
Florence
March 1485

My dear f!end,

I received your letter from Paris and am pleased to hear of your warm welcome. I hear that it is a 

place of great ideas. Many who pass through Lorenzo’s court seem enamored with it. I may have to 

make the journey myself someday, though I hear the weather is not as fair as our own.

I am also pleased to hear of Jacopo’s progress and hope he becomes a good companion for you. We 
are both glad the boy will be raised with education. Indeed, I wish my own young charge was half as 
diligent in his studies as it sounds like the boy is.
I will not linger in this letter, but hope to hear a response to you soon regarding the matter of G. 

Do not think, my Giovanni, that your unsigned correspondence has gone unnoticed. Your sonnets have 
been read in the very rooms of Lorenzo’s home. While they are beautiful work—some of your best, if I 
may be so bold to say—I beg of you to be more discreet in your admiration. You are fortunate so many 

ladies share the fair skin and dark hair of your muse, as their generality may yet prevent you from 

becoming embroiled in another scandal.
Patience, my friend, for who knows what plans God may have for you. The lady is yet young, and 

her husband is greatly her senior. But I say too much and must be more circumspect.
Ficino asks after you, as does Lorenzo. Benevieni and the Dominican send their regards, of course. 

I have not heard news of your family in Mirandola, but I trust they are well. You might write to Fic}
ino when you have a chance and tell him more of the alchemal texts you wrote me about, and your 
ideas for public debate which I must address at length in another letter.
My friend, you are missed.

I remain,

Your friend,

An"lo Poliziano


