1

Life and Times
of
Girolamo Savonarola

BY

PROFESSOR PASQUALE VILLARI


TRANSLATED BY

LINDA VILLARI

 WITH
PORTRAITS AND ILLUSTRATIONS
[not included in this tract]



FOURTEENTH THOUSANDTH


London
T. FISHER UNWIN

New York
CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS

1888AD

Book II

CHAPTER 3.

THE REVOLT OF PISA. THE ENTRY OF CHARLES VIII. INTO FLORENCE; HIS TREATY WITH THE REPUBLIC AND HIS DEPARTURE.

(NOVEMBER, 1494.)

OWING to fresh disasters, Tuscan affairs  were now at a sad pass. On the very  day that the Medici were expelled from  Florence, the Pisans rose in revolt and
 regained their liberty by force. Ever since their subjection to the Florentine, or, as they called it, the foreign yoke, their sole aim had been to cast it off: Loss of independence had been almost immediately followed by the ruin of their commerce and industry. They had seen their population thinned, every free institution destroyed, and accordingly the greater part of the citizens had preferred exile to slavery. But, at the approach of the French, their hopes had revived, and Ludovico the Moor, who always fished in troubled waters, and already cherished the design of becoming master of Pisa, continually urged them to revolt, promising all kinds of assistance and causing secret hopes to be held out to them by persons in attendance upon the king. Hence, the moment Charles VIII. entered the city, the populace rose, tore down the Florentine arms, cast into the Arno the Marzocco1 that stood on the bridge and set up the king’s statue in its place. The Florentine authorities were forcibly expelled and their houses sacked by the mob. Liberty and independence were instantly proclaimed, all exiles recalled, and preparations begun for the celebrated and ill‑omened Pisan war, that was fated to exhaust the strength of both the revived republics, and cost the lives of many gallant citizens without any profit to either side.
    The king was a spectator of these revolutionary acts, and at first seemed inclined to encourage them; but his mood changed on beholding the expulsion of the Florentine rectors. He apparently expected the Pisans to reclaim their liberty without ceasing to yield obedience to the Florentines! But the people, having once begun the revolt, proceeded to accomplish it with the utmost rapidity. Thereupon Charles placed a French garrison in the fortress, and, thinking that this was all that was required, resumed his journey, scarcely noticing what had happened, and without troubling himself as to the consequences of having encouraged the Pisans. Thus, even before entering Florence, he had dealt a cruel blow to the Republic by allowing its subjects to rise in rebellion before his eyes and with the French army within their walls. It was truly a dangerous example for the whole State, and one that was soon followed by Arezzo, Montepulciano, and other cities. Meanwhile he continued his march, with a few days’ halt at Signa, in order to give time for the tumults in Florence to subside, and for suitable preparations to be made for his entry. Another embassy was sent to implore him to settle the terms of the treaty before he proceeded farther; but he replied as before: “We will arrange everything within the great town (ville).”2
    All this combined to keep the city in a state of confusion and suspense. The Medici only just driven out, the old government overthrown, and the new still unorganized; the king about to arrive without having been brought to terms, and at the head of a powerful army, already stained with Italian blood! There was excellent cause for alarm; but fortunately citizens of noted prudence and determination came to the Signory’s aid. Among others there was Piero Capponi, who in these days seemed to be the right hand of the Republic, even as Savonarola was its heart and soul. The latter preached charity, peace, and union, while the former flew wherever his presence seemed needed, providing arms and collecting men. All the houses were stocked with war material of every kind; stakes and planks were prepared for barricading the streets; hired troops, amounting, it is said, to the number of six thousand, were quartered in courtyards and in cloisters, ready to sally forth in defence of the Republic at the first sound of the alarm bell.3
