice, I say, once again, for the last time, now that she is certain her protégé is in good hands, turns her head and averts her gaze. These are the verses that Borges described as "the most melancholic in world literature":

	Così orai2, e quella, sì lontana 

	come parea, sorrise e riguardommi; 

	poi si tornò3 all’eterna fontana.

	Par. XXXI 91-93 

	“So I prayed, and she, though seeming so far away, smiled and looked at me; then she turned back to the eternal fountain.”

	Dante's great art lies primarily, as already mentioned, in his ability to condense an entire story into a single frame. The image of Beatrice turning her face away is the original snapshot in Dante's imagination. This image recurs throughout the Commedia, serving as a deeply significant symbol that binds the grand poem of his maturity to the autobiographical "little book" of his youth.

	 

	 

	 

	
 

	 

	
La vita nuova – The New Life
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I. 

In quella parte del libro de la mia memoria4 dinanzi a la quale poco si potrebbe leggere, si trova una rubrica5 la quale dice: Incipit vita nova6. Sotto la qual rubrica io trovo scritte le parole le quali è mio intendimento d’assemprare in questo libello7; e se non tutte, almeno la loro sentenzia.

 


				
 

 

 

 

In quella parte del libro della mia memoria, prima della quale non si potrebbe leggere quasi nulla, si trova un titolo che dice: Inizia la nuova vita. Sotto il quale titolo trovo scritte le parole che è mia intenzione trascrivere in questo libello; e se non proprio tutte, almeno il loro significato essenziale.

 


				
 

 

 

In that part of the book of my memory, before which little can be read, there is a title that says: 'The New Life Begins.' Under this title, I find written the words that I intend to transcribe into this little book; and if not all of them, at least their essential meaning.
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II. 

Nove fiate già appresso lo mio nascimento era tornato lo cielo de la luce quasi a uno medesimo punto, quanto a la sua propria girazione, quando a li miei occhi apparve prima la gloriosa donna de la mia mente, la quale fu chiamata da molti Beatrice li quali non sapeano che si chiamare8. Ella era in questa vita già stata tanto, che ne lo suo tempo lo cielo stellato era mosso verso la parte d’oriente de le dodici parti l’una d’un grado9, sì che quasi dal principio del suo anno nono apparve a me, ed io la vidi quasi da la fine del mio nono. Apparve vestita di nobilissimo colore, umile e onesto, sanguigno, cinta e ornata a la guisa che a la sua giovanissima etade si convenia. In quello punto dico veracemente che lo spirito de la vita, lo quale dimora ne la secretissima camera de lo cuore, cominciò a tremare sì fortemente, che apparia ne li menimi polsi10 orribilmente; e tremando disse queste parole: “Ecce deus fortior me, qui veniens dominabitur michi”. In quello punto lo spirito animale, lo quale dimora ne l’alta camera ne la quale tutti li spiriti sensitivi portano le loro percezioni, si cominciò a maravigliare molto, e parlando spezialmente a li spiriti del viso, sì disse queste parole: “Apparuit iam beatitudo vestra”. In quello punto lo spirito naturale, lo quale dimora in quella parte ove si ministra lo nutrimento nostro, cominciò a piangere, e piangendo disse queste parole: “Heu miser, quia frequenter impeditus ero deinceps!”11. 

