Boethius

Boethius wrote The Consolation of Philosophy while in prison awaiting execution. As the story goes, he's sitting there writing down his troubles when Philosophy comes to visit him. When she sees that the muses of poetry are there to minister to him and give him words to express his aches, she gets mightily angry and says, "Who has suffered these seducing mummers to approach this sick man? Never have they nursed his sorrowings with any remedies, but rather fostered them with poisonous sweets." (115) Hearing this, of course, the Muses go off to be with someone more appreciative, I imagine, though Boethius just says that they left.

We could perhaps stretch our interpretation a bit to say that Boethius did not totally hate Poetry, though that would be a big stretch. At the very least, we would have to say that Boethius saw Poetry as inherently dishonest and incompatible with Philosophy.

In essence, Boethius was drawing heavily from Plato's belief in the inherent dangers of art, though he was also situated squarely in a medieval tradition which said that there were only three fields of knowledge: Theology, Philosophy, and Poetry, and that Poetry was, at best, a pale imitation of the first two, and at worst an immoral distraction (and detraction) from the previous two.