    As the king’s intentions were still unknown, fresh relays of ambassadors were sent out to him. But meanwhile French officers and men passed the gates in little bands of fifteen or so at a time, and were seen roving about the town unarmed, jaunty, and gallant, bearing pieces of chalk in their hands to mark the houses on which their troops were to be billeted. While affecting an air of contemptuous indifference, they were unable to hide their amazement at the sight of so many splendid buildings, and at every turn were confounded by the novel scenes presented to their gaze. But what struck them most of all was the grim severity of the palaces which appeared to be impregnable strongholds, and the towers still scarred with the marks of fierce and sanguinary faction fights. Then, on the 15th of November, they witnessed a sight that sent a thrill of fear to their souls. Whether by accident or design, a rumour suddenly spread through the town that Piero de’ Medici was nearing the gates. Instantly the bell of the Signory clanged the alarm; the streets swarmed with a furious mob; armed men sprang, as by magic, from the earth, and rushed towards the Piazza; palace doors were barred; towers bristled with defenders; stockades began to be built across the streets, and on that day the French took their first lesson in the art of barricades. It was soon ascertained that the rumour was false, and the tumult subsided as quickly as it had risen. But the foreign soldiers were forced to acknowledge that their tactics and their stout battalions would be almost powerless, hemmed. in those streets, against this new and unknown mode of warfare. In fact the Florentines looked on the Frenchmen with a certain pert assurance, as if they would say: “We shall see!” For having now regained its liberty, this people thought itself master of the world, and almost believed that there was nothing left for it to fear.4
    Meanwhile splendid preparations were being made in the Medici palace5 for the reception of King Charles; his officers were to be lodged in the houses of the principal citizens, and the streets through which he was to pass were covered with awnings and draped with hangings and tapestries. On the 17th of November the Signory assembled on a platform erected by the San Frediano Gate; and numbers of young Florentine nobles went forth to meet the king, who made his state entry at the twenty‑first hour of the day.6 The members of the Signory then rose and advanced towards him to pay their respects, while Messer Luca Corsini, being deputed to that office, stood forth to read a written address. But just at that moment rain began to fall, the horses grew restless and hustled a against one another, and the whole ceremony was thrown into confusion. Only Messer Francesco Gaddi, one of the officers of the palace, had sufficient presence of mind to press his way through the throng and make a short speech suited to the occasion in French; after which the king moved forward under a rich canopy.7 The monarch’s appearance was in strange contrast with that of the numerous and powerful army behind him. He seemed almost a monster, with his enormous head, long nose, wide, gaping mouth, big, white, purblind eyes, very diminutive body, extraordinarily thin legs, and misshapen feet. He was clad in black velvet, and a mantle of gold brocade; bestrode a tall and very beautiful charger, and entered the city riding with his lance levelled, a martial attitude then considered as a sign of conquest. All this rendered the meanness of his person the more grotesquely conspicuous. By his side rode the haughty Cardinal of St. Piero in Vincoli, the Cardinal of St. Malo, and a few marshals. At their heels came the royal body‑guard of 100 bowmen, composed of the finest young men in France, and then 200 French knights marching on foot with splendid dresses and equipments. These were followed by the Swiss vanguard, resplendent and parti‑coloured, bearing halberds of burnished steel, and with rich waving plumes on their officers’ helmets. The faces of these men expressed the mountaineer spirit of daring and the proud consciousness of being the first infantry in Europe; while the greater part of them had scornfully thrown aside the cuirass, referring to fight with their chests bared. The  centre consisted of Gascon infantry, small, light, agile men, whose  numbers seemed to multiply as the army advanced. But the  grandest sight was the cavalry, comprising the flower of the French aristocracy, and displaying finely‑wrought weapons, mantles of gorgeous brocade, velvet banners embroidered with  gold, chains of gold, and other precious ornaments. The  cuirassiers had a terrible aspect, for their horses seemed like  monsters with their cropped tails and ears. The archers were men  of extraordinary height, armed with very long wooden bows;  they came from Scotland and other northern countries, and—in the words of a contemporary historian—seemed to be beast‑like men  (parevano uomini bestiali).8
    This well‑ordered and disciplined army, composed of so many different nationalities, with such varied attire and strange weapons, was as new and amazing a sight to Florence as to almost all Italy, where no standing armies were as yet in existence, and mercenaries the only soldiery known. It is impossible to give the number of the forces accompanying the king to Florence; for his artillery were marching towards Rome by another route, he had left garrisons in many strongholds, and sent on another body of men by Romagna. Gaddi,9 who witnessed the entrance of the French, says that their numbers amounted to 12,000; Rinuccini, who was also present, estimated them at a lower figure; others at a higher. In any case the city and suburbs were crammed with them.
