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INTRODUCTION

At Pavia in 1501 the celebrated Milanese physician, Giro-
lamo Cardano, was born. Benvenuto Cellini, the Floren-
tine, was scarcely a year his senior. In the lusty society of
sixteenth-century Italy both men lived vigorously, Cardano
for seventy-five years, Cellini seventy-one; both men were
widely known to their contemporaries to whom they ren-
dered notable services in the arts and sciences; both, yield-
ing to the autobiographical impulse, have left us vivid,
intimate, and valuable records of their lives and times.
While the Florentine has become a thoroughly familiar
figure in the world of letters, and his autobiography as
popular as a novel, to the memory of Jerome Cardan, as the
Milanese is known in English, time has not been so gener-
ous. Yet if no considerable interest in Cardan has survived,
at least every generation has raised some slight literary
memorial to his name; historians of mathematics, of
esoteric philosophy and of the autobiography as a form
have not been able to overlook him, for to these fields he
made significant contributions. Nor has he lacked biog-
raphers, especially among English men of letters. Than
The Life of Girolamo Cardano of Milan, Physician, by
Henry Morley, 1854,* certainly few more engaging bio-
graphical writings have been made. Morley’s study is
based upon the facts of Cardan’s life as the physician left
them generously scattered throughout all his books; for
the Vita, says Morley, “is no autobiography, but rather a

*2 vols. Chapman & Hall, London, 1854.
[ vii ]




viii INTRODUCTION

garrulous disquisition upon himself written by an old man
when his mind was affected by much recent sorrow.” In
1898 W. G. Waters, long known for his appreciative studies
of the humanists and their day, brought out a life of Car-
dan, which, if not so like a richly painted canvas of six-
teenth-century life in Italy as Morley’s book, leaves the
reader with a clearer picture of Cardan the scholar and
the product of humanism.**

Although Cardan’s Latin autobiography itself, De Viza
Propria Liber, was translated into Italian in 1821" and into
German in 1914,” no one has, previous to this, ventured to
publish an English version, notwithstanding all who are
acquainted with it, detractors and defenders alike, join in
acknowledging that it is an uncommon document which
stands almost alone among records of its class. Of this fact
Anna Robeson Burr gives us ample assurance in her ex-
haustive work, The Autobiography?

“But when we turn to our great self-student, Jerome
Cardan, we find a new force at work,” Mrs. Burr writes
in the course of her discussion of the three great archetypes
of the autobiographical form represented by Caesar, St.
Augustine and Cardan, “a force which was neither the
recording-historical impulse, nor the emotional-religious
impulse, but the impulse we now call scientific. A great

**Jerome Cardan, A Biographical Study, London: Lawrence &
Bullen, Ltd., 1898.

1V, Montovani, Vita di Girolamo Cardano, Milanese, filosofo,
medicoe litterato celebratissimo, Milan: Sonzogno, 1821.

2Hermann Hefele, Des Girolamo Cardano von Mailland Eigene
Lebensbeschreibung, Jena: Eugen Diederichs, 1914.

3Anna Robeson Burr, The Autobiography, Boston: Houghton
Mifflin Co., 1909.
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space of time had passed between the Confessions in 430
A. D, and the De Vita Propria Liber in 1575. The ancient
world had crumbled away, the Renaissance had risen;
what we call the modern era had been born. During these
eleven hundred and forty-five years, while the religious
confession from Augustine to Paulinus of Pella, to Suso,
to Guibert, and so following, had been abundant; while
the historical memoir, following Casar and Josephus, had
come to establish itself firmly as a literary fashion; yet
there is absolutely no trace of scientific self-study. This
fact helps one to realize what a wholly fresh idea came to
the Italian physician when he set to work examining him-
self ‘as if he were a new species of animal which he never
expected to see again.” His Book . . .. was as much repro-
bated as the Confessions of Rousseau, as much read and as
much imitated. It stands in the pages of seventeenth and
eighteenth 'century learning, mentioned by such men as
Huet, Burton, Sir Thomas Browne, as among the great
intellectual influences of their lives . . . . Cardan is among
the first manifestations of what we term the scientific spirit;
he is in the forefront of that new order which was to
change the face of the universe. His influence on later
minds and writings is a scientific influence. A second rea-
son for analyzing the De Vita Propria Liber is the char-
acter of the document itself. Its information, its attitude
and its logic have been misread, misinterpreted, misunder-
stood for four hundred years. As a study it is so far in
advance of its time, that even one hundred years ago much
of the matter would have been incomprehensible. Here is
a scientist deeply interested in the brain and nervous sys-
tem, and their relation to the physical and intellectual life,
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and at a date when the existence of such a relation was by
no means clearly established. His own brain and nervous
system present a series of the most complicated problems
before which he sits in clinic. If his deductions seem wild
to us, let us not forget how absurd were his premises. The
fact remains that here, in 1575, sits the first psychologist,
minutely examining the only case at hand, a case which,
fortunately for us, presents the most salient, individual and
often abnormal features. It is not only that a scientist of
the first order is examining this brain; but the brain itself
is of the first order, presenting those definite characteristics
and that high quality which makes its examination im-
portant. . . . Of perfect originality, this book contains
psychological data which have awaited the birth and de-
velopment of a special branch of science for their
elucidation.”

“Not tumultuous events” but the “many noteworthy ex-
periences” of his career, Cardan explains in the prologue
of the Viza, make up the substance of his autobiography.
The ‘psychological data’ to which Mrs. Burr refers must be
collected from the record of these noteworthy experiences
wherein the real and the fanciful, the natural and the
supernatural, the simple and the profound are so casually
intermingled that men have long been swept from one
extreme to the other in their estimate of the author: he has
been called a scientific genius and a child, a madman or a
philosopher. Perhaps in the light of modern psychology
Jerome Cardan will appear more nearly the normally
abnormal human being, simply and frankly recording his
sensations and reactions.

When from the vantage ground of seventy-four years
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Cardan wrote the Viza in 1575, no doubt the “events” of
his career assumed their true place and proportion in his
life. If he seems to have devoted a disproportionate
amount of space to the wretched conditions of his birth
and of his boyhood in Milan, it is because he recognized
the profound influence these early experiences had upon
his existence. His university life at Pavia and Padua and
the degrees he won in medicine receive scant attention in
his record compared to his reminiscences of those blissful
years in the village of Sacco where he secured his first
practice. At Sacco he scribbled, gambled, had the fever,
debated in the tavern, married—in short, did everything
except practice his profession and earn a living; he says he
lived “on nothing a year” but acknowledges that it was
one of the happiest periods of his life.

That Cardan’s forty-year struggle with poverty, disgrace
and ill health should have left a deeper mark upon the
man than his swift rise to fame and affluence is natural.
We are permitted to trace every step of the difficult road
down to that nadir of need when Cardan “ceased to be
poor” because he “had nothing left to lose,” but we are
scarcely aware of the swift turns of success whereby, after
1539, he became the most popular, fashionable and
sought-after physician in North Italy. The post of lectur-
ing publicly in Mathematics under the Plat Foundation at
Milan was followed by admission to the College of Physi-
cians of Milan. Some remarkably successful cures in the
profession he was now legally permitted to practice in that
city brought him renown. The long chapter in the Viza
on “Successes in My Practice” is a record of some forty or
fifty cases which Cardan treated with marked success; in
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his autobiography these take the place of the descriptions
in Cellini’s autobiography of the many exquisite creations
which, as artist and jeweller, the Florentine took pleasure
_in recalling,-as he had found satisfaction in their pro-
duction.

He was called to a professorship at the University of
Pavia, while he declined an offer of patronage from Pope
Paul III, and rejected an opportunity to become court
physician of Denmark. Meanwhile his books were being
published. In 1545 the great algebra—Ars Magna—which
was the masterpiece of his mathematical writings appeared,
containing formul® and principles which to this day bear
his name. The solution of equations of the third degree,
known as Cardan’s Rule, was, however, the discovery of
Niccold Tartaglia of Brescia whose confidence Cardan
betrayed in the interests of science.*

In 1552 Cardan accepted an offer to go to Scotland to
attend John Hamilton, Archbishop of St. Andrews and
brother of the regent. From the Scottish court he proceeded
to England to the court of Edward VI; while in London he
stayed at the home of Sir John Cheke who “taught Oxford
and King Edward Greek.” Cardan’s return through
Europe was a triumphal progress; from all sides came
offers, invitations and gifts, and abundant recognition of
his genius and popularity.

If Cardan does not give us too clear a picture of the high-
hour of his success, we are not spared a single detail of the
calamitous event which ensued, the execution of the eldest
of his three children for wife murder. Cardan never re-

*See chapter 44, note 1.
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covered from the grief and horror of that day. He left
Milan forever, unable to endure his familiar surroundings,
and accepted a chair in medicine at the University of
Bologna. After eight wretched years there he withdrew
to Rome where he was imprisoned for a short time, pos-
sibly on a charge of impiety, although after his release he
was received into the College of Physicians at Rome, and
protected by the Pope.

DeThou tells us that he died in Rome September 20,
1576. He was buried in the church of St. Andrews, but
later his grandson removed his body to Milan, where he
was laid beside his father Fazio in St. Mark’s.

Cardan’s busy brain produced enough to fill seven thou-
sand pages of folio. The great corpus of his medical writ-
ings occupy four huge volumes of Spon’s 1663 folio edition
of the Opera Omnia. With the exception of a few treatises
in the vernacular, the entire body of his literary work is in
Latin. Many of his books, such as De Subtilitate, which
was something of a sixteenth-century outline-of-science, ran
through six or seven editions. De Vita Propria Liber was
first given to the press in Paris in 1643, when Gabriel Naudé
edited the book with a prefatory iudicium which has long
influenced every estimate and every picture posterity has
held of the Milanese, for he implies that Cardan was a
moral monster in general, and in particular superstition
ridden and careless of the truth. In 1654 a second edition
of the Vita was published at Amsterdam, and in Spon’s
great ten tome edition of Cardan’s Opera Omnia, Lyons,
1663, the Vita appeared for the last time in Latin. This
translation is based on the text of the first and third edi-
tions. Both abound in errors, imperfections and omissions
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which have done their share to augment the labor of resur-
recting Messer Girolamo Cardano from the dim under-
world of sixteenth-century Latinity into the world of
twentieth-century English.
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PROLOGUE

This Book of My Life I am undertaking to write after
the example of Antoninus the Philosopher,' acclaimed
the wisest and best of men, knowing well that no accom-
plishment of mortal man is perfect, much less safe from
calumny; yet aware that none, of all ends which man may
attain, seems more pleasing, none more worthy than recog-
nition of the truth.

No word, I am ready to affirm, has been added to give
savor of vainglory, or for the sake of mere embellishment;
rather, as far as possible, mere experiences were collected,
events of which my pupils, especially Ercole Visconte,
Paulo Eufomia, and Rodolpho Selvatico® had some knowl-
edge, or in which they took part. These brief cross-sections
of my history were in turn written down by me in narra-
tive form to become this, my book.

Gaspare Cardano, a physician by profession, and one of
my kinsmen and pupils, had attempted this very thing a
few years ago, but, being overtaken by death, was unable
to complete his work. Also a Jew,®> a man without the
justification of having been so much as a magistrate, felt
at liberty to carry out the same idea, and did so without
criticism. Accordingly, even if nothing of great moment
has befallen me, I feel that I too have certainly had many
noteworthy experiences. Nor has it escaped me that Galen*
endeavored to give us an account of his life. Owing to the
fact that to himself it seemed more appropriate to reveal
one incident and another here and there throughout his

[ xvii ]
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works, it has happened that because of the indifference of
students, no classic writer has even attempted to put it in
order. My autobiography, however, is without any artifice;
nor is it intended to instruct anyone; but, being merely a
story, recounts my life, not tumultuous events. Like the
lives of Sulla, of Caius Casar, and even of Augustus, who,
there is no doubt, wrote accounts of their careers and deeds,
urged by the examples of the ancients, so, in a manner by
no means new or originating with myself, do I set forth
my account.



THE BOOK OF MY LIFE
(DE VITA PROPRIA LIBER)
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THE BOOK OF MY LIFE

CHAPTER ONE
NaT1ive Lanp AND FOREBEARS

My native country is the Duchy of Milan; the town in
which the family of the Cardani had its origins is twenty-
four miles distant from the city. From Gallarate it is only
seven miles.

My father Fazio was a jurisconsult. My grandfather was
Antonio, my great-grandfather another Fazio, my great-
great-grandfather, Aldo. The first Fazio, my great-grand-
father, had three sons: Giovanni, Aldo II and Antonio who
became my grandfather. The sons of Antonio were Got-
tardo, Paolo, a jurisconsult and prelate, Fazio, my father,
and an illegitimate son named Paolo. Now there are alive,
from the same family, almost thirty kinsmen. Whether,
however, the family of the Cardani is a line in itself, or
whether, as certain people think, it is a branch of the
Castiglioni, surely it has been both noble and ancient.
From the year 1189 a Milone Cardano was prefect of Milan
for seven years and eight months by the ecclesiastical as
well as the civil calendar. And he presided not only at
civil suits, but even, like other Chiefs of State, at criminal
trials; he had charge, also, of cases in other cities which
‘were under Milanese jurisdiction; and cases throughout the
whole region. Among these cities was Como. Milone had
secured this high post of honor through the Archbishop

(]
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Crivelli when the latter had been hurriedly advanced to
the Pontificate as Pope Urban IIL*

There are those who would like to have it that Francesco
Cardano, leader of the military troop of Matteo Visconti,
belongs to our branch of the family. If we are a branch of
the Castiglioni, however, we are still more illustrious be-
cause of Pope Celestino IV? who sprang from this same
stock.

All our forebears have, moreover, been longevous. The
sons of the first Fazio lived ninety-four, eighty-eight and
eighty-six years. The two sons of Giovanni, my great-
uncle, were Antonio, who lived eighty-eight years, and
Angiolo who lived ninety-six years. As a boy I saw this
decrepit old man. Giacomo, an only son of the second
Aldo, passed seventy-two years. Gottardo, my paternal
uncle, lived eighty-four years, and him also I saw. My
father lived eighty years. That cousin Angiolo, the one
who reached his ninety-sixth year, begot sons—infants
feeble as if with their father’s senility—even when he him-
self was in his eightieth year, and after his eightieth year he
recovered his sight. The eldest of these sons has lived to be
seventy, and I hear that some of his children became giants;
indeed, I saw some of them long ago.

There were, besides, from the family of the Micheri (my
mother Chiara’s family), my grandfather Giacomo, who
lived seventy-five years and his brother Angiolo who was
in his eighty-fifth year when I was a little boy. He him-
self told me so.

Learning and a singular integrity of life were the com-
mon characteristics of my father, my paternal uncle, and
my mother’s father, while the last named and my own
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father were men gifted with great old age and exceptional
skill in mathematics. This same grandfather was in prison
at a slightly different age from my own when I was im-
prisoned, although each of us was in his seventieth year.

Five other branches of the family of the Cardani existed,
coming from our Aldian stock: that of Antonio, dating
from 1388; the Gasparini, from 1409; that of Rainieri, 1391;
and Enrico’s, the oldest, dating from 1300, whose descend-
ants, Berto and Giovanni Fazietto are about of equal age.
There was also Guglielmo—it is not certain just when he
flourished—and his sons, Zolo, Martino, and Giovanni, who
lived at Gallarate.



CHAPTER TWO

My Natvity

Although various abortive medicines—as I have heard—
were tried in vain, I was normally born on the 24th day
of September in the year 1500, when the first hour of the
night was more than half run, but less than two-thirds.

The most significant positions of the horoscope were as
I have indicated in the eighth nativity of the supplement
to the four sections of my Commentaries on Ptolemy.” I
have taken into consideration, therefore, that both lumi-
naries were falling in the angles, and neither was applying
to the ascendant, inasmuch as they were posited in the
sixth and twelfth houses. They might have been in the
eighth house, subject to the same condition, for the latter
house descends and is not an angular house; a planet there-
in could rather be said to be falling from the angle. And
although the malefics®* were not within the angles, never-
theless Mars was casting an evil influence on each luminary
because of the incompatibility of their positions, and its
aspect was square to the moon.

Therefore I could easily have been a monster, except for
the fact that the place of the preceding conjunction had
been 29° in Virgo, over which Mercury is the ruler.* And
neither this planet nor the position of the moon or of the
ascendant is the same, nor does it apply to the second
decanate of Virgo; consequently I ought to have been a
monster, and indeed was so near it that I came forth
literally torn from my mother’s womb.

[4]
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So I was born, or rather taken by violent means from
my mother; I was almost dead. My hair was black and
curly. I was revived in a bath of warm wine which might
have been fatal to any other child. My mother had been
in labor for three entire days, and yet I survived.

Besides, to return to the horoscope, since the sun, both
malefics, and Venus and Mercury were in the human signs,
I did not deviate from the human form. Since Jupiter was
in the ascendant and Venus ruled the horoscope, I was not
maimed, save in the genitals, so that from my twenty-first
to my thirty-first year I was unable to lie with women, and
many a time I lamented my fate, envying every other man
his own good fortune. Although Venus was, as I have
said, ruler of the whole nativity, and Jupiter in the ascend-
ant, unfortunate indeed was my destiny; I was endowed
with a stuttering tongue and a disposition midway between
the cold and the harpocratic—using Ptolemy’s classifica-
tion—that is to say, gifted with a kind of intense and in-
stinctive desire to prophesy. In this sort of thing—it is
called prescience, to use a better expression—as well as in
other methods of divining the future, I have been clearly
successful at times.

Because Venus and Mercury were beneath the rays of the
sun, and to this luminary owing their combined strength, I
could, accordingly, have escaped some of the consequences
of entering my existence with a genesis—as Ptolemy calls
it—so wretched and luckless, had the sun itself not been
directly in its fall, cadent in the sixth house and removed
from its own exaltation.® I was gifted, therefore, with a
certain cunning only, and a mind by no means at liberty;
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my every judgment is, in truth, cnhcr too harsh or too
forbidding.

In a word, I shall say that I am a man bereft of bodily
strength, with few friends, small means, many enemies—a
very large part of whom I recognize neither by name nor
by face—a man without ordinary human wisdom, inclined
to be faulty of memory, though rather better in the matter
of foreseeing events. Yet withal, my condition in life, to
be deemed lowly if one considers my family and my bet-
ters, is, for some unknown reason, regarded as honorable
and worthy of emulation among these same.

On my birthday Augustus was born long ago;® through-
out the whole Roman Empire a new regime began. On
my birthday also, Ferdinand, the most gracious King of
Spain, and Isabel, his wife, first sent out to sea the fleet
which discovered the whole occidental world.’



CHAPTER THREE

CerTAIN TRrAITS OF MY PARENTS

My father went dressed in a purple cloak, a garment
which was unusual in our community; he was never with-
out a small black skullcap. When he talked he was wont
to stammer. He was a man devoted to various pursuits.
His complexion was ruddy, and he had whitish eyes with
which he could see at night; up to the very last day of his
life he had no need to use glasses. This admonition was
forever upon his lips: “Let every spirit praise the Lord, who
is the source of all virtue.” Because of a wound received on
. the head in his youth, some pieces of bone had been re-
moved, and he consequently could not remain long with-
out his cap. From his fifty-fifth year on he lacked all his
teeth. He was well acquainted with the works of Euclid;
indeed, his shoulders were rounded from much study. My
eldest son was much like my father in features, eyes, shoul-
ders, and manner of walking; but the lad was quicker with
his tongue, perhaps on account of his age.

The only very intimate friend of my father’s, in spite of
a decidedly different calling, was Galeazzo Rosso, this last
being the family name. He died before my father. There
was also the Senator Gianangelo Selvatico, a student and
ward of my father’s.

The former was a smith who became acquainted with
my father through a certain community of habits and

[7]
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similar intellectual pursuits. He it was who had discovered
the screw of Archimedes before the works of Archimedes
had been published. He invented a method of so temper-
ing swords that they could be bent like lead, and yet would
almost cut iron as if it were wood. What is more, he
wrought steel breastplates which resisted the shots of the
firearms which the regimental soldiers carried; one plate
alone sufficed to withstand a blow of five times ordinary
force, and suffered scarcely a dent. I myself was frequently
an onlooker at this experiment when a young man.

My mother' was easily provoked; she was quick of
memory and wit, and a fat, devout little woman. To be
hasty-tempered was a trait common to both parents; they
were not consistent, even in love toward their child. Yet
they were indulgent, to the extent that my father permitted
me, indeed bade me, not to arise from my bed until after
eight o’clock, a practice which greatly benefited my life
and health. My father secemed better—if I dare say as
much—and more loving than my mother.



CHAPTER FOUR

A BrierF NARRATIVE oF My LIFE FrRoM THE BEGINNING TO
THE PrESENT DAY—THAT Is, THE END oF OcTOBER, 1575

If Suetonius by any chance could have noticed the
method of this chapter, he might have added something to
the advantage of his readers;* for there is nothing, as the
wise men say, which may not in some manner be unified.

Having been born at Pavia, I lost, in the very first month
of my life, my wet-nurse on the day when she fell ill, so
they tell me, of the plague;® and my mother returned to
me. Five carbuncles came out on my face in the form of
a cross, and there was one on the end of my nose; in these
same spots as many swellings, commonly called variolas,
appeared again after three years.

When my second month was not yet run, Isidoro dei
Resti, of Pavia, took me naked from a warm vinegar bath
and gave me over to a wet-nurse. The latter carried me to
Moirago, a village seven miles away from Milan in direct
line from our town of Pavia, through the town of Binasco.
There my body wasted, while the belly grew hard and
swollen. When the reason was known—that my nurse was
pregnant—I was transferred to a better nurse, who suckled
me until I was three.