D’allora innanzi dico che Amore segnoreggiò la mia anima, la quale fu sì tosto a lui disponsata, e cominciò a prendere sopra me tanta sicurtade e tanta signoria per la vertù che li dava la mia imaginazione, che me convenia fare tutti li suoi piaceri compiutamente. Elli mi comandava molte volte che io cercasse per vedere questa angiola giovanissima; onde io ne la mia puerizia molte volte l’andai cercando, e vedeala di sì nobili e laudabili portamenti, che certo di lei si potea dire quella parola del poeta Omero: “Ella non parea figliuola d’uomo mortale, ma di deo”. E avvegna che la sua imagine, la quale continuatamente meco stava, fosse baldanza d’Amore a segnoreggiare me, tuttavia era di sì nobilissima vertù, che nulla volta sofferse che Amore mi reggesse sanza lo fedele consiglio de la ragione in quelle cose là ove cotale consiglio fosse utile a udire. E però che soprastare a le passioni e atti di tanta gioventudine pare12 alcuno parlare fabuloso, mi partirò da esse; e trapassando molte cose le quali si potrebbero trarre de l’essemplo onde nascono queste, verrò a quelle parole le quali sono scritte ne la mia memoria sotto maggiori paragrafi13.


				
 

 

 

Già nove volte dopo la mia nascita il cielo del Sole era tornato quasi allo stesso punto, percorrendo il proprio movimento circolare, quando apparve ai miei occhi per la prima volta la gloriosa signora della mia mente, che fu chiamata Beatrice da molti anche se non sapevano come si chiamava. 

 

 

 

 

Nel tempo in cui lei era stata in questa vita, il Cielo delle Stelle Fisse si era mosso verso oriente di un dodicesimo di grado, cosicché mi apparve quasi dall’inizio del suo nono anno, e io la vidi quasi dalla fine del mio nono. 

 

 

 

 

Apparve vestita di un nobilissimo colore, sanguigno, sobrio ed elegante, con una cintura in vita e ornata in modo conveniente alla sua giovanissima età. 

 

In verità dico che in quell’istante lo spirito della vita, che ha sede nella parte più intima del cuore, cominciò a tremare così forte, che il tremito in modo orribile si vedeva nelle arterie più sottili; e tremando disse queste parole: “Ecco un dio più forte di me che verrà a dominarmi”. 

 

 

 

In quell’istante lo spirito animale, che risiede nel cervello dove gli spiriti sensitivi portano le percezioni, cominciò a meravigliarsi intensamente e, parlando specialmente agli spiriti della vista, disse queste parole: “Già apparve la vostra beatitudine”. 

 

 

 

 

 

In quell’istante lo spirito naturale, che risiede in quella parte dove si somministra il nutrimento al nostro organismo, cominciò a piangere, e piangendo disse queste parole:

 

 

“Ahimè misero, che d’ora in avanti sarò spesso impedito”. 

 

 

Da allora in poi dico che Amore signoreggiò tutta la mia anima, che fu così presto unita a lui, e cominciò a esercitare su di me un così potente e sicuro dominio, per la forza che gli dava la mia immaginazione, che ero costretto a soddisfare completamente i suoi desideri. 

 

Egli mi comandava molte volte che io cercassi di vedere quel giovanissimo angelo; per cui io nella mia adolescenza molte volte andai a cercarla e la vedevo in atteggiamenti così nobili e degni di lode, che di lei si poteva per certo dire quelle parole del poeta Omero: “Ella non sembrava figlia di uomo mortale, ma di un dio”. 

 

 

 

E sebbene la sua immagine, che non mi lasciava mai, fosse causa d’ardimento d’Amore, tuttavia era un’immagine di così elevata virtù, che mai consentì che Amore mi dominasse senza la saggia guida della ragione in quelle cose in cui tale consiglio fosse utile ascoltare. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Ma poiché soffermarsi a descrivere i moti dell’anima e le azioni di un’età così giovanile potrebbe sembrare un parlar di favole, me ne allontanerò; e tralasciando molte cose che si potrebbero trarre dal testo originale, dal quale le cose appena dette sono venute fuori, verrò a quei ricordi che sono scritti nella mia memoria sotto paragrafi maggiori.


				
 

 

 

Nine times after my birth, the heaven of the Sun had returned almost to the same point, completing its circular movement, when the glorious lady of my mind first appeared to my eyes, she who was called Beatrice by many who did not know her true name.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

In the time when she had been in this life, the Heaven of the Fixed Stars had moved eastward by one-twelfth of a degree, so she appeared to me almost at the beginning of her ninth year, and I saw her nearly at the end of my ninth.