    The procession marched over the Ponte Vecchio (Old Bridge), which was gay with festive decorations, and sounds of music, wound across the Piazza amid a crowd of triumphal cars, statues, &c., and, passing the Canto dei Pazzi, made the tour of the Cathedral Square, and halted before the great door of the church.10 The people shouted the name of France with cries of applause, but the king only smiled inanely and stammered some inappropriate words in Italian. Entering the Duomo, he was met by the Signory, who, to avoid the pressure of the armed host, had been obliged to come round by the back streets. After joining in prayers with their royal guest, they escorted him to the sumptuous palace of the Medici, and the soldiers dispersed to their quarters. That night and the next the whole city was a blaze of illuminations; the intervening day was devoted to feasting and amusements, and then the terms of the treaty began to be discussed.
     The arbiters or syndics chosen by the Signory for this purpose were: Messer Guidantontio Vespucci, Messer Domenico Bonsi, Francesco Valori, and Piero Capponi—citizens of the highest reputation. Vespucci was thoroughly versed in law and the management of State affairs; Bonsi had won honourable distinction in many embassies; Valori, afterwards entitled the Florentine Cato, had become, as we have seen, one of the leaders of the people; and Capponi, to whom we have so frequently referred, was in truth a man of extraordinary gifts. He was born in 1447, of an old Florentine stock that had always been friendly to freedom and distinguished for many noble deeds. His father had trained him to commerce, recommending him to keep out of politics, now that the times were going badly, and accordingly Piero devoted himself so energetically to trade, that many accused him of being over greedy of gain. When about thirty years of age, Lorenzo de’ Medici who knew how to turn capable citizens to account, offered him several missions, which he willingly undertook and accomplished with admirable skill. On these occasions Capponi showed himself possessed of a singular insight into character, and a special power of gaining influence over the potentates with whom he had to deal, and more especially over those who prided themselves on their reticence and impenetrability. In fact Ferdinand and Alphonso of Naples frequently trusted to his advice rather than to that of their own generals and ministers. Capponi had done well in exchanging commerce for diplomacy, but he did still better in forsaking the latter for the business of war, and then realized that his true mission was neither to sit in a banking office, nor negotiate treaties, but rather to fight, sword in hand. His vocation was revealed to him by chance. He was acting as Commissary of the Republic to Alphonso of Aragon’s camp when this monarch was marching to the assistance of the Duke of Ferrara. The Neapolitan army being defeated by the Papal forces, Alphonso was so deeply discomfited that he would have certainly ordered a retreat had not Capponi contrived to infuse fresh courage both in him and his men. And adding deeds to his words, the Florentine led the men into action in so gallant a way as to prove to himself that he was a good soldier, and not only capable of facing the enemy, but of making an excellent leader to all brave enough to follow him.11 From that day he was always to be seen in the thickest of the fight, and the Republic, delighted to possess so valiant a captain, continually charged him with the most difficult enterprises. And the harder the task, the more readily Capponi assumed it, always acting both as soldier and commander—a fatal readiness that afterwards led to his death.
    He had always been one of the most powerful men in Florence, and, from love of activity, had frequently given his services to Lorenzo the Magnificent. But when that prince was dead, and Piero reigning in his place, Capponi, as we have seen, soon lost patience with the latter’s feeble, vacillating, and undignified rule, and, declaring himself an irreconcilable foe to the Medici, was one of those who did most to drive them from Florence. He was accordingly held in the highest estimation by the people, and the safety of the whole Republic was now entrusted, almost exclusively, to him. No better man could have been found to deal with Charles, and, if necessary, firmly resist him. Having been sent on several missions to France, he had learnt to understand the national character, and was accustomed to say:11 When our Italians have once smelt the French, they will cease to have so great a fear of them.”12 Hence the whole weight of these grave and difficult negotiations naturally fell upon his shoulders, and the knowledge that the fate of the entire nation was in his hands, only swelled his courage and raised him, as it were, above himself.