In my fourth year I was taken to Milan. Here, although
I received kindly treatment (except on occasions when I
was unjustly whipped by both my father and my mother)
at my mother’s hands and from my mother’s sister, my

[9]
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Aunt Margherita—a woman, I think, without any real
animosity—I was many times ill to the very verge of death.
At length when I was just seven years old—my father and
my mother were not living together then—and really justly
deserved an occasional whipping, they decided to refrain
from this punishment.

My bad luck had by no means deserted me, but had sim-
ply changed my misfortunes without removing them.
Having rented a house, my father took me, my mother,
and my aunt home with him; and, thereupon I was ordered
to accompany him daily in spite of my tender age and frail
little body; I was pushed from a very tranquil existence
into a round of tiring and constant exertions. Consequently
at the beginning of my eighth year I fell ill of a dysentery
and fever. An epidemic of this disease, if not a very plague
of it, was then abroad in our city; and I had, besides, eaten
a quantity of green grapes. Barnabo Croce and Angelo
Gira were summoned. Before I was pronounced out of
danger both my parents and my aunt had wept over me as
if I were actually dead. Thereupon my father, who was a
man devout at heart, wished rather to seek the divine help
of Saint Jerome, with a vow commending my welfare to
him, than to call upon the demon which he openly con-
fessed attended him as a familiar spirit,® a relationship the
significance of which I steadfastly refrained from investi-
gating. I was convalescing when the French, after the
Venetians had been defeated in the region of the Adda,
were celebrating a triumph,* which I was allowed to view
from my window. On my recovery the duty of accom-
. panying my father and the constant tasks were given up.
But the wrath of Juno was not yet satiated. I was not



A BRIEF NARRATIVE OF MY LIFE 11

entirely well from my sickness when I fell down the stairs
with a hammer while we were living in the Via dei Maini.
The hammer struck the upper part of my forehead on the
left side, and I was wounded with somewhat serious results
to the skull; the scar I have to this very day, and shall have
always. I was just getting over this, and was sitting in the
doorway of my home, when a stone, as wide and as long as
a nut, but thin like a slice of bark, came hurtling down
from the top of a high house adjoining our own, wounding
me again on the left side where my hair was quite thick.

When I was about ten years old, my father moved from
that apparently accursed house, and took another away
from the immediate neighborhood but in the same street.
There I remained three years. My luck had not yet
changed, for again my father, stubbornly insistent, had me
accompany him as his page. I shall not say that he acted
with severity; this seemed to have been done rather be-
cause it was divinely intended, than because of any fault of
my father, as the reader may believe from events which
ensued. Besides, my mother and my aunt heartily agreed
that he should use me in this way. However, he dealt with
me far more leniently than formerly; for during this
period, he had with him two nephews, one after the other,
because of whose services mine became so much lighter
that it was not always necessary to accompany him, and
the work was not so irksome when I did. Thereafter I was
always his page. In the meantime we again moved, and at
length, toward the end of my sixteenth year, we took up
residence near the bake-shop of Bossi in the house of
Alessandro Cardano.

My father had two nephews, sons of his sister: one,
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Evangelista, belonging to the order of the Franciscans, and
almost seventy years old; the other Ottone Cantoni, a col-
lector of revenue and a rich man. The latter, before dying,
had wished me to be the heir of his entire estate, but my
father forbade it, saying the money was ill-gotten; and so
the property was distributed at the discretion of the brother
who survived him.

At the end of my nineteenth year I went to the academy
at Pavia,® in the company of Gian Ambrogio Targa; there
I remained the following year also, but without a com-
panion. When I was twenty-one I returned to Pavia with
the same friend. In this year I debated in public, and gave
instruction in Euclid at the Gymnasium. A few days after
this I lectured on dialectics, and also in a course in elemen-
tary philosophy: first for Fra Romolo Servita, and later in
several classes for a certain physician named Pandolfo.

During my twenty-second year I remained at home on
account of the fighting which brought everything else to a
standstill in our district. But shortly after the beginning
of 1524 I went to Padua.® Luckily, towards the end of the
year, that is, in the month of August, I went to Milan with
Gianangelo Corio, where I found my father in the clutches
of an acute sickness. He, anxious for my welfare rather
than his own, ordered me to return to Padua, because he
knew that I had received the Venetian degree in Arts,” the
Baccalaureate, as they say. When I had returned, I re-
ceived letters saying that my father had died, after he had
abstained from food for nine successive days. He had
begun to fast on August 20th, a Saturday, and died on
the 28th.

Toward the end of my 24th year I was made Rector of
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the College.® At the end of the following year, I was
granted the degree of Doctor of Medicine. The first honor
I secured by a majority of one, the ballots having twice been
cast. As a candidate for the second I lost twice, since forty-
seven votes were cast against me. The third trial was the
last; I came out first place, since nine ballots were cast
against me, exactly as many as had been for me in the
previous elections, leaving forty-seven votes in my favor.

I am not blind to the insignificance of these facts. Ihave
simply put them down in the order in which they hap-
pened, so that they may give satisfaction to me as I read
them. I do not record such personal items for others’ eyes.
At the same time, if there chance to be some who will even
deign to read, may these note that the beginning and out-
come of important events are not always evident; whether
because they are such as commonly happen to others rather
than ourselves, or to us when we are not aware of their
occurrence.

After my father’s death, when my term of office had been
completed, I settled, early in my twenty-sixth year, in the
town of Sacco, a village ten miles from Padua and twenty-
five from Venice. This I did, acting upon the advice and
suggestion of Francisco Buonafede, a physician of Padua.
He was friendly to me out of the very abundance of his
exceptional high character; for he had nothing to gain
from his kindness to me, who had not even been attending
his public lectures.

I remained in Sacco while my country was being devas-
tated by all manner of evils. A terrible plague visited it in
1524, and twice the governorship changed hands. In 1526
and in 1527 the crops were almost fatally scanty, so that
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scarcely with money could a signed requisition for grain
be redeemed. The taxes were insupportable. In 1528 we
were again besieged by disease and pestilence, which were
fairly innoxious, as the country was already ravaged far
and wide.

I returned in 1529 to my native city, after the tumult of
war had somewhat abated. There I was rejected by the
College of Physicians;® nor was I able to make any head-
way in my lawsuit with the Counts Barbiani. But, as my
mother was bitterly depressed, I returned to my own little
town of Sacco, scarcely in such good health as I had left it.
For, what with sickness, hard work, anxieties, and pres-
ently, added to these, a cough, loss of flesh, and empyema
accompanied by loathsome discharges, I reached the point
whence one scarcely dares hope to return to sound health.
At length I was freed from my disorder under a vow to the
Blessed Virgin, and toward the end of my thirty-first year
I married Lucia Bandarini of Sacco.

Four things, moreover, have I observed occurring to this
very day: that enterprises I have undertaken before full
moon have turned out successfully, although my act was
not always premeditated; again, about the time when other
men are wont to abandon hope of happiness I have entered
into it; furthermore, as I have elsewhere said, Fortune,
often on the very verge of desertion, has stood by me;
finally, up to my sixtieth year nearly all my journeys were
undertaken in the month of February.

My wife, after a second miscarriage, bore me two sons,
and, between them, a daughter.

In the following year, toward the end of April, I moved
to Gallarate where I lived nineteen months, during which
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time I was restored to good health. And I ceased to be
poor because I had nothing left. At Milan, finally, through
the kindness of the prefects of the great Xenodochium,'’
and also by the aid of Filippo Archinto, vir illustris, and at
that time an orator of merit, I began to lecture publicly in
mathematics. That was when I was about thirty-four years
old. Two years later I was invited to teach medicine at
Pavia, an offer which I did not accept, for there seemed
little hope of receiving pay for the work.

In the year 1536 I went to Piacenza, summoned to the
Pope by letters from the Prelate Archinto," who had not
yet been made priest; my journey bore no fruit. In addi-
tion, the Viceroy of the French was urgently soliciting
favor in my behalf at the instance, as I later heard, of the
nobleman Louis Birague, Commander of the infantry of
the French King in Italy. Since Viceroy Brissac was a
man singular for his devotion to gallantry and to letters, he
offered many inducements; but nothing came of it.'?

The following year, 1537, I again made application to the
College of Physicians in Milan, and again was flatly re-
jected. In 1539, however, I was, contrary to every expecta-
tion, received; many had withdrawn their objections, and
two excellent friends, Sfrondrato and Francesco della
Croce® had come to my aid.

Accordingly, from the year 1543 I lectured on Medicine
in Milan; and the year after—the year in which my house
collapsed—I lectured in Pavia, although the lectures were
practically unattended. Since the stipends were not forth-
coming, I discontinued these lectures in 1544. I remained
at Milan with my eldest son who was at that time com-
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pleting his eleventh year; my daughter was in her ninth
year, and Aldo was a little two-year old.

About that time, Cardinal Morone'*—whom I name for
honor’s sake—in the summer of 1546, made offers that
could not reasonably be spurned. But I, who, as I have
said, am gifted with foresight, said to myself, “The high
pontiff*® is in his dotage; he is practically a crumbling wall.
Why should I leave certainties for uncertainties?” To be
sure, I was not cognizant at that time of the high character
of Morone, nor of the glories of the Farnesi. I had already
from 1542 become involved in friendship with the Prince
d’Iston,'® who acted as my patron, and who would have
given much more than I was willing to receive. But after
this summer, 1546, I returned to my task of lecturing.

The next year through the instance of Andreas Vesalius,”
a man of highest standing, and my friend, an offer of 800
gold crowns yearly was made to me by the King of Den-
mark. This I was not eager to receive—although he even
offered living expenses—not only on account of the severity
of the climate in that region, but also because the Danes
are given to another way of worship. I felt that perhaps I
might not be very welcome there, or else might be forced
to abandon the doctrines of my country and my forebears.

In my fiftieth year, because the stipend from the Univer-
sity of Pavia was not paid, I remained at Milan. During
the month of February 1552, an occasion for going to Scot-
land was offered me.*®* I received before departing 500
gold crowns of France; and upon my return 1200. I was
gone 311 days; and had I wished to remain in Scotland, I
would have received a much larger sum.

From January 1st, 1553 to October 1st, 1559, I continued
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to be engaged at Milan. During this period I rejected some
even more generous inducements, one of these being from
the French king. But I feared to offend the house of the
Casars, because the latter were at war with the French.'
Shortly after my return to Milan, a second offer came—this
from the Duke of Mantua, his uncle, Don Ferrando, being
the intermediary. The Queen of Scotland® also sought me
with promises munificent, but too remote for certainty. I
had treated her half-brother, the state of whose health
stood in some hope of betterment. After I had effected a
cure upon him she had been influenced by my practice, and
by esteem.

Shortly after my return to Pavia in the year 1559, the oc-
casion of my son’s death came about* Thereafter I en-
dured my very existence, until 1562, when, summoned to
Bologna,?® I went there and was in uninterrupted employ-
ment until the year 1570. On the 6th of October of that
year I was imprisoned.® There, beyond the fact that I had
lost my liberty, I was civilly treated. On December 22,
1570, at the same hour and on the same day in which I had
been imprisoned—I think it was a Friday—about evenfall
I returned to my home. But this place was as yet a prison
to me. The first term of incarceration was seventy-seven*®
days, which, together with the eighty-six days in my own
home, made in all 162 days. ,

I stayed on in Bologna during 1571 until the end of my
seventieth year, at the close of the month of September.
Thence I came to Rome on the day of the celebrated victory
against the Turks, October %, 1571.%*

*An error in computation; there are seventy-six days between
dates.
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At the present, to be exact, four years have passed since
I entered the city, and five since my incarceration. I have
passed my days as a private citizen, except for my reception
by the College of Rome, on the 13th of September. The
Pope is my patron in the matter of pension.®



CHAPTER FIVE

STATURE AND APPEARANCE

I am a man of medium height; my feet are short, wide
near the toes, and rather too high at the heels, so that I can
scarcely find well-fitting shoes; it is usually necessary to
have them made to order. My chest is somewhat narrow
and my arms slender. The thickly fashioned right hand
has dangling fingers, so that chiromantists have declared
me a rustic; it embarrasses them to know the truth. The
line of life upon my palm is short, while the line called
Saturn’s is extended and deep. My left hand, on the con-
trary, is truly beautiful with long, tapering, well-formed
fingers and shining nails.

A neck a little long and inclined to be thin, cleft chin,
full pendulous lower lip, and eyes that are very small and
apparently half-closed; unless I am gazing at something ...
such are my features.! Over the eyebrow of my left eye is
a blotch or wart, like a small lentil, which can scarcely be
noticed. The wide forehead is bald at the sides where it
joins the temples. My hair and beard were blonde; I am
wont to go rather closely clipped. The beard, like my chin,
is divided, and the part of it beneath my chin always was
thick and long, seeming to have a more abundant growth
thereunder. Old age has wrought changes in this beard
of mine, but not much in my hair.

A rather too shrill voice draws upon me the censure of
those who pretend to be my friends, for my tone is harsh

[19]
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and high; yet when I am lecturing it cannot be heard at
any distance. I am not inclined to speak in the least
suavely, and I speak too often.

I have a fixed gaze as if in meditation. My complexion
varies, turning from white to red. An oval face, not too
well filled out, the head shaped off narrowly behind and
delicately rounded, complete a picture so truly common-
place that several painters who have come from afar to
make my portrait' have found no feature by which they
could so characterize me, that I might be distinguished.
Upon the lower part of my throat is a swelling like a hard
ball, not at all conspicuous, and coming to me as an in-
heritance from my mother.



CHAPTER SIX

ConNcerNING My HeaLTH

My bodily state was infirm in many respects: by nature;
as the result of several cases of disease; and in the symp-
toms of weakness which displayed themselves.

My head is afflicted with congenital discharges coming at
times from the stomach, at times from the chest, to such
an extent that even when I consider myself in the best of
health, I suffer with a cough and hoarseness. When this
discharge is from the stomach, it is apt to bring on a dysen-
tery and a distaste for food. More than once I believed I
had had a touch of poison, but I shortly and unexpectedly
recovered.

Another trouble was a catarrh or rheum of the teeth,
through the effects of which I began to lose my teeth, sev-
eral at a time, from the year 1563 on. Before that I had lost
but one or two. Now I have fourteen good teeth and one
which is rather weak; but it will last a long time, I think,
for it still does its share.

Indigestion, moreover, and a stomach not any too
strong were my lot. From my seventy-second year, when-
ever I had eaten something more than usual, or had drunk
too much, or had eaten between meals, or eaten anything
not especially wholesome, I began to feel ill. I have set
forth a remedy for the foregoing in the second book of my
treatise On Guarding the Health.

In my youth I was troubled with congenital palpitation

[2r]
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of the heart, of which I was absolutely cured by medical
skill. I had hemorrhoids, also, and the gout, from which
I was so nearly freed that I was more frequently in the
habit of trying to call it back when it was not present, than
of getting rid of it when I had it.

I ignored a rupture, another weakness, in its early stages;
but later, from my sixty-second year on, I greatly regretted
that I had not taken care of it, especially since I knew it to
be an inheritance from my father. In the case of this rup-
ture, something worthy of note occurred: the hernia had
started from either side, and although it was neglected on
the left side, was eventually healed completely in that part
by natural processes. The right side, more carefully treated
with ligatures and other attentions, grew worse. A cuta-
neous itching annoyed me constantly, now in this part,
now in that.

In 1536 I was overtaken with—it scarcely seems credible
—an extraordinary discharge of urine; and although for
nearly forty years I have been afflicted with this same trou-
ble, giving from sixty to one hundred ounces in a single
day, I live well. Neither do I lose weight—that I wear the
same rings is evidence of this; nor do I thirst inordinately.
Many others, seized that same year by a similar disease, and
who did not seek a remedy, held out much longer than
those who sought medical aid.

The tenth of these infirmities is an annual period of
sleeplessness lasting about eight days. These spells come in
the spring, in the summer, in the autumn, and in the win-
ter; so that almost a whole month, rarely less, is spent
yearly, and sometimes two. This I am wont to cure by
abstaining from certain kinds of food, especially heavy
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food, but I do not diminish the quantity. This insomnia
has never missed a year.

Several actual cases of sickness overtook me during my
life. In the second month of my life I had the plague.
The next serious illness occurred in or about my eighteenth
year;' I do not recall the exact date, other than that it hap-
pened in the month of August. I went almost three days
without food, and spent the time wandering about the out-
skirts of the town, and through the gardens. When I re-
turned home at nightfall, I pretended that I had dined at
the home of my father’s friend Agostino Lanizario. How
much water I drank in those three whole days I cannot
truthfully say. On the last day, because I was not able to
sleep, my heart palpitated wildly and the fever raged. I
seemed to be on the bed of Asclepiades® in which I was
incessantly swung upward and downward until I thought
I should perish in the night. When at length I slept, a
carbuncle, which covered the upper false rib of my right
side, broke, and from it, at first, there was a scanty black
discharge. Luckily, owing to a dose of my father’s pre-
scription which I swallowed four times a day, such a copi-
ous sweat broke out upon me that it drenched the bed and
dripped down from the boards to the floor.

In my twenty-seventh year I was taken with the tertian
fever. On the fourth day I was delirious, and on the
seventh as well; on that day, also, I began to recover. Gout
attacked me when I was at Pavia in my forty-fourth year,
and when I was fifty-five I was troubled with daily fevers
for forty days, at the crisis of which I was relieved of one
hundred and twenty ounces of urine on October 13, 1555.
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In 1559, the year I returned to Pavia, I was taken with
colic pains for two days.

The symptoms of weakness which attended my state of
health were varied. To begin with, from my seventh year
until I was almost twelve, I used to rise at night and cry
out vaguely, and if my mother and my aunt, between
whom I used to sleep, had not held me I often should have
‘plunged out of bed. Likewise, my heart was wont to throb
violently, but calmed down soon under the pressure of my
hand. To this was due the peculiarity of my breathing.
Until I was eighteen, if I went out in the wind, particularly
a cold wind, I was not able to breathe; but if I held my
breath as soon as I became aware of the difficulty, normal
respiration was quickly restored. During the same period,
from the hour of retirement until midnight I was never
warm from my knees down. This led my mother, and
others as well, to say that I would not live very long. On
some nights, however, when I had warmed up, I became
entirely drenched with a sweat so abundant and hot that
those who were told of it could scarcely believe it.

When I was twenty-seven, I took double tertian fever,
which broke on the seventh day. Later, I had daily fever
for forty days when I was fifty-four years old.? ‘

In November of my fifty-sixth year, from drinking a
mild draught of squill wine, I was taken with dysuria, very
acute in form. First I fasted thirty-four hours; later, twenty
more. I took some drops of pine gum and cured myself.

It was my custom—and a habit which amazed many—
when I had no other excuse for a malady, to seek one, as
I have said, from my gout. And for this reason I fre-
quently put myself in the way of conditions likely to in-
duce a certain distress—excepting only that I shunned
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insomnia as much as I could—because I considered that
pleasure consisted in relief following severe pain.* If, there-
fore, I brought on pain, it could easily be allayed. I have
discovered, by experience, that I cannot be long without
bodily pain, for if once that circumstance arises, a certain
mental anguish overcomes me, so grievous that nothing
could be more distressing. Bodily pain, or the cause of
bodily distress—in which there is no disgrace—is but a
minor evil. Accordingly I have hit upon a plan of biting
my lips, of twisting my fingers, of pinching the skin of the
tender muscles of my left arm until the tears come. Under
the protection of this self-chastisement I live without dis-
gracing myself.

I am by nature afraid of high places, even though they
are extensive; also, of places where there is any report of
mad dogs having been seen.

At times I have been tormented by a tragic passion so
heroic® that I planned to commit suicide. I suspect that
this has happened to others also, although they do not refer
to it in their books.

Finally, in my boyhood, I was afflicted for about two
years with indications of cancer. There appeared, by
chance, a start upon the left nipple. The swelling was red,
dark, hard, and eating. Some swollen veins seemed to re-
move this toward my young manhood, and in that period
a palpitation of the heart—before mentioned—succeeded
the varices. From this cancerous growth came blood-
blisters, full of blood, and an itching and foulness of the
skin; and subsequently I was healed, contrary to all hope
of any relief, by a natural sloughing of the mass of diseased
skin, although I had removed some of the affections by
means of medication.



CHAPTER SEVEN

SrorTs AND EXERCISES

At a very early period in my life, I began to apply my-
self seriously to the practice of swordsmanship of every
class, until, by persistent training, I had acquired some
standing even among the most daring. I used to exercise
myself with the sword alone, or with sword and shields of
various sizes and shapes—oblong, round, large or small;
and I learned to handle as well, dagger, knife, spear, or
lance. As a lad, also, with a sword on my hip and a cloak
flung dashingly around me, I used to mount a wooden
horse.

Another feat I acquired was how to snatch an unsheathed
dagger, myself unarmed, from the one who held it. I
trained myself by running and jumping, for in these exer-
cises I was reasonably strong. My arms were rather too
thin for performances demanding much muscle. In rid-
ing, in swimming, and in the use of firearms I had little
confidence in myself; I actually feared the discharge of a
gun as if it were the wrath of God; for timid by nature,
I stimulated courage by an artificial show of bravery, and
to that end had myself enrolled in a company of emergency
troopers.

By night, contrary even to the decrees of the Duke, I
armed myself and went prowling about the cities in which
I dwelt. During the day I walked abroad shod with
sandals reinforced with lead and weighing about eight

[26]
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pounds. At night I wore a black woolen hood to conceal
my features, and put on shoes of sheep-pelt. On many a
day, fully armed, I walked for exercise from mid-morning
until evening, and often I wandered abroad throughout the
night until day broke, dripping with perspiration from the
exertion of a round of serenading on my musical instru-
ments.

When making professional calls as a Doctor of Medicine,
I went mounted either on horse or mule, or, even more
frequently, I went afoot.

From the dinner hour on I am accustomed to wear
lighter garments, but when driving I am always more
heavily dressed.