 

 

 

She appeared dressed in a most noble color, a deep crimson, sober and elegant, with a belt at her waist and adorned in a manner suitable to her very young age. 

 

Truly, I say that in that instant the spirit of life, which resides in the innermost chamber of the heart, began to tremble so violently that the tremor was frightfully visible in the most delicate arteries; and trembling, it spoke these words: "Behold, a god stronger than I, who comes to dominate me."

 

 

 

In that instant, the animal spirit, which resides in the brain where the sensory spirits convey perceptions, began to marvel intensely and, speaking particularly to the spirits of sight, it said these words: "Your blessedness has already appeared."

 

 

 

 

 

In that instant, the natural spirit, which resides in that part where nourishment is administered to our bodies, began to weep, and weeping, it said these words: 

 

 

"Alas, wretched me, for from this moment forward, I shall often be hindered."

 

 

From then on, I say that Love lorded over my soul, which was so soon united with him, and began to exercise such a powerful and secure dominion over me, due to the strength given him by my imagination, that I was compelled to fully satisfy his desires.

 

 

He commanded me many times to seek out that young angel; so in my adolescence, I often went to find her, and I saw her in such noble and praiseworthy attitudes that it could certainly be said of her, using the words of the poet Homer: "She seemed not a daughter of mortal man, but of a god."

 

 

 

 

And although her image, which never left me, was the cause of Love’s daring, it was nonetheless an image of such elevated virtue that it never allowed Love to dominate me without the wise guidance of reason in those matters where it was useful to heed such counsel.

 

 

 

 

 

 

But since dwelling on the movements of the soul and the actions of such a young age might seem like telling fairy tales, I shall refrain; and leaving aside many things that could be drawn from the original text from which the aforementioned things emerged, I shall turn to those memories that are written in my mind under greater headings.
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III. 

Poi che fuoro passati tanti die, che appunto erano compiuti li nove anni appresso l’apparimento soprascritto di questa gentilissima14, ne l’ultimo di questi die15 avvenne che questa mirabile donna apparve a me vestita di colore bianchissimo, in mezzo a due gentili donne, le quali erano di più lunga etade; e passando per una via, volse li occhi verso quella parte ov’io era molto pauroso, e per la sua ineffabile cortesia, la quale è oggi meritata nel grande secolo, mi salutoe molto virtuosamente16, tanto che me parve allora vedere tutti li termini de la beatitudine. L’ora che lo suo dolcissimo salutare mi giunse, era fermamente nona di quello giorno; e però che quella fu la prima volta che le sue parole si mossero per venire a li miei orecchi, presi tanta dolcezza, che come inebriato mi partio da le genti, e ricorsi a lo solingo luogo d’una mia camera, e puosimi a pensare di questa cortesissima. E pensando di lei, mi sopragiunse uno soave sonno, ne lo quale m’apparve una maravigliosa visione: che me parea vedere ne la mia camera una nebula di colore di fuoco, dentro a la quale io discernea una figura d’uno segnore di pauroso aspetto a chi la guardasse; e parearni con tanta letizia, quanto a sé, che mirabile cosa era17; e ne le sue parole dicea molte cose, le quali io non intendea se non poche; tra le quali intendea queste: “Ego dominus tuus”. Ne le sue braccia mi parea vedere una persona dormire nuda, salvo che involta mi parea in uno drappo sanguigno leggeramente; la quale io riguardando molto intentivamente, conobbi ch’era la donna de la salute, la quale m’avea lo giorno dinanzi degnato di salutare18. E ne l’una de le mani mi parea che questi tenesse una cosa la quale ardesse tutta, e pareami19 che mi dicesse queste parole: “Vide cor tuum”. E quando elli era stato alquanto, pareami che disvegliasse questa che dormia; e tanto si sforzava per suo ingegno20, che le facea mangiare questa cosa che in mano li ardea, la quale ella mangiava dubitosamente21. Appresso ciò poco dimorava che la sua letizia si convertia in amarissimo pianto; e così piangendo, si ricogliea questa donna ne le sue braccia, e con essa mi parea che si ne gisse verso lo cielo; onde io sostenea sì grande angoscia, che lo mio deboletto sonno non poteo sostenere, anzi si ruppe e fui disvegliato. E mantenente cominciai a pensare, e trovai che l’ora ne la quale m’era questa visione apparita, era la quarta de la notte stata, sì che appare manifestamente ch’ella fue la prima ora de le nove ultime ore de la notte. Pensando io a ciò che m’era apparuto, propuosi di farlo sentire a molti li quali erano famosi trovatori in quello tempo; e con ciò fosse cosa che io avesse già veduto per me medesimo l’arte del dire parole per rima, propuosi di fare uno sonetto, ne lo quale io salutasse tutti li fedeli d’Amore; e pregandoli che giudicassero la mia visione, scrissi a loro ciò che io avea nel mio sonno veduto. E cominciai allora questo sonetto, lo quale comincia: “A ciascun’alma presa”.