    Meanwhile the mother and wife of Piero de’ Medici had gained the ear of the king and his advisers, and, in the words of the chronicler, “gave, and promised, and offered that if Piero could succeed in returning, he would share the government with the French.”13 These solicitations inclined the monarch still more in favour of the Medici, and the syndics of the Republic were now treated with great haughtiness. Charles gave them audience surrounded by his generals, advanced new and more exorbitant demands, and declared, among other things, that he had come to the city as a conqueror, having entered with levelled lance! These speeches only served to exasperate the people against him, without leading to any conclusion, and matters dragged on from bad to worse. When at last the king ventured to say a few words in Piero’s favour to the syndics, the faces of the Republicans grew very stern, and there was a speedy change in the aspect of the city. The Signory instantly met in council at the palace, summoned the principal citizens, and informing them of the public danger, bade them make ready to fly to arms, and head the people at the first peal of the tower bell. Rumours of the expected crisis were already afloat; consequently Florentines and French began to exchange defiant glances and insulting words, and even occasionally came to blows.
    One day a quarrel of this kind led to a serious disturbance. A band of French soldiers were seen going about the city dragging some Italian prisoners of war bound with ropes, whom they had taken in Lunigiana, forcing them to beg money in the streets to pay their ransom, and threatening to kill them if they did not obtain enough. The Florentines were so enraged by this barbarous sight, that some of the more daring spirits cut the cords and allowed the prisoners to escape. The French were furious, and vainly tried to recapture their victims. A fight ensued, the citizens stood their ground, and recruits poured in from all sides to swell the fray. The Swiss, hearing of the riot, thought that the king’s safety was threatened, and made a rush towards his palace; but their passage was barred in Borgo Ognisanti, and on trying to force their way through, they were assailed by such a hailstorm of stones from the windows that they were driven to retreat. The struggle went on for an hour, but then some of the royal officers and many of the principal citizens came to quell the disturbance by the Signory’s command. However, this was a severe lesson for the French; their pride was lowered, and they realized that Florence was not to be conquered by entering it chalk in hand and lance to hip.14 A city, that at the first stroke of the alarm bell, could be converted into a menacing stronghold, that barricaded its streets, and rained down stones, fire and all sorts of projectiles from its windows, was a place of mystery and terror even for the haughty Swiss infantry, who were dismayed by seeing how easily an army could be destroyed in those narrow streets.15
    Thereupon the Signory took advantage of the opportunity, and, with the aid of many of the foreign ambassadors, at last succeeded in bringing the king to a more reasonable frame of mind. Some of his extravagant pretensions were abated; he said nothing more of Piero or the conquered city, and almost all the terms of the treaty were fixed. The king was to receive the title of Protector of the liberty of Florence, and have the right to hold the fortresses for two years, on condition that he restored them sooner, should the war be ended before that date. The Florentines also agreed to pay him a large sum of money; but fresh dissensions then arose as to its amount. Charles VIII. having been much impressed by the lavish promises of Piero de’ Medici and his kindred, demanded a far larger sum than the Republic was able to pay, without most unjustly burdening all the citizens. Thus there was again much exasperation on either side, and messengers were continually sent backwards and forwards between the Signory and the king, without anything being settled. Charles clung obstinately to his demands, and Capponi found it very difficult to control his temper and restrain his indignation. At last the monarch ordered his secretary to read his ultimatum, saying that he would yield no more upon any point. Naturally the syndics again refused to accept it; whereupon the king turned on them in great fury and exclaimed, in a threatening tone: “Then we will sound our trumpets.” At this Capponi became red as fire, and, snatching the paper from the secretary’s hand, tore it in the king’s face, and made his celebrated reply: “And we will ring our bells,”,16 And thanks to the energy of his tone, the agreement was signed and sealed in a few hours, after so much entreaty and so many days of negotiation had been devoted to it in vain.17
    The terms of the treaty stood as follows:—That there should be a good and faithful friendship between the Republic and the king; that their subjects should have reciprocal protection; that the king should receive the title of Restorer and Protector of the liberty of Florence; that he should be paid 120,000 florins in three instalments; that he was not to retain the fortresses for more than two years; and if the Neapolitan expedition finished before that date, he was then to give them up without delay; that the Pisans were to receive pardon as soon as they should resume their allegiance to Florence. It was also stipulated that the decree, putting a price on the heads of the Medici, should be revoked, but that the estates of Giuliano and Cardinal Giovanni were to remain confiscated until all Piero’s debts had been paid, and that the said Piero was to remain banished to a distance of 200 miles, and his brothers, of 100 from the Tuscan border. After the agreement had been drawn up in regular official form, the contracting parties met in the Duomo to swear to the observance of all its clauses, and in the evening there was a general illumination of the city, although the people gave no signs of their previous goodwill towards the King.18