CHAPTER EIGHT

MANNER oF Lire

It is my custom to remain in bed ten hours, and, if I am
well and of fair and proper strength, to sleep eight hours;
in periods of ill-health I can sleep but four or five hours.
I arise at the second hour of the day. If insomnia troubles
me, I get up, walk around the bed and count to a thousand
many times. I also diet, cutting down on my food by more
than half. At such times I make small use of medication
beyond a little poplar ointment or bear’s grease or oil of
water lilies. With this I anoint seventeen places: the
thighs, the soles of my feet, the cervix, the elbows, the
wrists, the temples, the regions of the jugular, heart, and
liver, and last of all my upper lip. - I was espec1ally troubled
with early morning wakefulness.

Breakfast was always a lighter meal than dinner. After
my fiftieth year I was satisfied in the morning with bread
steeped in broth, or even at first, with bread and water,
and with those large Cretan grapes called Zibbibos or red
raisins. Later in the day I followed a more varied menu,
desiring for the midday meal simply an egg-yolk with
two ounces of bread or a little more, and a mild draught
of sweet wine, or none at all. Or if the day happen to
be Friday, or Saturday, I try a small piece of meat with
bread and cockle broth or crab soup. I consider nothing
better than firm young veal, beaten tender with the back
of a butcher knife and pot-roasted without any liquors save
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its own. In this dish I take great satisfaction; it has a way
of drawing its own drippings, than which nothing is better;
and thus the meat is far more juicy and much richer than
meat roasted on a spit.

For supper I order a dish of beets, a little rice, a salad of
endive; but I like even better the wide-leafed spiny sow-
thistle, or the root of the white endive. I eat more freely
of fish than of meat, but only wholesome fresh fish. I love
firm meat, the breast of veal or of wild boar roasted, and
finely cut with sharp knives. And it seems good to me to
eat my meal by the fire. At this repast I delight also in
sweet new wine, about six ounces with double, or even
more, the amount of water. I find especially good the
wings, livers, and giblets of young fowl and pigeons.

I am especially fond of river crabs, because, while my
mother carried me, she ate so many of them. Likewise I
delight in cockles and oysters. I prefer fish to meat, and eat
them with much more benefit than the latter: sole, turbot,
flatfish, gudgeon, land-turtles, chub, mullet, or red mullet,
roach, sea bream, the merluce or seacod, the spigola or wolf-
fish, tilefish, and grayling.

Of the freshwater fish, I prefer pike, carp, perch, and
both varieties of sargo. Also, I like loach, squalus,' tunny,
and herrings, the latter fresh, salted, or best of all, dried.
It is surprising that I eat cockles as a very agreeable dish,
and turn away from the palatable conger eel, and the
mussels as if they were poison, as I do from snails unless
they are well cleaned. Fresh water crabs and other crusta-
ceans please me; sea-crabs are too tough, and eels and frogs
I find too disgusting, as is the case with fungi.

I take great delight in honey, in cane sugar, dried grapes,
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ripe grapes, melons—after I learned of their medicinal
properties—figs, cherries, peaches, and fruit syrup; nor do
these cause me the least distress, even at my present age.
Above all, I find olive oil delicious, mixed with salt and
ripe olives. Garlic does me good; and bitter rue has always
seemed to have special properties, both when I was a boy
and since I am grown, of protecting my health and, be-
sides, serving as an antidote against all poisons. By experi-
ment I have found absinthium Romanum or wormwood,
beneficial. '

I was never immoderately addicted to venery, nor have
I been harmed much by excesses in this respect; now, how-
_ever, it plainly results in abdominal nervousness.

The white meat of the smaller fishes, when they are
fresh and tender and cooked on the grill, I enjoy and find
beneficial. Nor do I turn up my nose at a good sheep-
cheese. Above all eatables, I prefer a carp of from three to
seven pounds, but of the choicest flesh. From the large
fishes I remove the head and the entrails, and from the
little ones the backbone and the tail. The head is always
cooked in boiling water, and, in the case of the larger
fishes, all remaining parts either fried or broiled on the
gridiron. Small fishes may be fried until tender, or boiled
not too much.

Of the flesh of animals, the white meats are the better.
The heart, liver, and kidneys are tougher than the lung,
which is tender, although the lower parts of the latter offer
little nourishment. In some animals the red meats, ex-
cepting the heart, are tender, the white but indifferent,
except the testes, which are tender. The bluish parts are
less easily digested.
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There are seven principal genera of things: air, sleep,
exercise, food, drink, medication, and preservative.

There are fifteen species: air, sleep, exercise, bread, meat,
milk, eggs, fish, oil, salt, water, figs, bitter-rue, grapes, and
strong onions.

Preparatives are also fifteen: fire, ashes, the bath, water,
the stew-pan, the frying-pan, the spit, the gridiron, the
pestle, the blade of the knife and back of it, the grater,
parsley, rosemary, and laurel.

The exercises are turning the mill-wheel, walking, horse-
back riding, playing ball,? carriage driving, fencing, riding,
the saddle, sailing, the furbishing of plate,’ massage or
bathing—fifteen!* I have reduced the whole to a system
as is the fashion in matters of theology, with much pro-
found meditation and brilliant reasoning.” For without
this illuminating logic, certain things, which are actually
most clear, would seem not quite so evident to you!

There are five things which may be partaken of in proper
manner by all except old men: bread, fish, cheese, wine,
and water. Two medicines are mastic and coriander; these
should be highly sweetened. Two spices are saffron and
salt, and this last is also an element. Four things must be
used in moderation, for they are highly nourishing foods:
meats, yolks of eggs, red raisins, and oil; the last is an
unknown element which, when subjected to fire corre-
sponds to the properties of the stars.



CHAPTER NINE

A MEDITATION ON THE PERPETUATION OF MY NAME

Vowing to perpetuate my name, I made a plan for this
purpose as soon as I was able to orient myself. For I under-
stood, without any doubt, that life is twofold: the material
existence common to the beasts and the plants, and that
existence which is peculiar to a man eager for glory and
high endeavor. In the former, I realized that nature had
failed me, that my desire had been left ungranted; as for
the latter, I knew there would be nothing by reason of
which I would dare to hope—neither resources, nor
power, nor firm health, nor strength, nor family, nor any
special devotion to labor. I did not have a wide knowledge
of the Latin tongue, nor friends, nor anything from my
parents except an endowment of misery and scorn.

After a few years I was inspired by a dream to a hope of
attaining this second way of life—the way of fame. Only
I did not clearly see how, except in so far as I was helped,
as it were, by a miracle to the understanding of the Latin
tongue. But in truth I was recalled by my sane reasoning
from any great aspiration toward such fame, perceiving
that nothing was emptier than that hope, not to mention
my simple resolve.

“How,” said I, “will you write what will be read? And
what remarkable facts do you know that readers care for?
In what style will you write, or with what choice of diction,
so that you may hold the attention of those readers? Can
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it be that any would read? May it not be that the course
of ages will see such a constant accumulation of writings
that those early books may be scorned, not to say, neg-
lected? Will they endure for even a few years? How
many—a hundred, a thousand, ten thousand? Show me
a case; is there one such book among thousands?

“And since all things will come to naught—even as there
was a beginning will there be an end—even though, as the
academic philosophers want to believe, the world may again
be renewed, does it make any difference whether the end
is after ten days, or after ten times countless thousands of
years? None either way, and it is all one in eternity!

“Meanwhile, will you torment yourself with hope, will
you be tortured with fear, will you be exhausted by striv-
ings? Whatever of sweet life is left, you will lose—oh
excellent idea!”

Yet did not Czsar, Alexander, Hannibal, Scipio, Curtius,
and Herostratus* prefer this hope of enduring fame before
all others, even at the risk of infamy, the price of torture,
and the cost of very life itself?

So it is; and though it be nothing, nevertheless they
succeeded in large measure in realizing their ambitions.
They did not glance at that philosophizing of the sages,
much less adopted any of it; but they exerted themselves
toward this one end—fame.

And yet again who denies that it was absolute folly? As
such it is recognized by the judgment of Horace himself
in Ode 29 of Book III: Tyrrhena regum progenies:

Ille potens sui

Laztusque deget: cui licet in diem
Dixisse, vixi, cras vel atra
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Nube polum, pater occupato,

Vel sole puro; non tamen irritum
Quodcumque retro est efficiet, neque
Diffinget, infectumque reddet,

Quod fugiens semel hora vexit.2

He had come to the following conclusion, moreover,
somewhat earlier saying: Quod adest memento componere
@quus; that is to say, “You may profit more by accepting
the present, than by making arrangements for the future.”

Caxsar, Hannibal, and Alexander had this design, to
advance to distinction their own names at the cost of their
lives, and at the same time the sacrifice of their families,
their followers, and even of their city or their state, making,
in the meantime, the most of their own positions. Sup-
pose, then, that in this manner they achieved fame. To
what end? Sulla destroyed the institutions all his pred-
ecessors had labored to build; indeed, whatever was before
his day, even things most admirable. All of his successors
caused their families and their friends to perish. The whole
Julian house was completely swept away by Commodus,
during the period when that prince, adulterous and false at
every turn, let his suspicions fall upon any legitimate de-
scendant of that family. And in the same way he ruined
his country. For where now is the Roman Empire?
Absurdly and strangely enough—in Germany!

How much better would it not have been for the illus-
trious Julian house to have survived—the race of Zneas;
for the Romans to have been the masters of the world than
for hollow masks and stuffed effigies of men to be decorated
with these empty names! And so, if the spirit is imperish-
able, what is the use of vain names; if it is perishable, what
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do they avail? If a whole generation will pass away, will
not all these glories come to an end, will they not perish,
even as the hares and rabbits of the fields?

It is scarcely surprising, therefore, that I, urged on by
love of fame, seek it; what zs surprising is that I can still
seek it, realizing all these matters which I have just con-
sidered. But be that as it may, an unshakable ambition re-
mains. It was, I grant, a fatuous purpose in Casar and
these others; yet my desire is for renown, so many things
to the contrary, so many obstacles in my way; and it is a
desire not so much foolish as stubbornly fixed.

Yet have I never longed for praise and honors; indeed,
quite the contrary, I have spurned them, wishing it to be
known only that I had lived, and having no concern that
it be known what manner of man I was?

As for my descendants, I know how fraught with uncer-
tainty this hope for fame may be, and I realize how little
we may foresee its consequences. Therefore, I have lived
my life as best I might; and in some hope of the future, I
have scorned the present. If I must excuse my present
manner of life let me say that I now continue to exist as
well as I can. For this course seems but honorable; and
even if any hope I have for fame should fail me, my ambi-
tion is worthy of praise, inasmuch as longing for renown is
but natural.



CHAPTER TEN

CoNcerRNING My Course oF Lire

Guided by the foregoing philosophy, therefore, I deter-
mined upon a course of life for myself, not such as I would
have, but such as I could. Nor did I choose perhaps ex-
actly what I should, but what I deemed would be better.
And in this my purpose was not single or constant, since
every course is full of danger and of hardship, and far
from perfect. Accordingly I acted as seemed advantageous
when each occasion arose; thus it has come about that I—
by comparison with others—am considered an opportunist,
and even, as I have said, by no means steadfast of purpose.
For such men as have no sure procedure in life must, per-
force, try many plans, and make progress through devious
ways. And I, to the end that a certain continuity of aim
might be gained, did not permit riches, nor ease, nor
honors, nor magistrates, nor power, nor, in truth, this very
ambition, nor good or evil vicissitudes, nor rivals, nor the
exigency of the times, nor my own ignorance, to stand in
my way; nor yet the fact that I had, obviously, no qualifica-
tions for living aimfully. The very knowledge of astrology
which I had at the time was, moreover, prejudicial, for it
seemed to show me, and all my acquaintances declared,
that I would not pass my fortieth year—that I surely would
never live to be forty-five.

Meanwhile, partly out of necessity, partly tempted by
pleasure, I continued to transgress daily, even while I was
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deliberating upon how best to live my life. Neglecting my
own best interest for a false hope, I deviated from my pur-
pose of taking counsel concerning these interests, and I
sinned more than once in deed. Finally it came to this,
that the very year in which it was believed the end of my
life was at hand, brought with it a beginning of living—
and that was my forty-third year. That was the moment
when, induced by my age, by my disposition, by the anxie-
ties of the past and the opportunity of the present, I made
a beginning, turning away from pleasure.

In the morning, if I were teaching, as I was first at Milan,
and later off and on for many years at Pavia, I delivered my
lecture. That over, I went walking in the shade beyond
the city walls, and later lunched, and enjoyed some music.
In the afternoon, I went fishing near a grove or in a wood
not far from the city. While there I also studied and wrote,
and in the evening returned home. This period lasted six
years; but alas—Fulsere quondam candidi tibi soles,* as the
poet says.

Thereafter I entered upon a long and honorable career.
But away with honors and gain, together with vain dis-
plays and unseasonable delights! I ruined myself! I per-
ished! Difficulties and evils increased like the shadow of
the yew-tree, as the saying goes. Now no solace remained,
except the deadly way of destruction. But therein no bless-
ing can be found; for otherwise despots, who are actually
farthest from bliss, would be the most blessed. Just as the
bull, raging ahead with fixed eyes, sweeping on in head-
long career, must dash himself to ruin, so I sped precipit-
ously to my downfall. For in the midst of things, and
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before these present events, the great disaster overtook my
elder son.

Certain members of the senate—I think they would
scarcely wish it to be known about themselves—have
actually confessed that they condemned him with the hope
that I should die of grief, or go mad; and how near I came
to either end, the gods alone know—and this I shall set
forth in the proper place; but their purpose failed. I wish
my reader to know—and for this purpose I digress—what
were the iniquitous mores—how ungodly the times! For
it is a truth that I never offended one of these men, not
even by my shadow. I planned whatsoever defense I was
capable of in behalf of my son; but who could have pre-
vailed against the festered disaffection of certain of those
senators?

I was shocked by the memory of my son’s despair, in con-
sternation over the impending dangers, exhausted by all
that had gone before, and fearful of what was to come. In
such a state, however, I made my plea, calling attention to
the high character and the equity of the senate, and men-
tioning cases where mercy had been shown. I recalled the
lenity, and at the same time, the act of Giampietro Solario,
the notary, who, when he had charged his illegitimate son
with attempting to poison two legitimate sisters for the sake
of becoming the sole heir to his father’s property, con-
sidered that the boy was sufficiently punished by being
condemned to the galleys.

Augustus was praised for this question when in an ex-
amination he asked, “At least you have not killed your
father?” What cruelty, then, to destroy an innocent and
aged father through the person of his son! If the father is
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taken into kindly consideration in the case of a man con-
demned to the arena, how much more should he be favored
in the case of any other condemnation? Of what avail are
the merits of humankind if so exceptional a virtue as in-
nocence is so disastrously involved?

And is it not worse for the father to be involved in the
punishment of his son than in his own destruction? If I
am killed, one man perishes—one about to die without
another descendant; if you kill the son, you cut off all hope
of succession. Imagine each one of all mankind pleading
with you for his son, for whom he feels responsible, though
he may be a youth of hasty temper, struggling with dif-
ficulties, overtaken by the basest dishonor and deceived in
a dowerless wife, having married against a father’s wish
and knowledge, a worthless, shameless woman—what
would you? Is this not every man’s plea? Does not every-
one understand? No one is so bitter an enemy of me or of
my son who would not voluntarily grant life to him whose
death would move even the iron gods of the underworld
to pity!

Although I brought forward these arguments and their
like, it availed naught except in so far as it was decreed by
the court that if I should be able to come to terms with
those who had brought the charge against him, his life
would be spared. But the very indiscretion of my son for-
bade this; for he had boasted of riches which I did not
possess, and the accusers tried to exact what did not exist.

But no more of this!

From my early youth I persistently held to this purpose—
that I should make it my duty to care for human life. The
study of medicine seemed to point more clearly to such a
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career than did the study of law, as being more appropriate
to the end I had in view, and as of more common concern
to all the world in every age. I deemed medicine a profes-
sion of sincerer character than law, and a pursuit relying
rather upon reason and nature’s everlasting law, than upon
the opinions of men.

Accordingly, I embraced this pursuit and not jurispru-
dence. Thereupon, deliberately, I not only rejected the
advances of friends engaged in the law, contemning riches,
power, and honors, but even shunned these influences.
My father actually wept in my presence when he learned
that I had given over jurisprudence to follow the study of
philosophy, and felt deeply grieved that I would not apply
myself to his same interests. He considered jurispru-
dence a more ennobling discipline—repeatedly he quoted
Aristotle on this point—and a profession better adapted
to the acquisition of wealth and influence, and to the im-
provement of the family position. He realized that his
office of lecturing in the law schools of the city, together
with the honorarium of an hundred crowns which he had
enjoyed for so many years, would not, as he had hoped, fall
to me, but that another would succeed him in his post.
Nor would that commentary of his ever be published,
which I was to annotate. For not long before this there had
dawned a faint hope that he might achieve some renown
as the critic of The Commentaries of John, Bishop of Can-
terbury, on Optics and Perspective. The following couplet
had even been published for this work:

Hoc Cardano viro gaudet domus: omnia novit
Unus; habent nullum szcula nostra parem.?
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This might rather be considered in the manner of
prophecy for one who was then about to set out upon his
life’s labors, than as applying to my father himself, who,
beyond the law—which, I understand, he practiced with
extraordinary brilliance—had mastered only the elements
of mathematics; he was in no wise given to original think-
ing, nor had he availed himself of the resources of the Greek
language. This situation came about, in his case, more be-
cause of his many-sided interests, and his inconstancy of
purpose, than because he was not naturally gifted, or be-
cause of sloth or faulty judgment; for he was subject to
none of these defects. However, because my will was
firmly set to my purpose on account of the reasons which
I have already advanced, together with other motives, I
was not moved by my father’s advices, especially since I
saw that he, although he had met with practically no
reverses, had succeeded but indifferently.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

PRUDENCE

It is sometimes better to persist in a course elected, even
when the course has not been too well considered, than to
shift, in an effort to make a perfect choice, from course to
course, albeit an intensity of zeal may importune, or the
usual inconstant ebb and flow of mundane affairs may urge
the change. Accordingly, when I had made a decision for
myself in a most difficult matter, to the end that my action
should be governed by wisdom as well as by my own pref-
erences, I realized then that not only other things, but also
this very business of remaining firm in my choice was made
casier. Of first consideration are the various ends of action
which lead each man to choose the one toward which his
taste is most inclined. There are so many fashions in
careers, so many chances, so many interests and so many
opportunities, that no one may justly censure me unless it
be one who confesses that he lives more in accordance with
my plans and purpose than I myself—and this can in no
wise be.

All granted up to this point, the next question which
arises concerns the best and most legitimate method of
succeeding in a chosen career, or—of even greater moment,
to my thinking—what is the most expedient? Having,
then, once attained the goal in view, how to retain it, and
how, finally, to draw just advantage from the end achieved,
is important.

[42]
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Now I have ever attested my insignificant powers in
edPoulic or @odvnows, If these terms signify merely pru-
dentia, it is, nevertheless, the same as if we should say
humana prudentia, for nothing which we know, except
man, possesses this good counsel. The deities have a greater
gift—that is to say, direct knowledge or intuition, not a
quality of other existing creatures. Intuitum is not an ex-
pression identical with the harpocratic quality, since it
differs in character from foreknowledge in that it partakes
of the nature of pradentia. To some it presents one ap-
pearance, to others another, as men are wont to estimate
all things by their own slant.

Truly of this sort of human refinement and sagacity I
know I possess and have possessed very little, and what
there was, indeed, those habits I have already mentioned
have corrupted.




CHAPTER TWELVE

DEeBATING AND LECTURING

As a lecturer and debater, I was much more earnest and
accurate than in exercising prudence. While at the Univer-
sity of Bologna, I usually lectured extempore. This habit
always undermined the confidence of those with whom
I argued.

A three-day debate was instituted at Pavia with Camuzio,
to be held in public before the Senate. My opponent was
silenced, on the first day, in the first proposition, even in
the judgment of all my rivals who were present. Certain
memorials of this same event are graven in letters on the
monument to Camuzio:' “This then, in truth, was known
to all, that they debated not for a mere refutation of argu-
ment, but with a power which seemed unassailable.” And
I believe the memory of that debate lives to this day.

Branda, who was, as I have stated, my preceptor, attrib-
uted my powers to art and talent; my rivals said I was
possessed; others, conjecturing much more accurately,
claimed my powers were due to a certain superiority and
perfection in the line of reasoning. For neither at Milan,
nor at Pavia, nor in Bologna, nor in France or Germany,
have I ever found a man who could successfully controvert
or dispute me within the last twenty-three years. Yet I do
not vaunt my powers on this account, for I think that, had
I been made of stone, the same things would have come to
pass. It is the result of the lack of clear thinking on the
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part of those who would challenge me, and no more a
special dispensation to my own nature or to my own dis-
tinction, than it can be counted glorious for the cuttlefish
to eject the shadows of its inky humour about the dolphin
and force it to flee; that is merely the result of being born
a cuttlefish.

Angelo Candiano in the presence of many scholars, when
he had brought forward his proofs and I had answered, and
wished him to take up the rebuttal in his turn, did not blush
to say, “I stated that I wished to bring forward a proof, not
to respond to your arguments.” Now he was a physician
of great learning, who had filled high offices at the court of
the Duke of Milan® and at the court of the Queen of
Hungary in Belgium.? He was, besides, an authority in
his profession, and, if it is of any consequence, very rich.
Whereupon, when I confessed my inexperience and sim-
plicity, many insisted, saying, on the one hand, “We know
that you are speaking falsely and that you are experienced”;
and, on the other hand, “We ask, since we cannot clearly
see, why you have recourse to that expression about ‘inex-
perience,’ especially strange on the lips of a man who has
asseverated so many times that he never lies. As to your
inimitable style of teaching, let us say that what is in the
positive—as the grammarians say—ceases to arouse our
admiration when the superlative itself becomes the com-
mon thing. That these present have made no move to ex-
press a desire to see a demonstration of it, is not significant.
The sun does not cease to be because masses of clouds hide
it from view. Nor should you be troubled because, though
so many bright lamps of learning burn within your private
chambers, those without your doors appear to refuse to see
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the radiance. There need be no fear, moreover, that an
endowment so divine may come to naught. Flowers still
adore the rising sun even while the Garamantes curse it.*
Over all not only is Divine Providence enthroned, but there
shines, as well, an eternal light of wisdom.”