 

A ciascun’alma presa e gentil core

nel cui cospetto ven lo dir presente,

in ciò che mi rescrivan suo parvente,

salute in lor segnor, cioè Amore.

 

Già eran quasi che atterzate l’ore22

del tempo che onne stella n’è lucente23,

quando m’apparve Amor subitamente,

cui essenza membrar mi dà orrore.

 

Allegro mi sembrava Amor tenendo

meo core in mano, e ne le braccia avea

madonna involta in un drappo dormendo.

 

Poi la svegliava, e d’esto core ardendo

lei paventosa umilmente pascea:

appresso gir lo ne vedea piangendo.

Questo sonetto si divide in due parti; che ne la prima parte saluto e domando risponsione, ne la seconda significo a che si dee rispondere, La seconda parte comincia quivi: “Già eran”24.

A questo sonetto fue risposto da molti e di diverse sentenzie; tra li quali fue risponditore quelli cui io chiamo primo de li miei amici, e disse allora uno sonetto, lo quale comincia: “Vedeste, al mio parere, onne valore”. E questo fue quasi lo principio de l’amistà tra lui e me, quando elli seppe che io era quelli che li avea ciò mandato.

Lo verace giudicio del detto sogno non fue veduto allora per alcuno, ma ora è manifestissimo a li più semplici25.

 

 


				
 

 

 

Dopo che furono passati tanti giorni, che erano esattamente compiuti nove anni dalla soprascritta apparizione di questa gentilissima, proprio nell’ultimo di questi giorni avvenne che che questa mirabile donna mi apparve con un vestito bianchissimo, tra due gentili donne di età maggiore; e passando per una via, volse gli occhi verso quella parte dove io mi trovavo molto timoroso, e per la sua ineffabile cortesia, che ora è premiata nella vita eterna, mi salutò con somma virtù, tanto che allora mi parve di vedere il massimo di ogni beatitudine. 

 

 

 

 

 

L’ora in cui il suo dolcissimo saluto mi raggiunse, era sicuramente la nona di quel giorno; e poiché quella fu la prima volta che le sue parole si mossero per raggiungere le mie orecchie, provai tanta dolcezza, che come inebriato mi allontanai dalle persone e mi rifugiai nella solitudine della mia camera, e mi misi a pensare di questa piena di grazia. 

 

 

E pensando a lei, mi sopraggiunse un sonno soave, durante il quale mi apparve una stupefacente visione: mi sembrava di vedere nella mia camera una nuvola del colore del fuoco dentro la quale distinguevo la figura di un signore, di terrificante aspetto al solo vederlo; ma lui mi sembrava in se stesso così pieno di letizia, da essere una cosa stranissima; e diceva con le sue parole molte cose, che io capivo solo in piccola parte, tra esse capii queste: “Io sono il tuo signore”. 