    But no sooner was one difficulty disposed of, than another arose. When all was concluded Charles relapsed into his normal state of inertia, and showed no disposition to depart. The city was thronged by the French quartered in the houses, and the Italian soldiery hidden on all sides; the shops were shut up and all traffic suspended; everything was in a state of uncertainty and disorder, and the continual quarrels between the natives and the foreigner might at any moment provoke the most serious complications. There were perpetual robberies and murders by night‑a most unusual state of things for Florence; and the people seemed to be on the verge of revolt at the least provocation. Thus matters went on from day to day, and consequently all honest citizens vainly did their utmost to hasten the king’s departure. And the universal suspense was heightened by the impossibility of finding any way of forcing him to a decision.
    At last another appeal was made to Savonarola, who was exerting all his influence to keep the people quiet, and whose peaceful admonitions during this period of danger and confusion had been no less efficacious than the heroic defiance of Piero Capponi. The Friar’s sermons at this time were always directed to the general welfare. He exhorted the citizens to lay aside their animosities and ambitions; to attend the councils at the palace in a righteous spirit, and with a view, not to their personal interest, but to the general good, and with the firm resolve to promote the unity and concord of their city. Then, indeed, would they be acceptable in the Lord’s sight.”19 He addressed himself to every class of the people in turn, proving to all that it would be to their own advantage, both in this life and the next, to labour for the defence of liberty and the establishment of union and concord. When asked to seek the king and endeavour to persuade him to leave, he cheerfully undertook the task and hastened to the royal abode. The officers and lords in attendance were at first inclined to refuse him admittance, fearing that his visit might defeat their plan of pillaging the treasures of this sumptuous palace. But remembering the veneration in which the Friar was held by the king, they dared not refuse his demand and allowed him to pass. Charles, surrounded by his Barons, received him very graciously, and Savonarola went straight to the point by saying:—“Most Christian Prince, thy stay here is causing great injury both to our city and thine own enterprise. Thou losest time, forgetful of the duty imposed on thee by Providence, and to the serious hurt of thy spiritual welfare and worldly fame. Hearken now to the voice of God’s servant! Pursue thy journey without delay. Seek not to bring ruin on this city and thereby rouse the anger of the Lord against thee.”20
    So, at last, on the 28th November, at the twenty‑second hour of the day, the king departed with his army, leaving the people of Florence very badly disposed towards him. Among their many just causes of complaint was the sack of the splendid palace in which he had been so liberally and trustfully entertained. Nor were common soldiers and inferior officers alone concerned in this robbery; the hands of generals and barons were equally busy, and the king himself carried off objects of the greatest value among other things a precious intaglio representing a unicorn, estimated by Commines to be worth about seven thousand ducats. With such an example set them by their sovereign, it may be easily imagined how the others behaved; and Commines himself tells us that “they shamelessly took possession of everything that tempted their greed.”21 Thus the rich and marvellous collections formed by the Medici were all lost, excepting what had been placed in safety at St. Mark’s, for the few things left behind by the French were so much damaged that they had to be sold.22 Nevertheless the inhabitants were so rejoiced to be finally rid of their dangerous guests, that no one mourned over these thefts. On the contrary, public thanksgivings were offered up in the churches, the people went about the streets with their old gaiety and light heartedness, and the authorities began to take measures to provide for the urgent necessities of the new Republic.
    During this interval the aspect of Florentine affairs had entirely changed. The partisans of the Medici had disappeared from the city as if by magic; the popular party ruled over everything, and Savonarola ruled the will of the whole population. He was unanimously declared to have been a true prophet of all that had occurred, the only man who had succeeded in controlling the king’s conduct on his entry into Florence, the only man who had induced him to depart: accordingly all hung on Savonarola’s lips for counsel, aid, and direction as to their future proceedings. And as though the men of the old State saw the need of effacing themselves to make way for new blood, several prominent representatives and friends of the Medici House died during this period. Angelo Poliziano had passed away this year, on the 24th September, “loaded with as much infamy and public opprobrium as a man could well bear.”23 He was accused of numberless vices and unlimited profligacy; but the chief cause of all the hatred lavished on him was the general detestation already felt for Piero de’ Medici, the approach of his downfall and that of all his adherents.24 Nor was the public rancour at all softened by the knowledge that the last utterances of the illustrious poet and learned scholar had been the words of a penitent Christian. He had requested that his body should be clothed in the Dominican habit and interred in the church of St. Mark, and there his ashes repose beside the remains of Giovanni Pico della Mirandola, who expired on the very day of Charles VIII.’s entry into Florence.25 Pico had long entertained a desire to join the fraternity of St. Mark’s, but delaying too long to carry out his intent, was surprised by death at the early age of thirty‑two years.26 On his death‑bed he, too, had besought Savonarola to allow him to be buried in the robe he had yearned to wear.
    The end of these two celebrated Italians recalled to mind the last hours and last confession of Lorenzo the Magnificent, and was by many regarded as a sign that the Medicean adherents had been unwilling to pass away without acknowledging their crimes, without asking pardon from the people whom they had so deeply oppressed, and from the Friar, who was, as it were, the people’s best representative. It was certainly remarkable that all these men should turn to the Convent of St. Mark, whence had issued the first cry of liberty, and the first sign of war against the tyranny of the Medici.