Not only have I always distinguished myself, moreover,
in this gift of easy delivery, but I have instructed others
therein. Excellent as I may have appeared in these respects,
I possessed neither grace in my manner of speech nor talent
for making a clever conclusion. The result was that though
you deemed me more than usually endowed on the one
hand, on the other you would find me lacking. Finally,
in disputation I was so exceptionally keen that all marveled
at my exemplary skill, and avoided challenging me. For
a long time, consequently, I lived free from the onus of
debate, but not longer than the time when my opponents
had unexpectedly seen two occasions of my skill.

The first of these occasions was at Pavia. DBranda Porro,
formerly my master in philosophy, had interrupted the
course of an informal debate which I was holding with
Camuzio in philosophy; for, as I have said, thcy often
dragged me into this field, thinking that in the province of
medicine they had no further hope of forensic laurels.
Branda was citing Aristotle as an authority, whereupon I,
when he had quoted the words, said, “Take care; there is
a non after album which you have forgotten to include, and
which contradicts your proof.” Branda exclaimed loudly,
“You don’t mean it!” I, clearing my throat of the phlegm
which constantly collected therein, gently maintained my
opposition, until he, thoroughly angered, sent for the codex,
and upon my request, ordered the text to be put into my
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hands. I read as it was written therein; but he, suspecting
that I was falsely emending the text, snatched the book
from my hands, cried out that I wanted to cheat the audi-
ence, and himself began to read. As he came to the word
in question, he read it and was silenced. All present were
amazed and stared at me in wonder.

It happened also during these same days that Branda
went to Milan. The whole incident had been written to
the Senate at Milan. The Senators asked if the story were
true. Branda, a sincere and honest man said, “Surely it is
true; only too true; I believe I was drunk on that occasion.”
The senators, smiling, had nothing to say.

The second occasion on which I was challenged was at
Bologna, by Fracanziano, Professor of the Practice of
Medicine. He was engaged in a discussion about the pas-
sage of gall to the stomach, and was quoting from a Greek
authority in the presence of the whole academy, for an
anatomical dissection was then in progress. I said that oV
was lacking in his citation. Whereupon it was not he, for
a truth, as I quietly defended my correction, but the stu-
dents, who cried out that some one should send for the
codex. Fracanziano gladly sent, and it was brought at
once. He read, and found that it was as I had said, to a
hair. He was silenced, amazed, and filled with admira-
tion; the students, who had literally dragged me forcibly
to the place, marveled even more.

From that day, the professor actually fled from any oc-
casion for meeting me; and he even warned his servants
that they indicate whenever they saw me coming, so that
he might avoid an encounter in the street. And when once,
for a joke, the medical students had fetched me into his
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presence when he was busily engaged in a lesson in anat-
omy, he hurried away in such confusion that he stepped
on his cloak, and fell headlong. All who witnessed this
were bewildered at his action; and he himself shortly after-
wards resigned as a professor, for he was at that time a man
well along in years.



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Cusroms, Vices, AND ERRORS

An account of this nature is by its own character a most
difficult thing to write, and so much the more for me as
I reflect that those who have been wont to read the auto-
biographical books of writers are not used to seeing such
a straightforward narrative set down as I purpose to publish.

Some have committed themselves to writing as they
think they ought to be, like Antoninus; others have, in-
deed, given true accounts, but with all their shortcomings
carefully suppressed, as did Josephus. But I prefer to do
service to truth, though well aware that he who trans-
gresses the conventions cannot offer the same excuses as
suffice for other mistakes. Yet who constrains me? Shall
I not be, therefore, like that leper who, of the ten healed,
alone returned to acknowledge the Lord?

By this reasoning physicians and astrologers find the
origins of our moral natures in our innate qualities, and of
our voluntary acts in education, interests, and conversations.
These all are present in every man, but peculiarly adapted
to each appropriate epoch of his life, yet with variations,
nevertheless, even in similar instances. It is necessary, con-
sequently, to exercise choice, and to select with care from
all these influences one principle whereby we may get
understanding. For myself, as far as I could judge, the
well known yv@d cavtév! seemed the best guide.

My nature, as a result, has ever been manifest to me:
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high-tempered, straightforward, and devoted to the pleas-
ures of passion. From these beginnings, as it were, have
issued bitterness, contentious obstinacy, lack of amenity,
hasty judgment, anger, and an intense desire for revenge—
to say nothing of headstrong will; that which many damn,
by word at least, was my delight. “At vindicta bonum vita
iucundius ipsa.”? On the whole I was not inclined to
deviate from the ways of rectitude even though it is com-
monly said, “Natura nostra prona est ad malum.” ®

Yet I am a truthful man; I am mindful of benefits con-
ferred, attached to my own people, a lover of justice, and a
contemner of money. Zeal for undying fame has captured
my devotion, and rendered me wont to despise mediocrity,
to say nothing of petty concerns. Aware nevertheless, how
greatly very insignificant matters affect any circumstance
from its outset, I am accustomed to minimize no occasions.
By nature I am prone to every vice and every evil save
ambition; I recognize my shortcomings as well as anyone.

For the rest, because of my veneration for God, and be-
cause I clearly recognize how vain all these things are, I
deliberately let pass many an offered opportunity for
revenge. Timid of spirit, I am cold of heart, warm of
brain, and given to never-ending meditation; I ponder over
‘ideas, many and weighty, and even over things which can
never come to pass. I am able to admit two distinct trains
of thought to my mind at the same time.

Any who cast aspersions upon the praises I have enjoyed
by intimating that I am boastful and extravagant, accuse
me of faults of others, for those sins are not mine. I resent
such, and defend myself; I attack no one. Why then do I
trouble to make this examination of myself when I have
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given testimony so many times of the emptiness of life?
My excuse is the praise spoken by some, who think that a
man who has attained so much distinction does not have
his shortcomings.

I have accustomed my features always to assume an ex-
pression quite contrary to my feelings: thus I am able to
~ feign outwardly, yet within know nothing of dissimulation.
This habit is easy if compared to the practice of hoping for
nothing, which I have bent my efforts toward acquiring for
fifteen successive years, and have at last succeeded. And
now, trained to pretenses of a sort, I sometimes go forth
clad in rags, but just as often elegantly dressed; sometimes
I am taciturn, and sometimes talkative; sometimes gay,
sometimes sad. From these moods all things acquire double
aspects.

In youth I spent little and only occasional care upon the
appearance of my head because of my eagerness to be at
things I was more interested in. My movements are irreg-
ular, now quick, now slow. At home I go about with my
legs bare to the ankles.

I am lacking in reverence and have a far from continent
tongue; and I have such a quick temper that I am often
shamed and embarrassed thereby. Though I may be led
to repent, I have, nevertheless, paid heavy penalties, as I
have elsewhere stated, for my sins; even so I atoned for the
debaucheries of that Sardanapalian life I led the year I was
rector of the University at Padua. Yet wisely and patiently
to have. carried and corrected one’s fault, is praise even in
disgrace, and virtue even in sin. Necessity may pardon me
for speaking thus in my own praise; yet even if I were
inclined to pass over in silence the gifts of God toward me,
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I should be an ingrate indeed to complain of the loss which
I suffered without acknowledging the kind of life I was
leading at the time. Frankness is, moreover, the simpler
course inasmuch as my personal affairs are not as highly
esteemed as men commonly value their own interests—
vain, empty affairs like those great clouds seen in the wake
of the sunset which are meaningless and soon pass away.
If anyone would like to pass unprejudiced judgment on
these actions and to reflect how easy it is to yield, he will
understand in what spirit of mind, and urged by what
necessity, or by what occasion I acted, and with what great
grief I was afflicted through those deeds of my youth.

It is a fact that some, without scruple, are guilty of faults
much worse than those; who, far from confessing them
publicly, are silent even in private. They are people who
are not mindful of benefits conferred upon them—who
entirely forget that favors have ever been done them.
Perhaps these people will be somewhat more charitable
in judging me.

But let us get on. This I recognize as unique and out-
standing among my faults—the habit, which I persist in,
of preferring to say above all things what I know to be
displeasing to the ears of my hearers. I am aware of this,
yet I keep it up wilfully, in no way ignorant of how many
enemies it makes for me. So strongly are our natures
fettered to long-standing habits! Yet I avoid this practice
in the presence of my benefactors and of my superiors.
It is enough not to fawn upon these, or at least not to
flatter them.

I used to be just as immoderate in living when I well
knew what course was most expedient to follow, and what
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I ought to do; scarcely another man could be found so
obstinate in a fault of the sort.

I am alone as much as I can be, although I know that
this way of living has been condemned by Aristotle. For
he said, “Homo solitarius aut bestia aut deus.” But for
this I have rendered an excuse.*

By a similar foolishness, and with no small loss to my-
self, I retained those domestics whom I knew to be utterly
useless to me, or even a cause for shame. I become the
owner of all sorts of little animals that get attached to me:
kids, lambs, hares, rabbits, and storks. They litter up the
whole house. I have troubled myself with the poverty of
friends, especially my faithful friends.

And I have committed many, nay, numberless blunders,
wherever I wished to mingle with my fellows; whatever
these were, whether great or small, timely or untimely, I
was conscious of them; and I even went so far as to wound
those whom it had been my intention to praise. Among
these was Aimar de Ranconet,” a president of the Parlia-
ment of Paris, a most devoted scholar and a Frenchman.
On this occasion I blundered, almost unavoidably, not
solely because of lack of deliberation, and an ignorance of
foreign manners and customs, but because I did not duly
regard certain of those conventions which I learned about
long afterwards, and with which cultivated men, for the
most part, are acquainted.

In deliberating, I am too precipitate, and therefore fre-
quently make rash decisions. In any sort of transaction, I
am impatient of delay. My rivals, observing that I was not
easily taken in, if I had time to think, did their best to
hurry me on. I detected them plainly enough, since I am
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on my guard against my competitors, and deem that I can
justly hold them as my enemies. But if I had not been
wont never to regret any action I voluntarily undertook,
even something that came to a bad end, I should have lived
most unhappily.

Truly the cause of a great part of my misery was the
stupidity of my sons, connected as it was with actual shame,
the folly of my kinsfolk, and the jealousy existing among
them, which was a vice peculiar to our family. Indeed, it
is a fault common to many a group!

From my youth, I was immoderately given to gambling;
and in this way I became known to Francesco Sforza, a
prince of Milan, and made many friendships for myself
among the nobles. And since for many years—almost
forty—I applied myself assiduously to gambling, it is not
easy to say how greatly the status of my private affairs suf-
fered, and with nothing to show for it. The dice turned
out to be far worse, and once my sons were instructed in
the attractions of games of chance, our home too frequently
was thrown open to gamblers. For this gaming habit I
have naught but a worthless excuse to offer—the poverty
of my early life, a certain shrewdness in hazards, and some-
thing of skill in play.

This is mortal frailty, then, but some will not admit it;
others are even intolerant of it. Are they better, or wiser ?

What if one should address a word to the kings of the
earth and say, “Not one of you but eats lice, flies, bugs,
worms, fleas—nay the very filth of your servants!” With
what an attitude would they listen to such statements,
though they be truths? What is this complacency then
but an ignoring of conditions, a pretense of not being aware
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of what we know exists, or a will to set aside a fact by
force? And so it is with our sins and everything else foul,
vain, confused and untrue in our lives. On a rotting tree
are rotten apples! It is nothing new that I proclaim; I
merely lay bare the truth.



CHAPTER FOURTEEN

Virtues anp ConNsTANCY

Although there are many points on which men are con-
fused, in none are they more deceived than in their con-
ception of firmness of character or constancy.

This confusion originates in the very nature of constancy,
a characteristic which in one man may truly be an evidence
of divine endowment; in another a trait, rather, significant
of a small, unthinking mind. It is a trait which some one
derided in Diogenes because under the summer sun he
rolled himself in burning sands; in winter with bared body
he embraced columns of ice. On the other hand, it was
the high virtue of Bragadino,' the Patrician of Venice, to
endure such trials as no man, not even one of the host of
arrogant conquerors, was eager to administer, yet such
trials as are worthy of an immortal name; for he was flayed
alive. If it was nothing short of superhuman to endure
such martyrdom, surely it was compatible with human
longing for an immortality of fame to have willed to
endure.

And albeit a man may shine with serener soul in the
midst of reverses, not infrequently he is given an oppor-
tunity in the midst of prosperity to show himself worthy
of admiration. Moreover, even if occasions to display their
steadfastness may fail some men, not on this score ought
they be deemed less constant. Since, then, it happens that
we err in so many respects in the name of constancy, mere
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endurance ought not to be thought a matter for glory, any
more than lack of occasion to demonstrate our firmness of
character ought to be thought reason for blame; nor should
anyone hold us blameworthy for what nature has seen fit
to deny us.

Neither do I defend myself on the ground that opportuni-
ties have in some degree been lacking. No one was ever
so bitter against me, no judge so unjust, as not to admire
my patience in adversity, and my restraint in prosperity,
rather than criticize it, whether that virtue resided in my
power to despise the attractions of joy, or in my courage to
bear hardships.

I name, among the trials of my life, the indulgence of
the flesh, distracting entertainments, disease, impotency, the
disparagements of my rivals, issues none too felicitous, law-
suits, attacks, the threats of the powerful, the suspicion of
certain men, the distractions of a family, the failure of
many projects; and finally, the contrary advice either of
true friends, or of men in the guise of friends, and the
hazards which beset me on account of my many unorthodox
views.

Notwithstanding, whatsoever my good fortune, or how-
ever many the happy issues that attended me, I have never
modified my carriage, nor become more bitter or inordi-
nately ambitious, nor more impatient, nor contemptuous
of the poor, nor forgetful of my old friends, nor more
abrupt in social intercourse, nor more boastful. My good
fortune did not tempt me to adopt a more luxurious mode
of dress than I felt was demanded by my professional rank,
except in so far as it was necessary to replace with better
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the out-of-fashion garments my poverty had compelled me,
from the beginning, to wear.

In misfortune, however, I am by no means steadfast, since
certain afflictions which I was forced to meet were more
than I could bear. For these exigencies I overcame nature
by a scheme of my own. In the moments when my spirit
was afflicted with the most insupportable grief, I would
strike my thighs with rods, or bite my left arm sharply and
quickly. Often I fasted. I was relieved much by weeping,
if weep I could, but very often I was unable.

Moreover, I combated my sorrow with reason saying,
“Nothing new has come to pass; my times have nearly
changed and have hurried on apace. Might it not have
been possible to escape forever this association with sorrow ?
Yet if I have been cheated for a few years, what portion of
time is that measured by eternity? I shall have lost a little,
that is all, in the event that I have not long to live; but if
a life lengthened by coming years will appear to be my
allotted span, perhaps many opportunities may come where-
by I may assuage my grief and of it make an eternal
triumph. And yet, what if it had never come to pass!
Truly I am not equal to this overpowering grief!” And yet,
as I shall hereinafter show, I was consoled by a manifest
miracle.?

To the duties of life I am exceptionally faithful, and par-
ticularly in the writing of my books, to such an extent that
even though the most attractive opportunities have been
offered, I have not abandoned my undertaking, but con-
tinued to adhere to my original purpose® I had observed
that my father’s habit of relinquishing one aim in life for
another had been a mighty obstacle to his success.
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I do not think anyone would criticize me because, when
I was appointed to the Accademia degli Affidati at Pavia*
in which there were not a few Princes and Cardinals of
highest rank, causing me to hold back somewhat out of
sheer pusillanimity, I neither disdained the offer by remain-
ing away, nor did I excuse myself from the duties of my
office. To be sure, when these men of rank, in full regalia,
were presented to the King, I kept in the background, say-
ing to myself that pomp of this sort in no manner be-
came me.

Concerning goodness, moreover, I can say nothing other
than Horace:

Virtus est vitium fugere.®

I have never broken a friendship; neither, if the relation-
ship happened to be discontinued, have I divulged the
secrets of my erstwhile friends, nor held those secrets
against them. I have written nothing inconsistent with
my principles. Aristotle was somewhat inclined to sin
in that sort of thing, and Galen descended so far as to
become involved in a disgraceful contention. In this mat-
ter I yield to Plato alone. Vesalius, a man of decent
restraint, gave proof of his attitude toward malignant con-
troversy, for when he was stirred by Corti to engage in
some insignificant dispute, he was not willing to mention
his opponent’s name.

In spite of the fact that I was envious of Corti’s® great
love of letters—although not his erudition—it happened
that when the board, upon his withdrawal from Pisa, in-
quired of him whether I could qualify as a successor to his
post, he replied, “No one would be better!” Now I had
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been accused by Corti of the theft of a ring which I had
retained as a pledge of money which he had made without
a witness; and although the members of the board knew
that we were not entirely reconciled on this score, they
gave me the office of lecturer on his recommendation.
These I deem ought to be accounted among my virtues—
that I have never told a falsehood from my youth,” that I
have borne poverty and disaster and all the pricks of adverse
circumstances patiently; that no one has ever been able
justly to charge me with ingratitude. But enough of this!



CHAPTER FIFTEEN

CoNcerNING My Frienps anp PATrRONS

First among the friends of my youth I count Ambrogio
Varadei; together we played many a game of chess, and
diverted ourselves with music or similar amusements.
After him I name Prospero Marinone® of Pavia and Otta-
viano Scotto® of Milan, who often helped me to a loan of
money. Gasparo Gallarati was another.

In the town of Sacco, I formed close friendships with
Giammaria Morosini, a nobleman of Venice, and with
Paolo Lirici, a pharmacist. After my return to Milan I
found a patron in Filippo Archinto, Archbishop of Milan,
through whom I became known to Lodovico Maggi whose
aid I sorely needed and who gladly helped me.

Among other friends I must name Girolamo Guerrino,
a jeweller, from whom I learned many mysterious stories
which I have rewritten in my books but with no idea of
plagiarizing. Through him also I became involved in
relations with Francesco Belloto, a Florentine.

Francesco Croce, the jurisconsult, a noted man of high
character and a skilled mathematician, rendered me valu-
able service in my case with the College of Physicians at
Milan. Through the efforts of Donato Lanza, a druggist,’®
I was introduced to Francesco Sfondrato, a Senator of
Cremona,* who afterwards became Cardinal. Sfondrato
recommended me to a criminal judge, also a native of
Cremona, Giambattista Speziano, a man of learning and of
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singular moral quality. He it was who made me known
to the great Alfonso d’ Avalos, Governor of the Province
of Milan and Commander of the Emperor’s forces in the
State. By the patronage of Sfondrato, also, I obtained the
chair of medicine at the University of Pavia.

At Pavia I was received into the friendship of Andrea
Alciati,” that most celebrated of jurists, and a great teacher
of oratory. His kinsman, Francesco Alciati,’ who is now
Cardinal, joined in this cordial relation. Two other cardi-
nals, besides, I must include in my list of patrons: Giovanni
Morone,” and Pietro Donato Cesio.? Under the protection
of these three Mzcenates my present circumstances stand
assured. Together with these I must name a fourth, Cristo-
foro Mandruzio of Trent. He is of a most illustrious family
of nobility, and second to no one in his favors toward me
and in his liberality toward all men.

After acknowledging my indebtedness to these notables,
let me return to those good friends among my equals. My
association with Panezio Benvenuto of Arezzo, the best of
men, gleams more richly than any gold, as it seems, an at-
tachment enduring by the very virtue of its own noble
nature. Again, there was the venerable Taddeo Massa, at
Rome, a prelate, and a man of unique wisdom and probity.
Long before this, however, I had secured the friendship of
Giovanni Meone, from the Privy Council of the Governor
of the Province, Fernando Gonzaga,’ who was also Com-
mander of the military forces of the Emperor.

It would be too long a story to go into the details of my
relations with Carlo Borromeo' and with Marc Antonio
Amulio of Venice, both cardinals of the most exceptional
character, and with a great number of other good men.
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Certainly it was by the effort and influence of Borromeo
and Alciati, when I came to Bologna appointed to lecture
in Medicine there, that I obtained the favor of the whole
illustrious senatorial assembly; for they are all patricians
extraordinarily courteous, cultivated, experienced, and
brilliant.

Among the members of the medical profession I had two
intimate friends, both men of blameless life, and of by no
means mediocre erudition, and both natives of Modena:
Camillo Montagnana and Aurelio Stagni. Besides these I
must name Melchiorre della Valle of Milan and Tommaso
Isco of Brescia whom I sought after with a good-will
unusual for me, but nothing came of the relation except a
rather tense animosity.

My friends among the high officials of the English Court
were Sir John Cheke,"* childhood tutor to King Edward
VI, and Claude Lavalle, who was the ambassador of the
French King to England, and Prince of Bois-Dauphin.

Among my own fellow-citizens I owe not a little to
Lodovico Taverna, Prefect of Milan, and a very sagacious
man.

I highly esteemed, among my professional associates,
Francesco Vicomercato, a Milanese, and a professor of
Philosophy; and Andrea Vesalius, the foremost exponent
of his day of the science of anatomy.

Two friends of my father, known from childhood, I con-
tinued to cultivate: Agostino Lavizzario, clerk of petitions
of the Senate of Como, and Galeazzo del Rosso, a black-
smith, whom I have frequently mentioned.