 

 

 

 

Nelle sue braccia mi sembrò di vedere una persona che dormiva nuda, solo che mi sembrava delicatamente avvolta in un lenzuolo sanguigno; guardando e riguardando la quale, riconobbi che era la donna della salute, che il giorno prima s’era degnata di salutarmi. 

 

 

E mi sembrava che costui tenesse in una mano una cosa che ardeva tutta, e mi sembrava che mi dicesse queste parole: “Guarda il tuo cuore”. 

 

Dopo essere rimasto immobile per un po’, mi sembrava che svegliasse questa donna che dormiva; e si sforzava e ingegnava tanto da farle mangiare la cosa che teneva in mano, la quale la donna mangiava timorosamente. 

 

 

Dopo ciò passava poco che la sua letizia si trasformava in amarissimo pianto; e mentre così piangeva, prendeva questa donna nella sue braccia, e con lei mi sembrava che se ne andasse verso il cielo; per questo io pativo un così grande affanno, che il mio sonno leggero non poté reggere, ma si ruppe e mi svegliai.

 

 

 

 

 

 

E subito cominciai a pensare, e scoprii che l’ora in cui questa visione m’era apparsa era la quarta della notte, per cui è chiaro che essa era la prima delle ultime nove ore della notte. 

 

 

 

Pensando a ciò che mi era apparso, decisi di farlo sapere a molti che erano famosi rimatori in quel tempo; 

 

 

e poiché io avevo già saggiato personalmente l’arte di dire parole in rima, decisi di fare un sonetto, nel quale salutare tutti i fedeli d’Amore; e pregandoli che intepretassero la mia visione, scrissi loro ciò che avevo visto in sogno. 

 

 

 

E cominciai allora questo sonetto, il quale inizia: “A ciascun’alma presa”.

 

 

 

 

 

 

A ciascuna anima innamorata e nobile cuore ai quali si presentano queste parole, affinché mi scrivano in risposta il loro parere, porgo il mio saluto nel nome del loro signore, cioè Amore. 

Erano già quasi giunte a un terzo le ore del tempo in cui ogni stella è per noi lucente, quando improvvisamente mi apparve Amore, il cui aspetto mi atterrisce anche solo a pensarlo. 

 

Mi sembrava allegro mentre teneva il mio cuore in mano e nelle braccia aveva la mia signora che dormiva avvolta in un lenzuolo. 

 

 

Poi la svegliava, e con fare umile nutriva lei titubante di questo cuore ardente; dopo lo vedevo andarsene in lacrime.

 

 

Questo sonetto si divide in due parti: nella prima saluto e domando la risposta, nella seconda espongo ciò a cui si deve rispondere. La seconda parte inizia con le parole “Già eran”. 

 

 

 

 

A questo sonetto fu data risposta da molti e con diverse interpretazioni: tra questi rispose colui che chiamo il primo dei miei amici; e compose allora un sonetto il cui incipit è “Vedeste, al mio parere, onne valore”. 

 

E questo fu quasi il principio dell’amicizia tra lui e me, quando egli seppe che io ero colui che gli aveva mandato quei versi. 

 

 

 

 

Il significato autentico del detto sogno non fu allora capito da nessuno, ma ora è chiarissimo anche ai più sprovveduti.

 

 


				
 

 

 

After many days had passed, exactly nine years after the aforementioned appearance of this most gracious lady, on the last of these days, it so happened that this wondrous lady appeared to me, dressed in the whitest of garments, between two gentlewomen of greater age; and as she walked down a street, she turned her eyes toward the place where I, filled with great fear, was standing, and through her ineffable courtesy, which is now rewarded in eternal life, she greeted me with such virtue that at that moment it seemed to me I had reached the pinnacle of all happiness.