FOOTNOTES

1 The Florentine Marzocco is the figure of a lion seated on its haunches, with one paw resting on a shield bearing the emblematic lily of the Republic. It was always erected in public places. The derivation of the word is unknown.—TR.

2 Nardi, vol. i., p. 47. See also the other historians before quoted, and more especially Cerretani, Parenti, Gaddi, and Guicciardini.

3 Guicciardini, “Storia d’ Italia,” i. 117, and “Storia Florentine,” chaps. xi. and xii. See also Nardi and the other authors before quoted.

4 Nardi, Parenti, Cerretani, Rinuccini, &c. 

5 Now known as the Riccardi Palace in Via Cavour.

6 I.e., about two o’clock in the afternoon.

7 Gaddi, “ Prioristat” in the “Archivio Storico Italiano,” vol. iv. part ii. V, 42.

8 Cerretani, “ Storia di Firenze,” at sheet 201, Parenti; Gaddi, Nardi. See also Albèri, “Relazioni degli Ambasciatori Veneti,” vol iv. p. 16. In the midst of the terror spread by this army it was the theme of many satirical remarks, especially from the Venetians, whose pride was always the greatest. blarin Sanudo tells us—in his “Spedizione” di Carlo VIII. in Italia,” p. 134—that the French weapons seemed “better suited for splitting doors than for fighting.” And, at the head of all the soldiers, he adds, there marched “a monster of a man (omaccione) with a polished sword like a spit for roast pork, and then four big drums played with both hands, and accompanied by two pipes, making an infernal noise, such as one hears at a fair.”

9 Gaddi, “ Priorista.”

10 This narrative is mainly derived from the accounts of Gaddi and Rinuccini, who were spectators of the king’s entrance. Cerretani supplies a very minute description of the French army; and Nardi, Parents, Guicciardini, Sanudo, and Commines all give many particulars of it. Among modern writers we may mention Sismondi, “ Hist. des Repub. Ital.” and “Histoire des Francais”; and Michelet, “Renaissance.” De Cherrier’s work is more recent, but contains little fresh information.

11 This circumstance, while doing much honour to Capponi, is an additional proof of the miserable state to which the art of war in Italy had then becn reduced. Acciaioli, “Vita di Piero Capponi,” in the “Archivio Storico Italiano,” vol. iv. part ii.  