There was also Francesco Buonafede, a doctor of Padua,
referred to on another occasion.'
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I must pass over a description of many learned men and
friends, because, even without formal mention, they are
known for their erudition throughout the world. Yet, in
order that you may actually know, since I have witnessed
their favor to me, that I am not forgetful of them to whom
as far as I am able, I am about to give lasting recognition
by mention of their names and by this present testimony, I
shall add the following names: Guillaume Duchoul,”® a
Prefect of Hautes Alpes in the region near Savoy and the
Dauphiné; Bonifazio Rodigino, a Doctor of Jurisprudence
and a distinguished astrologer; Giorgio Porro, a Rhztian;
Luca Giustiniano of Genoa; Gabriello Aratore of Cara-
vaggio, a noted arithmetician.

I entertained a warm affection for Giampietro Albuzzo,
a physician and professor of Milan,”* for Marc Antonio
Morago, and likewise for Mario Gesso of Bologna. The
fidelity of Lorenzo Zehener, a doctor of Carinthia, and of
Adrian, a Belgian, toward me was extraordinary, and their
services and kindnesses manifold.

Last of all, the patronage of the Prince of Matelica'® was
almost like divine protection, and greater than any which
mere human devices would seem to be able to produce.
I here barely touch upon the exceptional qualities of his
soul, worthy, indeed, of a king; his knowledge of all sub-
jects and of all teachings; the refinements of his spirit and
his benignity. I but note in passing the vast accumulations
of his wealth, the splendor of his father and his wisdom
surpassing the peak of human attainment, and his memory
for either favors or former associations.

What was there in me that was able to attract the gentle
company of such an one? No benefits could I confer; nor
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was there any hope of something I might undertake for
him, for I was an old man, bereft of fortune, despondent,
and not especially gracious: It could have been nothing
but his opinion of my character. Are you not inclined to
deem such men god-like? They are those who devote as
much energy to fostering love of study, to cultivating sim-
plicity of living with a spirit gentle and true, to attempting
and undertaking ventures worthy of praise, as almost every
other man is wont to bestow upon the acquisition of power
and favors and upon the nourishing of hope for the future,
upon the daily round of custom and to the flattering of
the great.



CHAPTER SIXTEEN

ConcerNING My Enemies anp Rivars

I shall not undertake the same lengthy account of my
enemies and rivals as I have just given of my friends. In
this respect I think Galen erred not a little for he made
the Thessalian, whose argument he took up, prominent by
merely mentioning his name.

And if a man be not a coward, better it is to be recon-
ciled, if you have been sinned against; better not to take
revenge. Or rather it is better to take revenge by outdoing
them than by resorting to invective. Therefore I have
learned not so much to despise my rivals as to have pity on

their vain-glorying. They bear witness that those men are
far baser who conduct themselves underhandedly in their
charges than those who act openly, if there is any just
right to make accusation.!




CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

CaLumny, DEraMATIONS, AND TREACHERY OF My UNjuUsT
AcCUSERs

There are two kinds of treachery: one which spreads its
snares around our reputation and honors, concerning which
I have here planned to write; and a second, about which
I shall treat later. Now, therefore, I have decided to dis-
cuss these perfidious designs, and especially secret designs;
for no matter how treacherous such plots are, they have
never been secret if the machinations are openly devised;
if they are plots of any magnitude, they are, with difhiculty,
kept secret.

A man is a fool who attaches too much meaning to insig-
nificant events; wherefore I shall content myself with the
account of but four incidents.

The first of these befell me when I was summoned to
Bologna.! The defamers of my name had sent a certain
clerk to Pavia. This man, although he neither saw the
inside of my lecture room, nor interviewed any of my
students, managed somehow or other to write back to
Bologna reports consisting of long tales which he had
obtained from one who never thought the story would
come out. The following is an extract: “Concerning this
Girolamo Cardano I have learned that he lectures to the
empty benches, since no students attend his classes; that he
is a man of bad manners, disagreeable to all, and, in the
main, a fool. He is given to disgraceful practices, and
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does not show even tolerable skill in medicine, being so
given to certain prejudices in this art that no one engages
his services, and he accordingly has no practice.”

These statements were read by the Intelligencer at
Bologna in the presence of the Most High Cardinal Bor-
romeo, Pontifical Legate of that city. Deliberations were
afoot to pursue the matter no further, but when in the
midst of the reading the committee had heard these words
“he has no practice,” one man present said, “Ho, I know
that’s a lie, for I have seen some very influential men who
engaged his service, and although I myself am not a citizen
of rank, I have consulted him.”

The Papal Legate, Borromeo, thereupon, spoke up
quickly, “I am abundantly able to testify,” he said, “that
Cardano cured my mother when her condition was given
up as hopeless by all who attended her.”

Then the former rejoined that perhaps there was only
as much truth in the other statements as appeared in this,
to which the Cardinal agreed. The Intelligencer was
silenced and had the grace to look ashamed.

Consequently they came to this decision, that I should
enter upon the office of professor for one year only, follow-
ing the action of the committee; after that, quoting the
terms, “if he will prove himself the sort of man described
in the letter or otherwise unprofitable to the Academy and
to the City of Bologna, let us suffer him to seek a post for
himself elsewhere. But if we decide otherwise, the terms
of the contract may later be confirmed, and the stipend
established.” There was already a disagreement over the
salary. The Pontifical Legate assented, and so the busi-
ness was concluded.
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Not content with this, the committee directed a delegate
from the Senate to meet me for the purpose of discussing
the conditions of our agreement. He was to secure a modi-
fication of the terms already made, but I would not comply.
He offered a smaller salary; no classroom for lecturing was
definitely assigned; travelling expenses were not included.
When he could get no satisfaction from me, he was forced
to withdraw, and to return with all the original conditions
stipulated in my contract.

Although such treachery may seem an impediment, and
calculated to thwart its object, this notion arises from a
false idea of men, since all the ends of mortal activity can
anticipate nothing more than a brief foreclosure, and are
by no means as things everlasting. It is enough for the
philosopher if he merely bears in mind the existence of
such things and does not try to remedy them. The half
of them amount to exactly nothing—not even the shadow
of a dream, as anyone may observe and clearly see in his
own actions; therefore they should not be taken seriously,
since they have their limitations, and are precisely as signif-
icant as the games boys play with nuts for each player.
If the boy thinks the outcome of these childish contests has
something to do with winning laurels, or civil honors, or
even a kingdom which will come to him when he grows
to be a man because of some connection such as cause or
precedent—how can he be other than a great fool ?

After the preceding events, when I had at length entered
upon my professorship, my opponents managed to dis-
possess me of my lecture room by this scheme: my lecture
was scheduled for a period near the breakfast hour, and
then the room allotted at that hour to another teacher.



70 THE BOOK OF MY LIFE

I offered three suggestions as against this vexation: that
the other professor should begin and close his lecture
earlier; or that he should give up the room entirely and
permit me to be free to lecture in the room assigned; or
else that he should use the room and I should be at liberty
to choose another. When I saw that he was reluctant to
take up with any of these propositions, I had it arranged
at the next election that he should hold his classes else-
where.

Out of this arose trouble and tears; one case of accusation
after another interrupted my work, since I frustrated their
conspiracies, and they were forced to see a man whom
they hated lecturing? Eventually, toward the end of my
contract, rumors were circulated and even deliberately car-
ried to the ears of Cardinal Morone, to the effect that only a
handful attended my classes. This was not at all true. In-
deed, from the opening of the session until Lent, I had had
many auditors. Consequently, assailed by so many envious
rivals and surrounded by innumerable plots, I thought the
greatest virtue lay, as they say, in yielding to the force of
circumstances.

Therefore, under the guise of consulting my honor, my
enemies persuaded the Cardinal that I ought to resign
voluntarily. They secured his action in the matter; and
so the affair went through, more in compliance with the
will of those who so urgently desired my removal, than in
any wish for my happier lot.

Henceforth I am determined to say nothing on the sub-
ject of calumny and malicious slander; it is an evil so
great, so persistent, and withal so contemptible and so
irrational that it relies on nothing except far-fetched rumors
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and hinted accusations. And perhaps it was more hurtful
for my calumniators to have been tormented by their own
guilty conscience than for me to have been thwarted. For
truly, they have left me more time for collecting my literary
works; they have increased my fame; they have lengthened
my life in releasing me from labors beyond my strength;
they have provided me with an opportunity to enjoy my-
self, and devote myself to the investigation of many things
not fully revealed to man.

I am, therefore, in the habit of saying—nay, the word is
ever in my mouth—that I do not hate them nor regard
them as culpable because they had their evil way with me,
but because it was their evil purpose to thwart me.

What other bitter vicissitudes came down upon me, even
before I was invited to Bologna, I shall set forth later in
this account, in chapter thirty-three.



CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

THose TrHiNGs IN WHicH | TAKE PLEASURE

Among the things which please me greatly are stilettos,
or szili for writing; for them I have spent more than twenty
gold crowns, and much money besides for other sorts of
pens. I daresay the writing materials which I have got at
- one time and another could not be bought for two hundred
crowns. Besides these, I take great pleasure in gems, in
metal bowls, in vessels of copper or silver, in painted glass
globes and in rare books.!

I enjoy swimming a little and fishing very much. I was
devoted to the art of angling as long as I remained at Pavia
and I am sorry I ever changed.

The reading of history gives me extraordinary satisfac-
tion, as well as readings in philosophy, in Aristotle and
Plotinus, and the study of treatises on the revelations of
mysteries, and especially treatises on medical questions.

In the Italian poets, Petrarch and Luigi Pulci,® I find
great delight.

I prefer solitude to companions, since there are so few
men who are trustworthy, and almost none truly learned.
I do not say this because I demand scholarship in all men—
although the sum total of men’s learning is small enough;
but I question whether we should allow anyone to waste
our time. The wasting of time is an abomination.
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CHAPTER NINETEEN

GAMBLING AND DiciNG

Peradventure in no respect can I be deemed worthy of
praise; for so surely as I was inordinately addicted to the
chess-board and the dicing table, I know that I must rather
be considered deserving of the severest censure. I gambled
at both for many years, at chess more than forty years, at
dice about twenty-five; and not only every year, but—I say
it with shame—every day, and with the loss at once of
thought, of substance, and of time.!

Nor was the smallest ground for defense left me. If,
nevertheless, anyone may wish to rise in my defense, let
him not say that I had any love for gambling, but rather
that I loathed the necessities which goaded me to gambling
—calumnies, injustices, poverty, the contemptuous behavior
of certain men, the lack of organization in my affairs, the
realization that I was despised by many, my own morbid
nature, and finally the graceless idleness which sprang
from all these. It is a proof of the foregoing assertion that
once I was privileged to act a respectable part in life, I
abandoned those low diversions. Accordingly it was not
a love of gambling, not a taste for riotous living which
lured me, but the odium of my estate and a desire to escape,
which compelled me.

Although I have expounded many remarkable facts in a
book on the combinations in chess, certain of these com-
binations escaped me because I was busy with other oc-
cupations. Eight or ten plays which I was never able to

[73]



74 THE BOOK OF MY LIFE

recapture, seemed to outwit human ingenuity, and ap-
peared to be stalemates.

I have added these remarks to advise any who may by
chance happen upon the same extraordinary situations—
and I hope somebody may—so that they may add their jot
or tittle to the solution.




CHAPTER TWENTY

Dress

Of myself I have the same opinion as Horace had of his
Tigellius; rather I might have said Horace was then speak-
ing of me in the character of Tigellius:

Nil zquale homini fuit illi; szpe velut qui

Currebat fugiens hostem; perszpe velut qui

Junonis sacra ferret; habebat szpe ducentos,

Szpe decem servos; modo reges, atque tetrarchas,
Omnia magna loquens; modo, Sit mihi mensa tripes et
Concha salis puri, et toga quae defendere frigus
Quamvis crassa queat.

You ask why this comparison; the reasons, forsooth, are
ready. First, the variety of my interests and my habits
coupled with the fact that I am ever solicitous for the
health of my body. And since I have often moved from
one country to another, I have found it necessary to make
a change in the arrangement of my garments. This would
leave on hand clothes which it did not seem desirable to
sell on account of the loss involved, or to keep to no pur-
pose. Accordingly, necessity dictated my practice in
dressing.

A second consideration no less important than the latter,
though less urgent, is my own indifference towards
domestic or personal matters in the interests of study, and
the consequent neglect of the care of my clothes because
of the remissness of my servants. In this way, a large ward-
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robe is apt to be reduced by wear to a few rags before 1
notice it.

Wherefore, I by no means disdain the advice of Galen,
who taught that a man ought to be content with four sets
of garments, or only two, if you do not count his under-
shirts. However, I am of the opinion that such garments,
after they have done their duty for a given occasion, may
be interchanged, and indeed ought to be.

I think four suits would be sufficient for any man of us,
so that we could wear our choice of two heavy garments,
one. medium in weight, and the other very warm; and of
two lighter, one, likewise, medium in weight, and one
very thin. With these, fourteen combinations of apparel
would be possible, not counting the arrangement by which
all could be worn at once!



CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

My MaNNER oF WALKING AND OF THINKING

Because I think as I walk, my gait is uneven, unless some-
body claims my attention. My feet are moved, and often
my hands, even, make gestures at the bidding of my rest-
less mind. The very diversity of my concerns, the circum-
stances that befall me, nay, the very disposition of my body,
influence my going. When I am well, when I am buoyant
and not weary, I hasten along carefree and happy; con-
trary circumstances retard my steps. My gait, therefore,
is likely to resolve itself into a subject for comment—be-
come a by-word—for I stagger along heedlessly, meditating
on many a topic alien to my surroundings.

In general, all things which a hard necessity controls are
variable; yet an impulse of the mind governs each man, so
that he can persist in what is good and be unwilling to
hold to evil. This can be accomplished only by constant
application of thought, though not necessarily always upon
the same themes. Nevertheless, sustained thought takes
such complete possession of me that I may neither eat, nor
enjoy myself, nor even succumb to grief or sleep without
attendant meditation. This, then, is a great good which
may ward off evil and offer relaxation, and yet should it
cease, I know not whether the result would be a help or
a hindrance.

For the rest, my walk is not quick, nor slow; now I
proceed with head and shoulders erect, and again I go bent,
differing little, and in this respect especially, from the man-
ner of my gait in my youth.
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CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

ReLicion anp Piery

Though I was born in most troublesome times," and have
been subjected to the influence of so many experiences;
though in my many journeys I have met men not simply
strangers to religion, but indeed the enemies of religion, I
have not lost my faith; and this I must attribute more to a
miracle than to my own wisdom; more to Divine Provi-
dence than to my own virtue. Steadfastly, in fact from my
earliest childhood, I have made this my prayer: “Lord God,
in thine infinite goodness grant me long life, and wisdom,
and health of mind and body.” Wherefore it is no marvel
if I have ever been most devoted to religion and to the
worship of God.

Indeed, it seems that I have been the recipient of other
gifts as well—such things, however, as are apparently more
another’s needs than my own. At all times, I have enjoyed
a certain health, in spite of my complaints. I have become
more learned, so to speak, in matters to which I gave little
study, and in which I had no schooling, than in subjects
for which I had resorted to teachers. Where duty was con-
cerned, I was somewhat more assiduous; I fought against
my son’s death and that terrible grief; yet he was bound to
die, and, in that same year, the infant he had left, came
near to dying, so that my son would have had no issue, but
my grandson—his child—lived and still lives.

Yet why moan on? Why compare mortal wretchedness
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and pain to the joys of those who have won immortality?
If he had never existed at alll Or if he had not perished
at that time, would he have lived forever? What dif-
ference then, to me, if I have suffered some loss? Oh,
senseless soliloquies of men! Oh, unutterable delirium!

Not only do I keep ever in mind the divine majesty of
God, but turn my meditation as well upon the Blessed
Virgin Mary, and holy Saint Martin; for I had been warned
in a dream that under his &gis I should lead a quiet exist-
ence and enjoy long life.

At one time I wrote a long essay which I here give in
summary, on the theme that the evils of this life can in no
manner be equal to that bliss which we trust is in store for
us; that we find no difficulty at those times when unusual
circumstances of a certain sort surround us, in being so
moved that doubt is not possible, and we feel that every-
thing is as it should be. But when these circumstances fall
away, everything seems to be a dream.

Oh, would that, had it so pleased God, this Charybdis of
uncertainty might have given place to a sense of duty as
great. For if men would have reverence for the commands
of heaven, if they considered how richly they might enjoy
the blessed satisfaction of having remembered to observe
God’s will, they would live more devoutly and would lead
exemplary lives. But I realize that I am laboring at an
extremely unpopular task in wishing to ordain for mortals
a commandment of wisdom. In this my devoutness sweeps
me on, and sorrow for men of wretched estate. Accord-
ingly, I consider that, in the number of those who have
made their humble contributions to a discussion of the
immortality of the soul, I have written quite naturally, and

P
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in a manner by no means at variance with Plato, Aristotle,
or Plotinus, and in no way opposed to reason or under-
standing.

Of Plato, moreover, a certain gravity is characteristic;
Aristotle is gifted with logical or rhetorical division; in
Plotinus one feels the lack of definition and applications.
Of this last, however, I was not the discoverer, but cheer-
fully ascribe the criticism originally to Avicenna® who is
much like him among the philosophers.




CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

My Own Particurar Rures or Conbuct

In no respect have I shown myself more adept than in
formulating my experiences, partly because of my long
life, partly because of my numberless adversities. First,
then, aside from those inept little prayers of my childhood
when I was just beginning to learn, I have been in the
habit of returning thanks to God for all that has happened
to me. I have thanked him for the gracious favors he has
bestowed; indeed I should consider anyone base and a
brute who would not return gratitude even to man for
such blessings. I have thanked him in adversity, and have
accepted the light afflictions as admonitions wherefrom I
might take warning. Oh, how many times, taught by my
trials, have I avoided the most devastating calamities!

For the barely tolerable troubles of my life—even to
these I feel I am indebted—I return him thanks, because
I believe that none of these things which time is wont to
obliterate can be momentous; and I recognize that God is
the dispenser of all my afflictions which, though they may
have seemed oppressive at the time, I doubt not were very
good in the great order of the universe. Granted that
death is inevitable, a host of disasters may render it easier
to bear. As ZAgineta' used to say: “He who passes a large
stone from the bladder suffers less, by contrast with his
preceding pains, than he who passes a small gravel, and he
is less likely, therefore, to perish.” Even in the very ex-
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tremity of my suffering I am persuaded that God did not
forget me, and with this assurance I have fought off death—
mirabile dictul—in the midst of death.

My second noteworthy observation was that I ought ever
to pray to know the purpose of God; even in accordance
with the Scripture I invoke the spirit of high God, that he
may teach me to do his will, because he is my God. Behold
how good, how pleasant are his ways! I was sustained by
threefold comfort in my calamity: for he gave before he
took away; he kept me safe against the sweeping billows
of life’s sea; he granted me a tranquil existence.

A third rule was that when I had lost, I should not be
content merely to redeem the loss, but should always obtain
something in addition. I am, no less, one of few men who
enjoy experimenting with life as well as acting from care-
fully deliberated motives.

In the fourth place, I made it a practice that I should
take the most careful account of my time. As I rode or
ate or conversed, or as I lay in bed sleepless, I was ever
meditating upon something, for I had in mind that com-
mon adage: “Multa modica faciunt unum satis.” That is,
the many small things soon make one of size!

Here I shall tell a brief tale, and a true one. While I
was living in the Ranuzzi mansions in Bologna, there were
two apartments, one of which was dingy but safe; the other
was gorgeously decorated as to the walls, but over them
hung a dilapidated ceiling, threatening momentarily to col-
lapse. Parts of it had fallen while I was living there, with
no little danger to my life, had I been underneath; and
when finally a shower of fragments came down at once, I
barely escaped, with my head intact, to safety.”
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By a fifth rule I observed that it was well to cultivate the
society of elderly men and be with them frequently.

A sixth practice was to observe all things, and not to
think that anything happened fortuitously in nature;
whereby it has come about that I am richer in the knowl-
edge of Nature’s secrets than I am in money.

Always to set certainties before uncertainties has been a
seventh guiding principle; and as a result of this I have
been so fortunate that I am persuaded I owe most of the
events of lucky issue in my career to this resolution.

My eighth axiom bids me never to be persuaded, for any
reason whatever, to persist willingly in any course which is
turning out for the worse; in this I pay tribute to experi-
ence rather than to my own wisdom or to any over-
confidence in my own skill; this is especially true in the
cure of the sick; in other things I have been willing to
intrust myself to chance. I do not regret what has once
been done, saying as do many, “What if I had done thus
and so?” What is the good of this? To question too much
wherein lies the greater gain may prove no gain at all be-
cause of expenditure of time.

In caring for the sick you should never regard action as
second to efficacy: that is, you should prefer an irrigation to
an untreated fistula; you should not neglect the water of
the intestines in a case of dropsy. When, after employing
a rather more potent remedy, or one of the customary treat-
ments, especially if it be one held in good repute, your re-
sults are not what you expected, you should then proceed so
much the more gently; for, as I have always maintained, all
remedies should be suitable.?

Unless I am at leisure, I undertake no particularly dis-
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putatious engagements, not only because it is more expedi-
ent, but because in this way I do not waste time.

I never slash at a friendship that has proved faithless; I
gently ravel the threads that have woven our interests
together.

Shortly after I was seventy-five I expressed my unwilling-
ness to be present for a fee at a consultation unless I knew
how many or who my associates were to be.

Flee any occasion to let familiarity breed contempt.

As far as I have been able, I have trusted less to my
memory, and more to the written word.



CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR

My DweLLiNG PLACES

When I was a child my home was at Milan in the Via
dell’ Arena by the Pavian Gate! From there we moved
to the Via dei Maini® which was in that part of the city
near the castle, and later we rented a house of Lazzaro
Soncino. That was when I was a small boy.

