
Florence,
1490

Dearest Giovanni,

My friend, I do not know what to think of your last letter, nor why you appealed to the Dominican 

to return to Florence. It seems that your time in Paris has changed you, and I am greatly concerned, 

my friend. I wish that you would join Benevieni and I in the city for a time. I know you take comfort 
in the villa in Fiesole, but it is not too far to journey, and perhaps the three of us may curb the more 
extreme aspects of Savaranola’s personality, which lately seem to be coming to the fore.
I received a letter from G. She seems greatly dismayed that you have cut off correspondence, and 

mentioned your request to send the copies of your sonnets. I beg of you, Giovanni, whatever your in}
tentions are toward the lady, do not take steps to destroy your work. I know that you have lately regret}
ted your association with her, but it does a service to none when you destroy a thing of beauty that was 
created from affectionate regard. If you will, send them to me for safekeeping, as they are some of your 
finest poems. Or if you would rather, send them with Jacopo when he travels to us this fall.

I spoke with Signore Andros when he returned from his visit with you in Fiesole. He was traveling 
to his estate in Perugia, and wished to see Lorenzo on his way out of the city. He also seemed ill at ease 
over your apparent denouement of your more progressive ideas, and advised me to counsel you. He is 
an odd man, to be sure, but exhibits a fondness for you, and a marked interest in your well-being, so 
he cannot be ignored.

Your friends have concern for you, Giovanni. Take care, and reconsider a move back to Ferrara. 

Your intellect would be missed, and in these days, I fear what may happen to the Dominican if your 
steadying influence over him is not felt.
You are welcome at Benevieni’s home any time, of course. You have only to let him know when you 

will be arriving. We look forward to Jacopo’s visit with great excitement. The boy has lately the look of 
a man, and it is our pleasure to see him so well grown.

I remain,

Your faithful friend,

Poliziano