 

 

 

 

 

The hour at which her sweetest greeting reached me was certainly the ninth of that day; and since that was the first time her words were directed toward my ears, I felt such sweetness that, as if intoxicated, I withdrew from the people around me and sought refuge in the solitude of my room, where I began to think of this lady full of grace. 

 

 

 

And as I thought of her, a sweet sleep overcame me, during which an astonishing vision appeared: it seemed to me that I saw in my room a cloud of fiery color, within which I discerned the figure of a lord, terrifying to behold; yet he seemed to me so full of joy within himself that it was the strangest thing; and with his words, he spoke of many things, of which I understood only a small part, among them these: "I am your lord."

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

In his arms, it seemed to me, he held a person who was asleep, naked, except that she seemed delicately wrapped in a blood-red cloth; looking and looking again, I recognized her as the lady of the greeting, who the day before had deigned to greet me.

 

 

And it seemed to me that he held in his hand something that burned entirely, and it seemed to me that he said these words to me: "Behold your heart."

 

 

After remaining still for a while, it seemed to me that he awakened this sleeping lady; and he strove and labored so much that he made her eat the thing he held in his hand, which she ate fearfully.

 

 

 

Shortly after, his joy turned into the most bitter weeping; and while he wept thus, he took this lady in his arms, and with her, it seemed to me, he ascended toward the heavens; because of this, I suffered such great anguish that my light sleep could not bear it, but broke, and I awoke.

 

 

 

 

 

 

And immediately I began to think, and I discovered that the hour at which this vision appeared to me was the fourth of the night, making it clear that it was the first of the last nine hours of the night.

 

 

Thinking of what had appeared to me, I decided to let it be known to many who were famous poets at that time;

 

and since I had already personally tasted the art of composing words in rhyme, I decided to create a sonnet, in which I would greet all the faithful of Love; and asking them to interpret my vision, I wrote to them what I had seen in my dream.

 

 

And thus I began this sonnet, which begins: “To each soul taken.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

To each loving soul and noble heart to whom these words are presented, so that they may write me back with their opinion, I offer my greeting in the name of their lord, that is, Love.

The hours of the time when every star is shining for us had already nearly reached a third, when suddenly Love appeared to me, whose aspect terrifies me even to think of it.

 

 

He seemed joyful as he held my heart in his hand, and in his arms, he had my lady who was sleeping, wrapped in a cloth.

 

 

Then he awoke her, and with humble gestures, he fed her hesitantly with this burning heart; after which I saw him leave in tears.

 

This sonnet is divided into two parts: in the first, I greet and ask for a response; in the second, I describe what they should respond to. The second part begins with the words “Già eran” (Already were.)

 

 

 

 

Many responded to this sonnet with different interpretations: among them was he whom I call the first of my friends; and he composed a sonnet that begins “Vedeste, al mio parere, onne valore” (You saw, in my opinion, every value.) And this was almost the beginning of the friendship between him and me when he learned that I was the one who had sent him those verses.

 

 

 

The true meaning of the said dream was not understood by anyone at the time, but now it is clear even to the least informed.
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IV. 

Da questa visione innanzi cominciò lo mio spirito naturale ad essere impedito ne la sua operazione, però che l’anima era tutta data nel pensare di questa gentilissima; onde io divenni in picciolo tempo poi di sì fraile e debole condizione, che a molti amici pesava de la mia vista; e molti pieni d’invidia già si procacciavano di sapere di me quello che io volea del tutto celare ad altrui. Ed io, accorgendomi del malvagio domandare che mi faceano, per la volontade d’Amore, lo quale mi comandava secondo lo consiglio de la ragione, rispondea loro che Amore era quelli che così m’avea governato. Dicea d’Amore, però che io portava nel viso tante de le sue insegne, che questo non si potea ricovrire. E quando mi domandavano  “Per cui t’ha così distrutto questo Amore?”, ed io sorridendo li guardava, e nulla dicea loro.
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