During my youth we lived in the Via dei Rovelli in a
house belonging to Girolamo Ermenolfo, and following
that, in a property of the Cusani. In young manhood, up
to my nineteenth year I lived in Alessandro Cardano’s
house.

At Pavia I occupied successively, a house near the church
of San Giovanni in Burgo,® one near the church of Santa
Maria di Vénere* which belonged to the Catanei, and
another near the church of San Gregorio in Monfalcono in
Burgoliate. Later I moved to a place near the University
halls, adjoining the residence of the deputy Ceranova, and
shortly after bought a house of my own near the church of
Santa Maria in Pertica.’

At Bologna I first took a place in the Via de Gombru,®
but left it for the Palazzo Ranuzzi in the Via del Galera.
Later I purchased a property near the church of San
Giovanni in Monte."

At Rome I first had residence near the Porta del Populo
in the square of San Girolamo hard by the Curia Savelli.
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My next home in that city was in the Via Giulia near
Santa Maria di Montserrato.

Long before this I had once lived in a house my mother
had bought in Milan adjoining the church of San Michele
di Chiusa. Thence we went to the Porta Orientale; from
there to the Via Cinque; and finally, from a rebuilt house
which had once fallen down, I returned to the first, near

San Michele. -



CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE

PoverTy AND Losses iIN My PatriMoNy

I was poor, yet not greedy for gain; nor did I strive after
the vain and ostentatious grandeur of outward show. My
domestic concerns suffered a fall because of war in my coun-
try accompanied by excessive tax levies, and because I was
almost never without a numerous household. I was ca-
luminated by my bitter rivals; for a long time the College
of Physicians at Milan refused to recognize me. I was
more than once a heedless wastrel. My body was a weak
thing, and my affairs tottered upon foundations under-
mined by frauds. I spent money lavishly for books, and
wasted much substance in moving so often, whether from
city to city, or from one residence to another.

The time I trifled away at Gallarate was profitless; in
nineteen months I scarcely earned twenty-five crowns to-
ward the rent of my house. In a turn of ill-luck at dicing,
I put to pawn my wife’s jewelry and some of the furniture.
And though it is confounding to admit that I was capable
of squandering our very substance, it is more surprising
that in my destitution I did not take to begging; stranger
still, that I never even seriously considered that my course
was an insult to my ancestors, to a decent standard of man-
hood, and to the honors which I had achieved, and by
virtue of which I was later to become prosperous. I went
my reckless way serenely.

This state of affairs left its imprint upon my career for the
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next fifteen years, nor in this time did I exhibit any desire
to profit by the offices of a practicing physician.

“Indeed,” you will say, “how did you support yourself?
Did you give private instruction?” “No, I did not.”

“Did you accept a loan without security?” “No.”

“Did you not apply to some one for a gratuity?” “No.
- I doubted that I should get it, and I was ashamed.”

“Perhaps you cut down on your living?” “Not that
either.”

“What then?”

“I wrote almanacs; I lectured under the Plat Endowment
in the public halls of instruction. I got together a little by
practice of medicine; my several house-servants were re-
sourceful. The family of Archinto patronized me at times
with small donations, and I sold prescriptions. I kept my
eyes open for all contingencies, and imitated the gleaners
of the field. Upon fine clothes I steadfastly turned my
back.

“Thus I bore the fortune of those difficult days and pre-
pared myself the better to play my part in the enjoyment
of prosperity.”



CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX

MaARrrIAGE AND CHILDREN

Many years ago I dwelt in the town of Sacco, a gay and
happy young man, free, as freedom goes, from all cares, a
mortal in the seats of the high gods as it were, or better
said, in the realms of bliss. At the risk of being irrelevant
I must at this point refer to a dream which is too appro-
priate to my theme to pass over. On a certain night I
seemed to be in a delightful garden of surpassing charm,
gay with flowers and abounding in fruits of divers sorts;
a gentle breeze was murmuring. No painter could have
depicted anything more lovely, nor could Pulci, the poet,
have captured it in song, nor the imagination have framed
its like.

At the entrance, moreover, of the garden, a gate stood
open; a door facing it also opened, and lo, in my presence
stood a girl dressed in shining white. I seemed to embrace
her and kiss her, but at the first caress, a gardener imme-
diately appeared and closed the door. Earnestly I began
to plead with him to leave it open, but he would not.
Sadly then, and clinging to the girl, I seemed to stand there,
shut out.

A few days after I had dreamed this, a house in the town
burned, and I was roused up at night to go to the fire. I
knew who owned the house—one Aldobello Bandarini,! an
officer of the Venetian Militia levied in the country around
Padua. I was not greatly concerned. I scarcely knew the
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man by sight, but I was not at all pleased when, by a mere
chance, he rented the house adjoining my own; he was not
the sort of neighbor I would have desired, but what could
Ido?

Meanwhile, after an interval of some days I saw, from
the street, a maiden who exactly resembled in face and
fashion of dress the girl of my dream. “Oh,” said I, “what
have I to do with this maiden? If I, a pauper, marry a
wife who has no do# save a troop of dependent brothers and
sisters, ’'m done for! I can scarcely pay my expenses as it
is! If I should attempt an abduction, or try to seduce her,?
there would be plenty to spy upon me. Her father, a
fellow-townsman and an officer of militia, will never
tolerate any violence of that sort, and, in any case, what
course would I adopt to carry out such a design? Alas,
for the affair to turn out well at all, I should be obliged
to flee.”

These considerations, and others like them, filled my
mind as I examined every possibility; I felt it was better to
die than to go on living thus. From that day, I ceased
merely to love the girl; I was fairly consumed with passion.
I knew how much I dared hope for from the reading of
my dream; I knew I was free from the bonds of impotency.?
Nothing loath I married her, for she was willing too; her
parents were even soliciting the match, and making offers
of help, should any be needed, for help could do much for
us just then.*

Truth to tell, the interpretation of my dream did not find
its conclusion in the person of this girl, but revealed the
full force of its meaning in my sons. For this unfortunate
union was the cause of all the calamities which befell me
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throughout my whole life. Whether these ills were a dis-
pensation of Divine Providence, or whether they were due
me through my own or my forebears’ sins I know not. I
only know that otherwise I have steeled myself to rise above
any misfortunes which may overtake me.



CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN

THE Disasters oF My Sons

It was in my sons that the full force of my dream was
manifestly revealed. First, after having twice miscarried
and borne two males of four months, so that I began to
despair of issue, and at times suspected some malefic in-
fluence at work, my wife brought forth my first born son—
a child exactly resembling my own father in features. In
his youth he showed himself good, kind, and simple-
hearted. He was deaf in his right ear and had small,
white, restless eyes. Two toes on his left foot, the third
and fourth counting from the great toe, unless I am mis-
taken, were joined by one membrane. His back was
slightly hunched, but not to the extent of a deformity. The
boy led a tranquil existence up to his twenty-third year.
After that he fell in love, about the time he was granted
his degree, and married a dowerless wife, Brandonia di
Seroni.

His mother, as I have said, had long since passed away;
and much before that, even, his maternal grandfather, who,
as a matter of fact, had survived my marriage to his daugh-
ter but a few months. Only his mother’s mother, Taddea,
was still alive.

Then in truth came grief and tears! For in times past,
while his mother lived, I had patiently suffered much, but
these ills had finally had an end. I refer to the time when
I was enduring the attacks of my enemies. My son, be-
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tween the day of his marriage and the day of his doom, had
been accused of attempting to poison his wife while she
was still in the weakness attendant upon childbirth. On
the 17th day of February he was apprehended, and fifty-
three days* after, on April 13th, he was beheaded in prison.

And this was my supreme, my crowning misfortune;
because of this, it was neither becoming for me to be re-
tained in my office, nor could I justly be dismissed. I could
neither continue to live in my native city with any peace,
nor in security move elsewhere. I walked abroad an object
of scorn; I conversed with my fellows abjectly, as one
despised, and, as one of unwelcome presence, avoided my
friends.

What course to take failed to present itself; I had no
place to withdraw; I know not whether I was more un-
happy than hated. '

Hard upon this succeeded the folly, the ignominious con-
duct, and violent actions of my younger son until nothing
could have contributed to his further disgrace. I was
obliged to have him imprisoned more than once, to con-
demn him to exile, and to cut him off from his paternal
inheritance; nor was there any property from his mother’s
side.

From my daughter alone have I suffered no vexations
beyond the getting together of her dowry; but this obliga-
tion to her I discharged, as was right, with pleasure.

From my eldest son I took two grandchildren to rear,
yet one house—mine—witnessed, within the space of a few

*Cardan again makes an error in computation; there are fifty-
five days between the dates.
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days, three funerals, that of my son, of my little grand-
daughter, Diaregina, and of the baby’s nurse; nor was the
infant grandson far from dying. In general, everything per-
taining to my children had the worst possible issue. Even
my daughter, in whom at least some hope of good had
resided, married as she was to the prosperous and distin-
guished young Bartolomeo Sacco, a citizen of Milan, was
barren; thus the sole hope of succession rested in my
grandson.

I am by no means unaware that these afflictions may seem
meaningless to future generations, and more especially to
strangers; but there is nothing, as I have said, in this mortal
life except inanity, emptiness, and dream-shadows. What
is that basis on which, more than any other, all acts of
mortals, all their affairs, their very life and their vicissitudes
may find a firm foundation? But, as in Cranto,' Cicero,
the father of eloquence, shows how he may find consola-
tion in the death of his daughter, so, out of the greatest
adversities of this sort, mortal things may find, now here,
now there, new meaning and testify that they are destined
for a purpose and a use not to be despised.

For the rest, it is clear to me that only those things seem
noteworthy which are generally recorded in books, such as
a series of great events arising from the most insignificant
beginnings. In recounting these the narration should move
briskly and each incident be set forth with the most scrupu-
lous order, so that the finished picture may be a fair repre-
sentation of actual history. Or again, the portrayal of con-
spicuous performances, which have come about through
one man’s lofty character or another’s baseness, or by mere
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chance, should be told as succinctly as possible, unless a
discussion of art, or philosophy is involved.

But today—O tempora! O mores!—we write naught save
servile flatteries. It is legitimate to extol those worthy of
it on the score of high character and blameless life, as
Pliny honored Trajan and Horace honored Mzcenas. But
we, stupidly, go about explaining how the thing should be
done. If only a man could realize that this flattery is in no
way praiseworthy, but rather most disgusting, like two
mules who scratch each other. If, however, it is really de-
served, then give it a word in passing, as if it were a well
known fact, just as Pliny the Younger did when he referred
to Martial.

A book which is worth buying ought to seek perfection
in wisdom as well as in art. That is a perfect book which,
pursuing a single theme from the beginning, arrives thereby
at a logical conclusion; it neither omits any relevant point,
nor includes the irrelevant; it conforms to the rules of
rhetorical division; it offers some explanation of recondite
matters and gives evidence of the fundamental principles
on which its argument is based; or it may be a work which
accurately interprets a master of some art, as Vitruvius has
been interpreted by Philandrier.?



CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT

Processes aT Law

From the death of my father up to my forty-sixth year,
that is, for twenty-three years, I was almost constantly en-
gaged in suits at law. The first, with Alessandro Castiglione,
called Gatico, was in connection with certain woodlands.
This suit was afterwards continued with his kinsmen. The
next litigation was with the Counts Barbiani; following
that, with the College of Physicians at Milan, and finally
with the estate and heirs of Dominico de Torris, who had
held me at the baptismal fount. I won all these cases.
It was a marvel that I should obtain a verdict against
Alessandro Castiglione; his uncle was the presiding judge,
and he himself had obtained a judgment against me which
had been reversed in the process, in the language of juris-
consults, and I forced him to pay all money due me.

By a similar turn of fortune I was first considered as a
candidate by the rectors of the college at Milan, and ex-
cluded by a majority vote; my admission was then ratified
at the final election, and I was made an associate, subject
to the college. I was not, however, admitted on equal terms
though eventually received full privileges in the face of a
strong opposition.

I came to an agreement with the Barbiani also, after long
process, threats and other obstacles, and, having received
the stipulated sum, was at last entirely free from the law-

court.
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JournEYs

In the course of my many journeys I have visited almost
the whole of Italy, excepting Naples, Apulia, and the
regions neighboring these. Likewise I have seen Germany,
especially lower Germany, Switzerland and Tyrol; besides
these countries, I have been in France, England, and Scot-
land; and I will tell how this happened.

John Hamilton,* Archbishop of St. Andrews, was a chief
of state in Scotland. He was natural brother to the regent,
Pontifical legate and primate. He suffered with periodic -
attacks of asthma, recurring, in the beginning, at some-
what lengthy intervals. When he had reached his fortieth
year, the interval was reduced to eight days, and death
seemed imminent, inasmuch as in twenty-four hours, he
was eased by no, or at best by very slight, relief. He re-
peatedly consulted, but in vain, the court physicians of
Charles V, then Emperor, and of Henry, King of France.
Finally, my name having come to his ears, he sent, through
the intermediation of his own physician, two hundred
crowns to me in Milan, to the end that I should proceed
to Lyons, or to Paris at most, implying that he would come
there. I, since I was not at that time engaged in lecturing,
as I have explained above, willingly welcomed his terms.

And so in the year 1552 on February 23, I was ready to
set out upon my journey, crossing by way of Domo d’
Ossola, Sion, Geneva, and Mount Simplon; and, leaving

[97]



98 THE BOOK OF MY LIFE

Lake Geneva behind, I arrived in Lyons on the 13th of
March. It was during the Milanese carnival, on the sixth
day, by common reckoning.

There I tarried forty-six days, but not a glimpse of the
Archbishop, nor the physician himself, whom I was await-
ing. Meanwhile, my fees for services much more than paid
my expenses. Lodovico Birague, the distinguished Milanese
citizen, with whom I had long maintained an intimate
friendship, was there, serving at that time as captain of the
royal infantry. He went so far as to come to me with an
offer of a yearly stipend of a thousand crowns if I would
enter the service of Marshal Brissac.? During this time,
William Casanate, physician to the Archbishop, arrived,
bringing with him an additional three hundred crowns
which he gave me in order that I might be encouraged to
proceed to Scotland. He offered to defray all my traveling
expenses thither, and made promises of additional liberal
rewards.

Accordingly I was conducted across the country, by way
of the River Loire, to Paris. There I happened to see the
great Orontius,® but he refused to visit me.

Nicholas LeGrand* took me to see the private treasure
vaults of the King of France at the church of St. Denis, a
place of no very great fame, but rather the more note-
worthy in my estimation especially because of the perfect
horn of a unicorn preserved therein.

Thereafter, a conference was held with the physicians to
the King. We dined together, but they did not succeed in
getting an expression of my views at table, because before
the meal they had wished me to take precedence in ex-
pressing my opinion.
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I continued my journey on the best of terms with Jean
Fernel, Jaques de la Bog&,’ and another court physician, all
of whom I left regretfully. I went on to Boulogne in
France; whence, escorted by fourteen armed riders, and
twenty soldiers, at the order of the Prince of Sarepont, I
traveled on to Calais. There I saw the tower of Casar still
standing.

Therefrom, having crossed an arm of the sea, I went to
London. At length I came to Edinburgh, to the side of
the Archbishop, on the 2gth of June. I remained there
until the 13th of September. For my services I received
another 400 gold crowns, one neck-chain worth 25 crowns,
a thoroughbred riding-horse, and many other gifts, so that
not a single member of my party went away empty-
handed.

Returning, I came first to Brabant, and in the region
about Tongres I visited Gravelines, Antwerp, Bruges,
Ghent, Brussels, Louvain, Malines, Liége, Aix-la-Chapelle,
Cologne, Coblenz, Kleve, Andernach, Mainz, Worms,
Spires, Strasburg, Basle, Neustadt, Berne, Besancon, cross-
ing through the heart of the Tyrolese state, and visiting
Chur and Chiavenna, cities of this region. Finally, cross-
ing Lake Como, I reached Milan on January 3, 1553.

Of all these places, I tarried only in Antwerp, Basle, and
Besancon. My friends in Antwerp made every effort to
retain me.

At London I was granted an audience with the King,
and while there accepted one gift of an hundred crowns,
and rejected another of five hundred—some say a thousand,
the truth of which I am not able to ascertain—because I
was not willing to give acknowledgment to a title of the
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king in prejudice to the Pope.® While in Scotland, I be-
came an intimate friend of the Duc du Cell, Viceroy of
the French.

At Basle I almost took lodging in a hostelry infested with
the plague; and, indeed, would have done so, had I not
been warned by Guglielmo Gratarolo. At Besangon I was
hospitably received by the Prelate of Lisieux, as I have al-
ready noted; he presented me with gifts, as was the case
elsewhere.

Altogether, I have lived four years at Rome. I spent nine
at Bologna, three at Padua, twelve at Pavia, four at Moirago
—the first four of my life—and one at Gallarate. I was in
the town of Sacco almost six years, and in Milan thirty-two.
I made three successive moves within three years.

Besides my long journey to Scotland, I went to Venice
and Genoa, and visited the cities which are on the way—
Bergamo, Crema, Brescia and others. I went, as well, to
Ferrara and to Florence, and beyond Voghera and Tortona.

Briefly, I may say I am familiar with nearly the whole
of Italy excepting the Kingdom of Naples and states ad-
joining, as the old Apulian region, ancient Latium, the
Marches, Umbria, Calabria, ancient Magna Grzcia and
Lucania, and Abruzzi.

But, you will ask, to what purpose is this account of all
these cities? There is great value: for if you will look
about you only a single day, according to the suggestion of
Hippocrates, you will know what may be the nature of
the place and the customs of the inhabitants, what section
of the city it is better to choose, and what discases are
prevalent. We may also determine which of the regions we
visit is more favorable, for at one time an entire district will
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prove scarcely habitable because of the cold, and again
another district undesirable on account of troublesome
times.

An acquaintance with other lands is, besides, profitable
for the better understanding of history, and especially help-
ful to mathematicians writing treatises on geography, or to
anyone interested in the nature and productive usefulness
of plants and animals. Again it gives one a knowledge of
the routes mainly traveled; and out of the experiences of
travel many books on this subject are published in Italian,
thus presenting additional information about things far
distant.



CHAPTER THIRTY

PeriLs, AccipEnTts, AND MANIFOLD, DIVERSE, AND
PEeRsiSTENT TREACHERIES

The accidents which I am about to relate happened to
me when I was residing in the house of the Catanei at Pavia.
One morning I was going to the University halls. Snow
lay upon the ground. I had paused to relieve myself beside
a ruined wall on the right of the school premises; and
therefrom, as I continued my way through the lower part
of the passage, a loosened tile tumbled perpendicularly.
I avoided this peril only because I could not walk through
the snow which filled the upper pathway, next the wall,
where my companion had urged me to go.

In the following year, 1540, if I am not mistaken, when
I was passing through the Via Oriental, it suddenly oc-
curred to me, for no reason whatsoever, to cross from the
left side to the right; and when I was once over, a great
mass of cement fell from a very high cornice on the op-
posite side, precisely such a distance ahead of me that cer-
tainly, unless I had changed my course, it would have
ground me to bits; thanks to God, I escaped.

Shortly after, near the same place, I, riding a mule, passed
near a large wagon. I wanted to proceed toward the right,
for my business was urgent, and the delay was annoying.
I said to myself, “What if this wain overturns!” And be-
fore long, even as I was stopping there, it did fall, and
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there is no doubt that it almost crushed me. I suffered
visible harm, and had run no small risk.

It is not on account of this single incident that I marvel
at the outcome; but because on so many occasions I have
changed the direction of my going, always involuntarily,
except in perils of this sort, or perhaps in other dangers I
have not been aware of. Nevertheless, it is not the signif-
icant event which ought to be wondered at, but rather the
frequent recurrence of similar instances.

When I was a boy of eleven, if I am not mistaken, I was
entering the courtyard of Donato Carchani, a citizen of
rank, when a small furry dog bit me in the abdomen. I
was injured in five places, not seriously; but the wounds
were blackish spots, and in this accident I can say nothing
less than that I was exposed to I know not what dangers
of rabies. If this had happened to an older person, what
the bite had not done, fright would surely have finished
completely.

In 1525, the year in which I became rector, I was almost
drowned in Lake Garda. Rather reluctantly I had boarded
a craft which was transporting some horses for hiring. Dur-
ing the crossing, the main mast, the rudder, and one of the
two oars with which the boat was manned, were broken.
The sail was rent, and even a smaller mast snapped off;
and at length night overtook us. I reached Sirmione in
safety after the other passengers had abandoned even their
faintest hopes, and I was all but desperate.

Had our embarkation been delayed but the fortieth part
of an hour, we should have perished; for such a violent
storm gathered that the iron bars of the window-shutters
on the inn were bent. Though I had seemed thoroughly
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uneasy from the first, I contentedly ate a hearty supper once
an excellent pike appeared on the table. The rest of the
passengers were not so calm, excepting the counsellor of
our disastrous voyage, who had, however, done efficient
service in the moment of our peril.

Once when I was in Venice on the birthday of the Blessed
Virgin, I lost some money while gambling; on the follow-
ing day I lost the rest, for I was in the house of a profes-
sional cheat. When I observed that the cards were marked,
I impetuously slashed his face with my poniard, though not
deeply. There were in the room two youths, the body-
servants of my adversary; two lances were fastened to the
beamed ceiling; the key was turned in the door.

When, however, I had begun to win and had recovered
all the money, his, as well as my own, and the clothes and
rings which I had lost on a previous day, but from the
beginning of the next day had won back from the start;
and since I had earlier despatched these belongings to my
lodging with my servant, I tossed a part of the money
back, willing to make amends when I saw I had wounded
him. Then I attacked the house-servants, but since they
were unable to handle weapons, and were beseeching me
to spare their lives, I let them off on the condition that
they should throw open the door of the house.