12 Vide Capponi’s Letters given in the appendix to the “Vita di Capponi,” quoted above, p. 55. See also the fine remarks of marquis Gino Capponi on the same subject in the first volume of the “Archivio Storico Italiano”, V. 348 and fol.

13 Parenti, “Storia,” MS., at sheet 203.

14 It was in these terms that the king and his officers boasted that they were masters of Florence. As we have seen, the French made chalk marks on the houses they intended to occupy.

15 Vide the descriptions of this riot given by Cerretani and Parenti. Cerretani (MS., loc. cit., sheet 211) concludes his narrative of the event in the following words: “A most courageous defence was made, the which inspired no little fear in the French; for the greater part of them, armed soldiers though they were, gathered together trembling like women.”

16 The historian, Marquis Gino Capponi, says, in reference to Capponi’s reply: “Fortune enabled him to seize one of the rare moments which only come once in a lifetime (“ Archivio Storico Italiano,” vol. i, p. 361.) Vide Cerretani, Parenti, Guicciardini, Nardi, Machiavelli; and the before quoted  Vita di P. Capponi.”

17 Machiavelli’s “Decennali” contains some well‑known lines on this theme

Lo strepito dell’ armi a de’ cavalli
Non pots far the non fosse sentita
La voce d’un Cappon fra cento Galli.

(Even the clash of arms and stamping of steeds could not drown the crow of a Capon among a hundred cocks.)

18 The treaty between Charles VIII. and the Republic was published in the first volume of the “Arch. Stor. Ital.,” with some interesting remarks by Marquis Gino Capponi.

19 “Prediche sopra Aggeo,” before quoted. Venice, 1544. But, as in most of the Venetian editions of Savonarola’s works, there are many blunders in this collection of sermons. For instance, sermon iv. is said to have been delivered after the expulsion of the Medici, and sermon v. after the Friar’s return from Pisa. This has led several biographers to believe that Savonarola’s journey from Florence to Pisa was made after the Medici had been driven out. But by careful perusal and by noticing that sermons i., ii., and iii. were preached on the 1st, 2nd, and 6th November, it will be ascertained that No. iv. is the sermon preached after Savonarola’s return from Pisa, and that he was not in Florence when the Medici were expelled. This too is clearly proved by the chroniclers who give us the dates of the election of the ambassadors and of the day of their departure. And there are official documents to prove the accuracy of these dates,

20 These facts have been repeatedly narrated by Savonarola himself, as well as by his biographers. Vide sermon xxvi., sopra Michea (on Micah), delivered the 28th October, 1496.

21 Commines, “Memoires,” liv. viii. chap ix.

22 Ibid. and Sismondi, “Hist. des Pep. Ital.,” chap. xciii. 

23 Parenti, “Storia  Fiorentina,” MS. cit., loc. cit., sheet 479.

24 “The vituperation poured upon him (Poliziano) was caused less by his vices than by the hatred Piero de’ Medici had excited in our city “ (Parent,, loc. cit.).

25 These are the inscriptions to be found in the Church of St. Mark

 “D.M.S.
 Johannes iacet hic Mirandula caetera norut
 Et Tagus et Ganges forsan et Antipodes
 Ob. an. Sal. MCCCCLXXXXIIII. vix. an. xxxii.

Hieronimus Benivienius ne disiunctus post
Mortem locus ossa separet quor. animas
In vita coniunxit amor hac humo
Supposita poni curavit
Ob. an. MDXXXXIL vix. an. lxxxix. Mens. vi.”

Below this tablet is the one dedicated to Poliziano

 “Politianus
In hoc tumulo iacet
 Angelus unum
Qui caput et linguas
Res nova tres habuit
Obiit an. MCCCCLXXXXIV.
Sep. xxiv.‑ Aetatis XL:”

26 Pico’s long hesitation led Savonarola to doubt for a moment whether his friend could be saved, since he had apparently resisted the call vouchsafed him by the Lord. But the Friar afterwards had a vision in which he beheld Pico borne up to heaven by angels. Thereupon he felt assured that his friend was in Purgatory, and stated his belief to the people from the pulpit. Lade the conclusion of sermon vi. in the “Prediche sopra Aggeo.”