The master, seeing such a commotion and tumult in his
household, and anxiously fearing every moment’s delay, I
judge, because he had defrauded me in his own house with
his marked cards, after making a rapid calculation of the
slight difference between what he had to gain or what to
lose, ordered the door to be opened; thus I escaped.

On that same day about eight o’clock in the evening,
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while I was doing my best to escape from the clutches
of the police because I had offered violence to a Senator,

and keeping meanwhile my weapons beneath my cloak, I .

suddenly slipped, deceived in the dark, and fell into a canal.
I kept my presence of mind even as I plunged, threw out
my right arm, and, grasping the gunwale of a passing boat,
was rescued by the passengers. When I scrambled aboard
the skiff, I discovered in it, to my surprise, the Senator with
whom I had just gambled. He had the wounds on his face
bound up with a dressing; yet he willingly enough brought
me out a suit of garments such as sailors wear. Dressed in
these clothes, I traveled with him as far as Padua.

Once in Antwerp when I went to a shop to purchase
some gems, I stumbled into a pit, which was in the shop
" for some reason or purpose I did not understand, and hurt
myself. My left ear was scratched, but I made light of the
accident, for I suffered but an abrasion of the skin.

In the year 1566 while in Bologna, I was thrown from a
careening carriage which could not be checked. In this
accident the ring-finger of my right hand was broken, and
my arm so badly injured that I was not able to bend it
backwards. The stiffness remained for some days, and
then passed over to the left arm, while the right remained
unimpaired—a rather remarkable circumstance. But what
is still more surprising is that nine years later, this stiffness,
for no manifest reason, but rather like an omen, returned
again to the right side where it troubles me at present. The
finger, however, although I gave it no special treatment,
had so healed that I suffer no inconvenience from it and
am no longer annoyed by the crook in it.

What should I say about the risk I ran of plague in

——
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15417 I had been summoned to attend the servant of a
colonel, a Genovese gentleman of rank from the Island.
The servant was in the grip of the plague, for he had just
come from Switzerland where he had slept between two
men, both plague-stricken, who had later died of it. Un-
aware of such serious circumstances, I bore, in my official
capacity as Rector of the College of Physicians, the canopy
of the Emperor on the occasion of his entry into Milan.
When it was known that my patient at this very time had
the plague, the colonel wanted to hide the evidence by
hurriedly concealing the dead man—for he was considered
as good as dead—in a place without the city. I was un-
willing to give my assent to this concealment, fearing
nothing more than to be the victim of a deception. But
with the help of God the sick man recovered, contrary
to all hope, and aided not a little by my almost fatherly care.

I scarcely know how to relate the most amazing occur-
rence which befell me in the year 1546. I was coming
away, all care-free, from a house in which, on the previous
day, a dog had snapped at me. He had not, however,
actually bitten me to wound; but because he had sneaked
upon me so slyly and quietly, I feared that he might have
been a mad dog. Although he did not drink from a dish
of water I set down for him, still, he did not flee from it,
and he had eaten a chicken thigh which I had directed to
be given him.

Well then, to continue: as I was coming along, I saw a
very large dog approaching me, but still at a distance. It
was on the Feast of Santa Cruz, in the month of April,
and I was riding through an exceedingly pleasant way,
closed in on either side by greening hedges and trees. 1
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said to myself, “What affair have I with dogs? A dog
yesterday; a dog today! I have never entertained silly
fears, but who knows whether this dog is really mad?”

While I was considering these things the dog was loping
along, straight for my mule’s head, so that I hardly knew
what to do next; as soon as he was close enough, he sprang
forward, ready to attack me. I was mounted on a small
mule, but immediately the idea of making the only move
that could help” matters occurred to me: I bent my head
low upon the mule’s neck, and the dog passed over my
head, gnashing his teeth! He not only did not wound me,
but did not even touch me—a fact which surely can be
numbered among the miracles!

If I had not committed this story to writing by frequent
reference to it in many of my books, I should think I had
dreamed it. Or I should even suppose that I had suffered
an hallucination brought on by my meditation, had I not
by chance observed, in looking behind me, that the dog was
running back and leaping at a boy who was following me
on the left near the hedge. I returned and questioned the
boy. “Tell me, I beg you”—for the dog had now gone on
in headlong course—“whether you saw what that dog did?
And has he injured you?”

“He did not hurt me in the least,” replied the boy, “but
I certainly saw what the brute did to you.”

“Tell me, I beg you, what he did,” I requested again.

“He sprang directly toward your head, and when you
bent your head, cleared you without hurting you.”

Then I said to myself, “For a truth, I am not wandering
in my mind.”

Yet this incident still seems beyond credence to all.
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In general, then, I had four extremely perilous encount-
ers. Ina word, such hazards, that if I had not in some way
circumvented them, it would have been a question of my
life. The first was the danger of drowning; the second,
mad dogs; the third and lesser because it was only an incip-
ient danger, the falling mass of masonry; and last, the
quarrel in the house of the Venetian noble.

I was the victim of just as many great discouragements
and obstacles in my life. The first was my marriage; the
second, the bitter death of my son; the third, imprison-
ment; the fourth, the base character of my youngest son.
Thus systematically ought one’s life to be examined.

I pass over the sterility of my daughter; the long strife
with the College of Physicians; so many iniquitous, not to
say actually unjust, implications brought against me; such
vile uncertainty of bodily health and constant weakness;
the fact that I had no associate whose friendship brought
me good counsel and advantage. Had such a companion-
ship not been lacking in my life, I might have been relieved
in a large measure, and been saved the sting of many
difficulties.

Attend now, while I relate certain episodes which, mira-
bile dictu, are concerned with a deadly plot; for it is, in
truth, a curious story.

In the course of my teaching at Pavia, I was used to
reading at home. At that time I had in the house a woman
who rendered irregular service, the youth Ercole Visconte,
two young boys, and a man servant, I think. One of the
boys was an amanuensis and a musician; the other, a
foot-page.

The year 1562 brought me to the place where I had deter-
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mined to leave Pavia, and resign my professorship. The
Senate viewed this decision with manifest disfavor, as if the
case involved a man acting in anger. Now it happened that
there were two certain doctors in Pavia. One was my
former pupil, a crafty man; the other, a professor extraor-
dinary of medicine. He was a guileless man, and not
such a one as I deem mischievous; yet, forsooth, what does
greed for position and power not accomplish, especially
when it is allied to a very genuine zeal for achievement?
There was also, moreover, that illegitimate opponent. These
rivals were striving their utmost to force me to quit the city,
ready to adopt any measures for the sake of fulfilling their
avowed purpose. Accordingly, when they despaired of
getting rid of me because of the Senate’s objection, as
against my own eagerness to withdraw, these adversaries
plotted to murder me. This they arranged to do, not with
a sword, for fear of scandal and the Senate, but by a deadly
scheme. My competitor saw that it was impossible for him
to be head unless I should withdraw. Therefore they went
about their business indirectly.

First they composed a letter in the name of my son-in-
law—a most infamous and vile letter to which they did not
neglect to add, as well, my own daughter’s name—declar-
ing that he was ashamed of acknowledging our relation-
ship; that, in behalf of the Senate and the College he was
ashamed of me; and that he regarded the situation such
that my colleagues ought to feel it a disgrace for me to
- continue to be a teacher, and should take action for my
removal.

I was aghast at the impudence of this bold attack from
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my own children; I had no idea what I should do, or say,
or reply. How could I interpret these statements?

Now, however, it is clear that this so shameless and
uncivil act had sprung from that nest of intrigue whence
other similar plots were hatched; for within a few days a
second letter appeared, signed by Fioravanti. This was the
tenor of it: That he was ashamed of me for the sake of his
country, the college, and the faculty; that the rumor was
being circulated everywhere that 1 was using my boys for
itmmoral purposes; and that not satisfied with one, I had
added another to my household—a state of affairs absolutely
unprecedented; he asked that in the name of many in-
terested persons 1 should have regard for the notorious
scandal I was causing, since nothing else was discussed in
Pavia save these plans for ousting me; that houses of certain
citizens where these infamies were being committed were
to be publicly designated.

When I had read these words I was dumbfounded, un-
able to believe that this letter was his work—the work of
a friend and a sober man. Yet the memory of that former
letter from my son-in-law—as I supposed—still rankled.
And now I gave up all idea that it was ever his composi-
tion, that he had ever devised such a thing; since, from
that time to this day, whatever his mood—amiable or
vexed—he has been steadfastly devoted to me, nor ever
shown a trace of any adverse attitude toward me, to say
nothing of an absurdity like that letter.

I pass over further consideration of why a man in other
respects prudent should, even had he believed such tales,
have committed them to a letter which might fall into the
hands of any number of people; how he could have



PERILS, ACCIDENTS, AND PERSISTANT TREACHERIES III

charged his father-in-law with a crime, uncertain as he must
have been of it at best, and a crime so filthy, so base and
so certain to result seriously for him.

I called for my cloak and went to Fioravanti. I ques-
tioned him about the letter; he confessed that he had writ-
ten it! Then was I even more astounded, for I had abso-
lutely no suspicions of treachery, much less any reason for
harboring such a thought. I began to urge him for his
motives and to inquire where under heaven the so well-
known designs for ejecting me were being concocted. At
this he began to hesitate, and knew not what to respond.
He could talk only vaguely about notoriety and the Rector
of the Gymnasium; the latter was entirely in favor of
Delfino.

Nevertheless, when the latter perceived that the situation
began to look as if he himself rather might be drawn into
serious difficulty than I ensnared in a suspicion of crime, he
changed his plans, and withdrew; for he well realized, for
all his simplicity, in what a grave situation he was involved.
Accordingly, from that day all these intrigues died away,
and all their well-devised inventions tottered and fell.

I may explain, in addition, since I discovered it after-
wards, how the affair was concocted. The Wolf and the Fox
had persuaded the Sheep® that if I had not been there the
Senate by all means would have appointed him to a profes-
sorship at Pavia; he stood second in line. My competitor
was thereupon arrogating to himself, under a certain ancient
and customary tradition of succession, the right of retain-
ing the first place as his own—Fox that he was! And it
did not turn out that way as later events were witness.

The curtain having thus descended on the first act of the
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tragedy, the second was begun, in which some of the
mysteries of the first were cleared. Above all, my enemies
took care that the one who was destined to be such a dis-
grace to his country, his family, the Senate, the medical as-
sociations of Milan and Pavia, the faculty of professors,
and finally to his pupils, should be invited to enter the
Accademia degli Affidati at Pavia of which many learned
theologians, two princes, the Duke of Mantua, and Marquis
Pescara were already members. When my enemies observed
that it did not please me to be thus drawn in, they en-
deavored to inspire me with apprehension. What was I to
do? Disheartened by the death of my son and tried by
every adversity, I at length acquiesced, particularly since
the Senate would free me within a period, already definitely
determined, from my duty of teaching in the Pavian
Gymnasium. Not even then was I aware of their trick, nor
thought it strange that they should desire association with
him whom all the powers not fifteen days earlier had
wished to proscribe—the monstrous spouse of all young
boys. . . . O faith of God! O savage hearts of mortals!
O bitter hatred of infamous and false friends! O shame-
less cruelty, more fell than many serpents!

What more did they devise? In the very entrance of the
halls of the Accademia degli Affidati, I noticed a beam so
placed that it would be easy for it to fall and kill anyone
entering heedlessly. Whether this was done by chance or
by purpose I know not; but it is certain that I invented
excuses for appearing as seldom as possible at the Accad-
emia, unless unseasonably or unexpectedly, like a2 mouse on
the look-out for a trap. But nothing came of it, whether be-
cause they deemed it unwise to perpetrate a foul deed so



PERILS, ACCIDENTS, AND PERSISTANT TREACHERIES 113

publicly, or because they had intended nothing at all by it,
or because they had abandoned it for devising other
schemes.

For one thing, when, within a few days, I was called to
attend the sick son of Pietro Marco Trono, a surgeon, they
had hoisted above the doorway a lead weight which had
been arranged to give the appearance of a device for hold-
ing the reed-curtains back. However it may have been, or
how, or by what art it was so suspended that it would
fall, T never investigated. But it fell, and had it touched
me, all would have been over with me. By what a narrow
margin I escaped only God knows. From this time on I
began to be filled with vague apprehensions, not knowing
exactly what I had to fear, so greatly was I confounded.

Now give ear to the third act wherein occurs the dé-
nouement. A short time had elapsed when that Sheep—
Fioravanti—came to me asking whether I would be willing
to permit the two boy musicians who lived with me to take .
a part in the celebration attending the singing of a new
Mass. Now my tormentors, knowing that these boys were
my cup-bearers and pregustators, had made arrangements
with my maid-servant to give me poison. Shortly before
this, in truth, they had asked Ercole whether he would be
interested in taking a part in the celebration; and he,
suspecting no evil, had promised; but when he saw that the
boys also were being invited, he began to feel uneasy.
Therefore he replied that only one of the boys was a musi-
cian, not two. Fioravanti, accordingly, being a clumsy man
and carried away with his zeal for getting the boys out of
the house, said, “Give me both of them, for we know that
he is a musician, and although he may be untrained, he will



114 THE BOOK OF MY LIFE

help with the others to fill the chorus of boys.” Ercole re-
plied to the two who had come, “Permit me, sirs, to talk it
over with the master.”

Then he came in to me and exposed their designs, with
an insight so clever, that, if I had not been a lunatic or a
dolt, I should easily have divined what the villains were
about, although until then I had not noticed. Upon Ercole
Visconte’s advice, and after he had insisted that the one
boy did not know even a note of music, I resolved not to
let the boys go.

Not two weeks later—perhaps a little longer—these same
men had returned, and inquired whether I would like to
give those boys permission to take a part in a comedy. It
was at this time that Ercole hurried to me, saying, “Now
the story is out; they wish to remove all your servants from
your table in order to destroy you with poison. Not only
must you keep alert and on the look-out for treachery of
this sort, but you must look into every occasion, for there
is no doubt that they are seeking earnestly for your
destruction.”

I said, “I think as much.” And yet I was not able to

_bring my mind to accept such a notion. “What reply shall

I make?” I continued to Ercole. “Simply tell them that
you cannot spare your servants.” I did so, and they went
away.

At length, I made guess that, after much deliberation,
it was decided to do away with me entirely.

On a Saturday—June 6th, if I am not mistaken—I was
suddenly awakened from sleep near midnight. Ifound that
a ring in which there was a setting of sapphire, was missing
from my finger. I called the servant to rise and search, but
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he sought in vain. I myself rose and ordered him to fetch
a light. He went to obey, but returned saying that there
was no fire. I chided him severely, and ordered him to
look again. Whereupon he came back, joyfully bearing
fire in the tongs, or at least an ember which had remained
red hot because of its size. Since he said there was no
other, I said it would do; I ordered him to blow on it. He
blew three times, but seeing no hope of getting flame, was
taking the candle away from the coal when a tongue of
flame leaped out and lighted the candle.

“Did you notice that, Giacomo Antonio?” I cried, calling
the lad by his full name.

“Indeed I did,” he responded.

“What exactly happened?” I urged.

“The candle took light, although the coal gave off no
flame!”

“Take care then,” said I, “lest it be extinguished. Let
us seek the ring.”

It was found on the floor directly under the middle of
the bed, a point which it could scarcely have reached unless
it had been flung against the wall with great force, and
bounded back.?

I vowed that I would not set foot out of the house on the
following day. Occasion favored my vow, for it was a holy
day and I had no patient. But in the morning four or five
of my pupils, accompanied by Zaffiro, appeared and invited
me to be present at a supper at which all the professors of
the Gymnasium and members of high rank in the Accad-
emia were to be guests. I explained that I was unable; but
they thought I was unwilling to make part of the company
because, as they knew, I did not dine formally. So they
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said, “For your sake we have postponed the banquet to the
supper hour.”

Again I asserted, “I can by no means accept.”

They asked my reason, and I told them of the portent
and the vow, so that all were astonished. But two of them
kept exchanging glances, and asked several times whether
I would not be loath to mar the pleasure of the banquet by
my absence. I replied that I would rather do that than
break my vow. An hour later, they returned and pressed
me somewhat more urgently; but I persisted in my refusal;
for had I not decided not to leave the house at all? How-
ever, during the evening, although the sky was overcast, I
went to attend a poor victualler who was sick, since my vow
did not forbid a professional call.

Thus I continued to live, vaguely confused until I went
away from Pavia. Immediately it was discovered that the
Fox, frisking and gloating because this had befallen, was
promoted to the professorship by ruling of the Senate. But
alas for mortal hopes! Not three or four times had he
lectured before a disease attacked him which, according to
. the story which came to my ears, lasted about three months;
and he died. He was utterly apprehensive because of his
crime; for I understood afterwards that a certain one of
his associates, as a material witness of his perfidious con-
duct, had been destined for a poison potion at a banquet.

Delfino died in that same year and Fioravanti shortly
after. Nay, even in the machinations forged for my tor-
ment at Bologna, a similar fate overtook a like number of
physicians, though somewhat later. Thus all who sought
my life perished.

If, however, God had permitted me to be afflicted with
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so many calamities as a condition of the benefits which he
has so unremittingly bestowed upon the human race, thus
would my enemies have paid the reckoning. I had learned,
moreover to keep at a distance from any chances of this
sort, profiting by the fate of my uncle, Paolo, who had
died of poisoning, and of my father who had twice drunk
poison, and who, though he escaped, had lost his teeth.

Close upon the foregoing agitations followed I know not
what a host of troubles. In the month of July I was forced
to undertake a journey on account of a serious ailment with
which my infant grandson was suffering at Pavia, while I
was at Milan. From the exertions of travel I fell ill of
erysipelas, which settled in my face; this, followed by tooth-
ache, put me on the verge of having myself bled, when the
approaching new moon caused me to refrain. From the
day of the new moon, I deemed myself much 1mproved
and so escaped both the peril of death and the pain of
treatment. Subsequently a servant threatened murder in
an argument over some money; [ forestalled his act only by
a few hours. In the wake of these troubles a long and
painful attack of gout bore down upon me.

From the year 1572, I have suffered no slight risks of
my life from lurking perils, since the streets of Rome are
little short of a wilderness to me, and the behavior here so
uncouth that many physicians more wary than I, and far
more adroit in ad]ustmg themselves to the customs, havc
found hereabout the origin of their deaths.*

Accordingly, when I observed how I was protected more
by Divine Providence than by any wit of my own, I ceased
to exercise any further anxiety for my safety in dangers.
Who does not now perceive that all these things have been,
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as it were, precursors of bliss about to be overtaken—a
night-watch waiting for the dawn; just such a period as
that which, in 1562, was followed by the professorship at
Bologna, a post I held eight years, an honorable and useful
work with a certain intermission from so many molesta-
tions and labor, and accompanied by a somewhat more
pleasant existence.




CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE

HaPrPINESS

Although the name of happiness suggests a notion far
from applicable to my nature, nevertheless I have chanced
to attain in part, and have had a share in, that which is
indeed very near felicity.

In the first place I think I may lay a clear claim to
happiness in that all events of my life have come and passed
in an orderly fashion, as if by rule—if ever to any mortal
such a lot may fall. Had this not been the case and had
the numerous commencements of the succession of events
begun a little too late, or a little too soon, or had the con-
clusion been delayed, my whole career would have been
subverted.

Second, my happiness in any given period of time is
merely comparative in relation to the whole; for instance,
when I was living in the town of Sacco. Since among the
giants one must necessarily be the smallest, and among the
pigmies one must be the tallest, yet the giant is by no means
little, nor yet the pigmy large; so, although while I was in
Sacco I was comparatively happy, it does not follow that I
was of a happy nature. I gambled, I entertained myself
with music, I rambled about the country, I feasted, and,
though I accomplished but little through devotion to my
studies, yet I was never apprehensive, having neither anxie-
ties nor fears. I was respected and not without opportunity
to enjoy social intercourse with members of the Venetian
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nobility. It was the very flower of all my time; nothing in
my life has been happier than this pleasant existence which
lasted five years and a half, from the month of September
in 1526, to the month of February 1532. I used to exchange
views with the mayor; the public house was a kingdom
and a rostrum. That pleasant dreams now carry me back
to those days is evidence of my erstwhile happiness which
sprang from my sense of enjoyment, even though that time
has long since vanished and the very memory of it shrunk
to a slender thread.

My third observation is more important than the others;
for just as it makes for happiness to be what you can,
when you cannot become what you would, so it makes for
a more abundant happiness to be desirous of that which is
best among all those things we long for. It is necessary,
then, that we should recognize what we have at our com-
mand, and make the most expedient selection of such
faculties as are best for our purposes—choosing two or
three from the number which are of a kind to claim our
ardent affection and desire, so that we may possess them
with. the least possible disadvantage both for the purposes
for which they were set apart and for other purposes as
well. Finally, it is fitting that what we claim to possess,
we possess with the best possible right. To possess is one
thing; to possess what is best is another thing; while to
hold unchallenged right to what one has is the perfection
of possession.

I do not overlook the fact that some who contemptu-
ously regard these things as paradoxes will fail to agree;
but to anyone contemplating the vanity of mortal con-
cerns, and reviewing experience, it will be easy to under-
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stand that such things are far truer than we would like to
have them. But if you should continue to disagree, reflect
that time brings all things to light, and shows what estimate
it puts upon them. Let us take, for the sake of example,
Augustus, Marcus Scaurus, Seneca, and Acilius.*

Certainly Augustus was a man of abundant good fortune,
and, in the judgment of men, happy. What now remains
of him? His very stem and stock has passed out of ex-
istence, his very memorials: all things Augustan, in short,
have ceased to be—nay, his very bones. Who even wishes
to be connected with him, to say nothing of being eager?
Who becomes angry with anyone offering violence to his
name? And were it even otherwise, what is it to him?
Was he happy while he lived? What more did he possess
than his other associates of blessed memory, beyond the
anxiety of constant thinking, wrath, madness, fears, and
murder? His house was full of tumult, his court rife with
confusion, his intimates plotting against him. If he could
not sleep he was miserable; if sleep he did, slumber over-
came his vigilance, and vigilance is untrustworthy when
sleep, which is heedless of mortal anxieties, is the stronger.

There was Marcus Scaurus—what true felicity had he
with all his great treasuries, with his public entertainments
and lavish displays, of all of which not even a shadow of
recollection remains? In his lifetime did he not experience
confusions, anxieties, the wakeful restlessness and toils of
authors? Did not the great shows, the pomp and voluptu-
ous pleasures of others afflict him?

What fair fortune attended Acilius when all his resources
were swept away, when pain had advanced from below to
take the place of pleasure, and dire poverty the place of
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riches? I shall not labor to show that Acilius was wretched;
there is no stronger surety for an utterly unhappy life than
to be reduced to misery after leading in bygone days a
joyful and prosperous existence.

What of Seneca’s heyday? Naught persists save an evil
rumor. His soul cannot be happy even though he lived
with a following of reeking youths, ate at tables of cedar-
wood and of ivory, received interest on his profitable in-
vestments from all Italy, and possessed so many gardens
that their mention has passed to a very adage. Afterwards
he was forced, because of fear of the poisoners of Nero, to
live on bread and fruit alone, with water drawn from the
fountains. In after years but a fraction of his great posses-
sions sufficed a grandson accustomed to the very quintes-
sence of luxury: all over and above contributed to excess,
not to living, a fact which is evidence that the essentials
of a happy existence are not actually lacking to any man.

What further confirmation of my doctrine does the
foolish pomposity of Lucius Sulla contribute? Who, after
Marius had been slain, ordered himself to be called Felix,
when he was more than ever a contemptible old man,
defiled with murders and proscriptions, with a host of
enemies, and without the magisterial powers which he had
cast aside. Wherefore, if it is legitimate to be happy under
such conditions, I, lacking these, am so much the more
worthy of that name.

Let us live, therefore, cheerfully, although there be no
lasting joy in mortal things, whose substance is evanescent,
inane, and vacuous. But if there is any good thing by
which you would adorn this stage of life, we have not of
such been cheated—rest, serenity, modesty, self-restraint,
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orderliness, change, fun, entertainment, society, temperance,
sleep, food, drink, riding, sailing, walking, keeping abreast
of events, meditation, contemplation, education, piety, mar-
riage, feasting, the satisfaction of recalling an orderly dis-
position of the past, cleanliness, water, fire, listening to
music, looking at all about one, talks, stories, history, liberty,
continence, little birds, puppies, cats, consolation of death,
and the common flux of time, fate, and fortune, over the
afflicted and the favored alike. There is a good in the hope
for things beyond all hope; good in the exercise of some
art in which one is skilled; good in meditating upon the
manifold transmutation of all nature and upon the magni-
tude of Earth.

What, then, is evil in the midst of so great an array of
blessings and such a store of wisdom, that the universe
abounds in hope! We do not actually live unhappily; and
unless the general condition of mankind should be incon-
sistent with it, I should dare to predicate abundant happi-
ness—but an unseemly and futile design it is to beguile
others into a deceptive expectation.

If free choice of place should be given me, then, I should
move my abode to Aquileia or Porto Venere as delightful
places to live; or outside Italy, I should choose Eryx in
Sicily or Dieppe on the Drudis River,* or Tempe’s Vale in
Thessaly. For my age does not carry me as far as Cyrene’s
shores, nor to Mount Zion in Judea; nor does it urge me
to seek Ceylon’s Isle near India. These regions may bear
happy men; they cannot make men happy.



CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO

HonNors CONFERRED

For honors I have neither been eager nor yet consumed
with longings; neither was I much their lover, since I
realized how much grief they brought into human exist-
ence. Wrath is a great evil, but it passes; the misfortunes
of high rank are never ending. First, a zeal for honors
drains away our resources while we evade laborious effort;
we exhaust remaining opportunities of gain while we spend
lavishly for clothing, give rich banquets, and support a
retinue of servants. Again, a zeal for honors urges us to the
verge of death itself by ways too numerous to recall—duelis,
wars, quarrels, disgraceful litigation, attendance upon the
favor of princes, indecorous feastings, intercourse with wife
or woman.

We challenge the seas, we profess to think it the honor-
able thing to fight for one’s country. It was a characteristic
of the Brutus family to devote themselves to death in battle;
Sczvola burned his own right hand; Fabricius rejected the
bribe.r The last was perhaps the act of a prudent man;
the others were the deeds of foolish, not to say mad, men.

There is no reason why one should vaunt his country.
What is one’s country save a cabal of petty tyrants for the
oppressing of the weak, the timid, and those who are gen-
erally innocent? 1 refer particularly to the Romans, the
Carthaginians, the Spartans, and the Athenians, who being
unscrupulous and wealthy wished, under the pretext of
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such an agreement, to lord it over the honest and the poor.

" Oh, shameless mortals! You surely do not think those
men so prodigal of life that they long to suffer death for
their country for honor’s sake!

The poor rustic, on the other hand, argues thus with
himself: “Alas, what condition is more wretched than
mine! But if I survive the struggle I may be numbered
among the chiefs of the state; even as this or that man, I
shall possess myself of the goods of others; yes, even as
others now lay claim to my possessions. If I die, my
descendants will be called from the plough to the chariot,
and to triumphal pomp!” This was his love of country,
his spur to honor!

I do not wish to make subject to these indictments those
cities which fight for civic liberty, nor those princes the
sole guerdon of whose principate is to watch that justice
be done, to encourage good men, to lighten the burdens of
the poor, to cultivate the virtues, to reform their own con-
nections, and to check those who have already obtained
positions of great power. It is not a blemish on a city to
wish to have dominion, nor a crime for the citizens to wish
to emulate the natives of other cities; the very necessity of
order brings about domination, and want of rectitude the
despot’s sway. »

But let us return to the commonplace, for but few have
true understanding of the things I have been discussing.
Honors filch away time, while we are forced to give ear to
so many men, to so many salutations. A desire for honors
steals away our devotion to wisdom, man’s one divine en-
dowment. Oh, how many mortals are leading unprofit-
able lives—a heedless audience! Who if they would expend
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in study those two hours which they consume each day in
combing and adorning themselves, in the course of two or
three years might be able to speak authoritatively on some
subject! Yet this very triviality is the prize and the dignity
of honorable rank!

Honors likewise interrupt the guidance of a family and
of sons—and what is a greater folly? Honors subject us
to envy; from envy spring hatred and rivalry, and from
these, in turn, disrepute in the eyes of the people, con-
tamination, accusations, deaths, loss of property, retribu-
tion. When such disasters have come to pass we lose a
great part of our freedom, if not the whole; and (if one
is of a mind to agree with the popular sentiment) we lose
whatever good is left in life—voluptuous pleasure itself.
Along this path we advance, under honor’s auspices, to the
most dangerous of evils—a craven spirit. Impudent youths
enter upon this course, imperilling, thereupon, the very
integrity of homes, and ruining them.

All things men call good possess the essence of good,
except ambition. Sons bring with them the hope of suc-
cession; friendship forms no slight share in happiness;
resources guarantee us all comforts; virtue becomes a solace
in misfortune and a distinction in felicity; associations and
guilds are a great source of security, now, and always at
other times. Ought we, consequently, strive to avoid high
and lasting preferments, and to flee them?

Certainly not! Primarily, since public honors increase
one’s means, power, and profit, as in the case of officials,
physicians, painters, and in the arts in general; whence it
is customarily said that honors foster the arts. In the sec-
ond place, honorable rank relieves a man from perils, as a
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guild or association exerts itself in behalf of those who
labor in the toils of harsh malice, in false calumnies, and
preposterous charges. In the third place, honorable posi-
tion adds power, and this is notably the case in the military
profession and in certain magistracies, wherein the advance-
ment rests upon an appointment to the office of adjutant, as
they say, and thence through the successive degrees in order
of rank. In general, a place of honor lends power for re-
pairing conduct worn by ignominy and disgrace, which
would appear the more indecorous by comparison with the
honor; again, a place of honor lends power because of the
very advantages which accompany the circumstances related
to it; it is, besides, of benefit when one is engaged in places
where he is not known. A fourth point is this: occasionally
one may, without much trouble, make his honors do service
in lieu of talent.

In favors of this sort, then, chance has not been grudg-
ing: as if in augury of my fortune, many used to offer me,
Cardano’s boy, companionship, whenever I appeared
where he was, and when I acquired some skill in Latin.
I was known at once throughout my own city. Later
when I went to Pavia, many sought my friendship volun-
tarily; and an opportunity was presented, which, had I
embraced it, would have opened the way to preferment,
sooner or later, from Pope Pius IV. I debated with reason-
able success, and Matteo Corti challenged me, Aonoris
causa. 1 held a professorship for mathematics for one
year only, as the academy was dissolved in 1536, and 1
was summoned to Pope Paul III. Then in 1546, after I
had already been lecturing for the two years previous on
mathematics—geometry, arithmetic, astrology and en-
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gineering—an occasion arose, through the instrumentality
of the great Cardinal Morone, of lecturing at Rome with
an honorarium from the Pope himself.

In the following year, through Andreas Vesalius and the
Danish Ambassador came a proposal, with a consideration
of three hundred gold crowns yearly in Hungarian money,
and six hundred in addition in impost-money, derived
from the tax on skins of value. The latter revenues differ
from the royal currency by an eighth part, and are collected
somewhat more slowly; they are not even redeemable at
par, and are in a measure subject to certain hazard. The
consideration included living for myself, five body servants,
and three horses. A third call came from Scotland. I
blush to name the emolument offered, but it is enough to
say that in a few years I should have been a very wealthy
man.

The first offer I rejected because the climate in that region
was exceptionally cold and damp; the natives were clearly
uncultivated; the ritual and doctrines of their religious
observances were greatly at variance with those of the
Roman Church. The second I also rejected because it was
not permitted to effect an exchange of moneys through
brokers and couriers into England, much less France or
Italy. This was in 1552, in August.

In the month of October the Prince of Bois-Dauphin
and a confidential agent of the King of France,? Vilander,
came to me with another proposition amounting to eight
hundred crowns annually; and on the sole condition that
I should be willing to kiss the royal hand, as the saying
goes, and be off immediately;® they included in their terms
a heavy chain worth five hundred gold crowns as com-
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pensation. Other agents were soliciting me in behalf of
the Emperor who was besieging Metz. I was unwilling
to come to an agreement with either party; with the latter
because I realized that excessive hardships were involved
in accepting the post—the Emperor had already lost the
greater part of his army through cold and hunger; with
the former because it was not meet that I should leave the
domain of my sovereign, and transfer my allegiance to
his enemy.

When I journeyed from Antwerp to Basle, the illustrious
Carolo Affaidato invited me to stay at his country home,
and, quite against my wishes, tried his best to present me
with an excellent mule, the value of which almost exceeded
an hundred crowns. Affaidato was a singularly cultivated
gentleman, very generous, and a lover of men known for
their high character.

On the same journey, a Genovese noble, Ezzchn, offered
me an Asturian riding-horse; the English in their tongue
call such an horse “Obin.”* A certain delicacy prevented me
from accepting this gift; otherwise, I should have taken it,
since nothing, according to my taste, more beautiful or
more magnificent could have been desired; the creature
was all white and sleek. There were, moreover, two horses
exactly alike, and Ezzelin offered me my choice.

The next year, Prince Don Ferrante,” as he was cus-
tomarily called, offered me a consideration of thirty thou-
sand crowns, to enter for life the service of his brother, the
Lord of Mantua, as they call the Duke. They were ready
to discharge a thousand crowns, among other things, on
the first day; but it did not please me to accept. Don
Ferrante was amazed and offended. He was the more
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disposed to this attitude inasmuch as he had approached
me with a proposition honorable, according to his standard,
but to me not so. His persuasions were of no avail, and he
was reduced to threats. Finally he came to understand why
I preferred, like the ermine, to die rather than to be stained;
and he had much greater respect for me from that day for-
ward, an usual characteristic of men of magnanimous spirit.

The sixth opportunity for preferment came in 1552 from
Viceroy Brissac, who offered all sorts of inducements, in-
fluenced as he was by Lodovico Birague, my illustrious
fellow-townsman. Others, who had sought my services,
had done so, desiring me in the capacity of a physician;
Brissac wanted me as an engineer, but that was far removed
from my wish.

But before I turn away from this subject, I wish to show
why so rich an emolument was offered by the King of
Scotland, a very poor monarch, who has, according to re-
port, an income of not more than forty thousand gold
crowns annually. The chiefs—they say to the number of
fourteen thousand, although I do not think there are that
many—under allegiance to the royal power are obliged to
rally to arms in camp for a period of three months, upon
summons. And, when anyone of them dies, the King be-
comes guardian of his sons—according to an old practice
to which the King has ascribed this function—until the
eldest son has attained his twenty-first year, or come to his
full majority. In the meanwhile, living and clothing ex-
cepted, all incomes are the guardian’s without any account
rendered, for they come under the estate of the King. And
what is more, whether the ward be male or female, the
guardian has the right to contract a marriage for the ward
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with anyone the guardian wishes, the only condition being
that the man or woman to whom the ward is married
must also be of noble birth. The ward is forced to accept
a dowry not on his own terms, but on the terms of the
King, acting as guardian.

But to return to my own affairs: thrice I was engaged
at Pavia, four times summoned by the Senate of Milan,
and three times by the Senate at Bologna, although the
last engagement was without advantage.

On my return from Scotland, forty men of rank awaited
me at Paris in order that they might gain some knowledge
of my methods in the art of medicine, and one made me
an offer of a thousand crowns merely on his own account.
But I was scarcely able to cross France; indeed, I dared
not.? Concerning this incident I have a letter from a high
Parisian officer, Aimar de Ranconet, a man, as I have else-
where noted, well versed in the classics. While I travelled
from France to Germany I was received everywhere much
as Plato was long ago at the Olympic games.

I have repeated the testimonial, also, already mentioned,
of the College at Padua to the Prefect of the city. An
honor not unlike this came to me in Venice. It was an
honor which could not be conferred unless all voting upon
it were unanimously agreed. There were sixty votes; I
obtained them all!" I had similar good fortune when I
was elected by the senate of the College at Bologna. There
were twenty-nine votes; I received twenty-seven, when by
so small a margin as twenty-five I could not have suc-
ceeded. Not only did my success reach every ear, but my
name also was known to princes, kings, and emperors of
the whole earth. And this cannot be denied, although it
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may seem too foolish and vain to mention, that even if
one or another of these honors is made light of, the sum
of them cannot be scorned as unworthy of regard: the
knowledge of many facts, travel, acquaintance with danger,
the offices which I have held, the offers of preferment which
have come to me, the friendship of princes, my reputation,
my books, remarkable cases of healing, and among other
circumstances which came to pass, certain singular charac-
teristics of a supernatural cast, a guardian spirit® besides,
and that understanding born of a flash of intuition. I
was a member of three Colleges of Physicians—at Milan,
at Pavia, and at Rome. Of all these honors, moreover, I
sought none, by so much as a word, excepting my admis-
sion to the College of Physicians at Milan, into which I
was admitted by election toward the end of August 1539,
and my professorship at the University of Bologna. In
both cases I was forced by necessity, not spurred by ambi-
tion. The privilege of citizenship was also conferred upon
me by the Senate of Bologna.

In general, as I have said, desire for high honors is a dis-
astrous ambition to mortals, but inasmuch as I am consider-
ing the matter of honors, let me say that I have attained not
merely something more, but indeed, much more than I had
hoped, as, for instance, that title® [Vir Inventionum]. But
let us take up a discussion of dishonor.



CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE

Distonors. ' WHAT Prace To Dreams? THE SwarLow IN
My Coat-oF-ARMS

One ought to construe the question of dishonor in terms
vastly different from those of honor. It is, for instance,
better for the majority to flee preferments; yet, of a truth,
it is the accepted belief that to tolerate disesteem is advan-
tageous to none, nor even respectable. There is an old
saying: “Veterem ferendo iniuriam invitas novam.”

For when one admits dishonors they will attack and ruin
his career as a thing of no account; nor is this a concern
merely of man’s early years, for boyhood is not open to dis-
grace especially if one adopts that Horatian ideal regarding
a parent’s part in the education of the child:

Ipse mihi custos incorruptissimus omnes circum
doctores aderat.?

Even as I have said, then, the toleration of disgraces and
baseness begets, first of all, every detriment which honors
breed, only greater. Such, especially, are the dealings of
men in circumstances when women are concerned. Since,
verily, dishonors as well as honors are double-faced, that
fate of man is truly calamitous which depends on superficial
honors. Inwardly, though, his lot is blighted with shame-
ful conduct; he is acclaimed by fools, or by the crowd;
superior men hold him in odium and the insolent ridicule
him.
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On the contrary, those whose honors are not in evidence
are lightly esteemed by society; their existence is safe and
tranquil if they permit it to be, and in so far as they are
contented with their condition. Those who are slighted
and lacking on both counts are as the laborers and tillers
in our midst, who if they live under just princes flourish
well enough, especially if they unite their interests through
a society. Those who for a surety enjoy both the inward
and outward evidences of honors are acquainted with the
bitters of calumny and with secret machinations; they
stand greatly in the way of danger from accusations; from
public trials they are safe because people stand in fear of
hatred or danger to their lives in offending men so
privileged.

While I was at Bologna, when an agreement about my
salary was still pending, two or three persons came to me
by night and in the name of senators and judges sought
that I should put my name to a petition to release a woman
already condemned by the authority of the city magistrate
and the pontifical power for impiety, magic, or sorcery.
They tried to persuade me by reasoning that according to
the philosophers there are no demons. They wished me
to order freed from prison another woman, this one not
yet sentenced by the judges, on the grounds that she was
sick to the point of death under the treatment of other
physicians. Besides this, they presented packages of horo-
scopes asking that I should make some pronouncement
upon these as if I were a soothsayer and prophet, and not
in my capacity as professor of medicine. These men,
nevertheless, got nothing for their pains save their fruitless
endeavors, and an unsavory reputation with me.
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However, to begin with, when I was twelve years old,
and had discharged a rocket full of gunpowder, and the
respectable wife of a musician had been hurt by a piece
of the paper covering, I was struck so sharp a blow on my
jaw that I reeled.

A debate, held at Milan, was undertaken with insuf-
ficient powers on my part, and turned out with little
credit to me. Because of the violence of certain doctors,
I was forced, in 1536 or 1537 to come to dishonorable terms
of recognition with the College of Physicians; but, as I
have elsewhere explained, sometime after, in 1539, this con-
dition was revoked and I was restored to my full rights.

In the year 1536, while I was attendant physician to the
house of Borromei, I had a dream early one morning about
a serpent of huge proportions by which I feared, in my
dream, I would be destroyed. Not long after a messenger
appeared to summon my services for the son of the so-
called Count Camillo Borromeo, a man of note and rank.
I went thither. The boy, who was seven years of age,
seemed to be afflicted with some slight illness, but his pulse,
according to my observations, regularly missed every fourth
beat. His mother, the Countess Corona, asked me how the
child was. I replied that he seemed to have but little fever,
yet because the pulse failed at every fourth beat, I knew
not exactly what to think of it. I did not have at that
time Galen’s books on the Indications of the Pulses. When
all his symptoms had remained the same for three days, I
directed accordingly that he be given to drink small doses
of a medicine which is called Diarob cum Turbit? When
I had written the prescription, and the messenger was



136 THE BOOK OF MY LIFE

already on his way to the pharmacist’s, I remembered my
dream.

“How do I know,” I questioned myself, “whether this
lad may not die according to the symptom indicated?”
And after the books were available it was found to be so.
“These consulting physicians who are so hostile to me will
lay the cause of his death to the medicine.”

I called back the messenger who was not yet four paces
from the door, and said there was some certain ingredient
lacking which I wished to include in the prescription.
Cautiously I tore up what I had first made out, and wrote
another prescription of pearls, bone of unicorn,* and gems.

The powder was given, and the boy vomited; all present
knew his case was serious. Three leading physicians were
summoned, but one of these was less unbending than the
rest—he who had been present in the case of Sfondrati’s
son. They saw the description of medicines, and asked,
“What are you doing for him?” Although two of these
hated me exceedingly, since it was not the will of God for
me to be further assailed, they not only praised the medi-
cine, but ordered it to be administered again. This done,
. I was saved.

When I had visited the patient again at evening, I knew
all; on the following morning I was summoned again at
break of day. I saw the child was laboring in his last
agonies and the father overcome with tears.

“Look at him,” he cried, “you who said he was not seri-
ously il.” As if I had said this! “At least you will not
go away while he still lives!’

I promised to stay. Thereupon I observed that the father
was being restrained by two noblemen, and as, crying out,
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he attempted to rise, they would not let him; yet he kept
reiterating that I was to blame. What more? If there had
been any mention in the prescription of Diarob cum Turbit,
which in truth was not safe, it would have been all over
with me, since while the man lived he would have con-
demned me so relentlessly that no one would have sought
my services: as if Canidia would have breathed her worse-
than-African-serpent breath upon me.’ o

Thus I escaped death, and transferred my loss from
disgrace into zeal, lest in the future I should have occasion
for regret. :

I shall not believe that dream, as well as other occur-
rences narrated above, to have been fortuitous; it is plain
to be seen that they were warnings, to be taken as such by
a pious soul oppressed by many afflictions, whom God was
not willing to forsake. But—although the vision fitted the
occasion—I was excited by this stimulus: there was a house
in the square of Santa Maria Podone entirely decorated
with painted serpents after the fashion of crests which have
joined adders